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THE  NEWCOMES 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

IN    WHICH    COLONEL    NEWCOME's    HORSES 
ARE    SOLD 

jT  anjhour  early  the  next  morning  I  was  not 

surprised  to  see  Colonel 
Xeweome  at  my  cham- 
bers, to  whom  Clive  had 
communicated  Bayham's 
important  news  of  the 
night  before.  The  Colo- 
nel's object,  as  any  one 
who  knew  him  need 
scarcely  be  told,  was  to 
rescue  his  brother-in-law; 
and  being  ignorant  of 
lawyers,  sheriffs'  officers, 
and  their  proceedings,  he 
bethought  him  that  he  would  apply  to  Lamb  Court  for 
information,  and  in  so  far  showed  some  prudence,  for  at 
least  I  knew  more  of  the  world  and  its  ways  than  my 
simple  client,  and  w^as  enabled  to  make  better  terms  for 
the  unfortunate  prisoner,  or  rather  for  Colonel  New- 
come,  wlio  was  the  real  sufferer,  than  Honeyman's  credi- 
tors might  otherwise  have  been  disposecj  to  give. 

I  thought  it  would  be  more  prudent  that  our  good 
Samaritan  should  not  see  the  victim  of  rogues  whom  he 
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was  about  to  succour ;  and  left  him  to  entertain  himself 
with  Mr.  Warrington  in  Lamb  Court,  while  I  sped  to 
the  lock-up  house,  where  the  iNIayfair  pet  was  confined. 
A  sickl}^  smile  played  over  his  countenance  as  he  beheld 
me  when  I  was  ushered  to  his  private  room.  The  rev- 
erend gentleman  was  not  shaved;  he  had  partaken  of 
breakfast.  I  saw  a  glass  which  had  once  contained 
brandy  on  the  dirty  tray  whereon  his  meal  was  placed: 
a  greasy  novel  from  a  Chancery  Lane  library  lay  on  the 
table ;  but  he  was  at  present  occupied  in  writing  one  or 
more  of  those  great  long  letters,  those  laborious,  ornate, 
eloquent  statements,  those  documents  so  profusely  un- 
derlined, in  which  the  machinations  of  villains  are  laid 
bare  with  italic  fervour;  the  coldness,  to  use  no  harsher 
phrase,  of  friends  on  whom  reliance  might  have  been 
placed;  the  outrageous  conduct  of  Solomons;  the  aston- 
ishing failure  of  Smith  to  pay  a  sum  of  money  on  which 
he  had  counted  as  on  the  Bank  of  England;  finally,  the 
infallible  certainty  of  repaying  (with  what  heartfelt 
thanks  need  not  be  said)  the  loan  of  so  many  pounds 
neivt  Saturday  week  at  farthest.  All  this,  which  some 
readers  in  the  course  of  their  experience  have  read  no 
doubt  in  many  handwritings,  was  duly  set  forth  by  poor 
Honeyman.  There  was  a  wafer  in  a  wine-glass  on  the 
table,  and  the  bearer  no  doubt  below  to  carry  the  missive. 
They  always  send  these  letters  by  a  messenger,  who  is 
introduced  in  the  postscript;  he  is  always  sitting  in  the 
hall  when  you  get  the  letter,  and  is  "  a  young  man  wait- 
ing for  an  answer,  please." 

No  one  can  suppose  that  Honeyman  laid  a  complete 
statement  of  his  affairs  before  the  negotiator  who  was 
charged  to  look  into  them.  No  debtor  does  confess  all 
his  debts,  but  breaks  them  gradually  to  his  man  of  busi- 
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ness,  factor  or  benefactor,  leading  him  on  from  surprise 
to  surprise;  and  when  he  is  in  possession  of  the  tailor's 
little  account,  introducing  him  to  the  bootmaker.  Hon- 
eyman's  schedule  I  felt  perfectly  certain  was  not 
correct.  The  detainers  against  him  were  trifling.  "  Moss 
of  Wardour  Street,  one  hundred  and  twenty — I  believe 
I  have  paid  him  thousands  in  this  very  transaction," 
ejaculates  Honeyman.  "  A  heartless  West  End  trades- 
man hearing  of  my  misfortune — these  people  are  all 
linked  together,  my  dear  Pendennis,  and  rush  like  vul- 
tures upon  their  prey! — Waddilove,  the  tailor,  has  an- 
other writ  out  for  ninety-eight  pounds:  a  man  whom  I 
have  made  by  my  recommendations !  Tobbins,  the  boot- 
maker, his  neighbour  in  Jermyn  Street,  forty-one 
pounds  more,  and  that  is  all — I  give  you  my  word,  all. 
In  a  few  months,  when  my  pew-rents  will  be  coming  in, 
I  should  have  settled  with  those  cormorants;  otherwise, 
my  total  and  irretrievable  ruin,  and  the  disgrace  and 
humiliation  of  a  prison  attend  me.  I  know  it;  I  can 
bear  it ;  I  have  been  wretchedly  weak,  Pendennis :  I  can 
say  mea  culpa,  mea  maxima  culpa,  and  I  can — bear — 
my — penalty."  In  his  finest  moments  he  was  never 
more  pathetic.  He  turned  his  head  away,  and  concealed 
it  in  a  handkerchief  not  so  white  as  those  which  veiled 
his  emotions  at  Lady  Whittlesea's. 

How  by  degrees  this  slippery  penitent  was  induced  to 
make  other  confessions ;  how  we  got  an  idea  of  ]Mrs.  Rid- 
ley's account  from  him,  of  his  dealings  with  Mr.  Sher- 
rick,  need  not  be  mentioned  here.  The  conclusion  to 
which  Colonel  Xewcome's  ambassador  came  was,  that 
to  help  such  a  man  would  be  quite  useless ;  and  that  the 
Fleet  Prison  would  be  a  most  wholesome  retreat  for  this 
most  reckless  divine.     Ere  the  day  was  out,  Messrs. 
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Waddilove  and  Tobbins  had  conferred  with  their  neigh- 
bour in  St.  James's,  Mr.  Brace;  and  there  came  a  de- 
tainer from  that  haberdasher  for  gloves,  cravats,  and 
pocket-handkerchiefs,  that  might  have  done  credit  to  the 
most  dandified  young  Guardsman.     Mr.  Warrington 


was  on  INIr.  Pendennis's  side,  and  urged  that  the  law 
should  take  its  course.  "  Why  help  a  man,"  said  he, 
"  who  will  not  help  himself?  Let  the  law  sponge  out 
the  fellow's  debts;  set  him  going  again  with  twenty 
pounds  when  he  quits  the  prison,  and  get  him  a  chap- 
laincy in  the  Isle  of  INIan." 

I  saw  by  the  Colonel's  grave  kind  face  that  these 
hard  opinions  did  not  suit  him.  "  At  all  events,  sir, 
promise  us,"  we  said,  "  that  you  will  pay  nothing  your- 
self—that you  won't  see  Honeyman's  creditors,  and  let 


THE  NEWCOMES  5 

people,  who  know  the  world  better,  deal  with  him." 
"Know  the  world,  young  man!"  cries  Newcome;  "I 
should  think  if  I  don't  know  the  world  at  my  age,  I 
never  shall."  And  if  he  had  lived  to  be  as  old  as  Male- 
leel,  a  boy  could  still  have  cheated  him. 

"  I  do  not  scruple  to  tell  you,"  he  said,  after  a  pause, 
during  which  a  plenty  of  smoke  was  delivered  from  the 
council  of  three,  "  that  I  have — a  fund — which  I  had  set 
aside  for  mere  purposes  of  pleasure,  I  give  you  mj^  word, 
and  a  part  of  which  I  shall  think  it  my  duty  to  devote 
to  poor  Honeyman's  distresses.  The  fund  is  not  large. 
The  money  was  intended  in  fact: — however,  there  it  is. 
If  Pendennis  will  go  round  to  these  tradesmen,  and 
make  some  composition  with  them,  as  their  prices  have 
been  no  doubt  enormously  exaggerated,  I  see  no  harm. 
Besides  the  tradesfolk,  there  is  good  Mrs.  Ridley  and 
jNIr.  Sherrick — w^e  must  see  them;  and,  if  we  can,  set  this 
luckless  Charles  again  on  his  legs.  We  have  read  of 
other  prodigals  who  were  kindly  treated;  and  we  may 
have  debts  of  our  own  to  forgive,  boys." 

Into  ]Mr.  Sherrick's  account  we  had  no  need  to  enter. 
That  gentleman  had  acted  with  perfect  fairness  by 
Honeyman.  He  laughingly  said  to  us,  "  You  don't  im- 
agine I  would  lend  that  chap  a  shilling  without  security? 
I  will  give  him  fifty  or  a  hundred.  Here's  one  of  his 
notes,  with  whatdoyoucall'em's— that  rum  fellow  Bay- 
ham's— name  as  drawer.  A  nice  pair,  ain't  they?  Pooh! 
/  shall  never  touch  'em.  I  lent  some  money  on  the  shop 
overhead,"  says  Sherrick,  pointing  to  the  ceiling  (we 
were  in  his  counting-house  in  the  cellar  of  Lady  Whittle- 
sea's  chapel) ,  "  because  I  thought  it  was  a  good  specula- 
tion. And  so  it  was  at  first.  The  people  liked  Honey- 
man.      All    tlie    nobs    came    to    hear    him.      Xow   the 


6  THE  NEWCOMES 

speculation  ain't  so  good.  He's  used  up.  A  chap  can't 
be  expected  to  last  for  ever.  When  I  first  engaged 
Mademoiselle  Bravura  at  my  theatre,  you  couldn't  get  a 
place  for  three  weeks  together.  The  next  year  she  didn't 
draw  twenty  pounds  a  week.  So  it  was  with  Pottle, 
and  the  regular  drama  humbug.  At  first  it  was  all  very 
well.  Good  business,  good  houses,  our  immortal  bard, 
and  that  sort  of  game.  They  engaged  the  tigers  and  the 
French  riding  people  over  the  way ;  and  there  was  Pottle 
bellowing  away  in  my  place  to  the  orchestra  and  the 
orders.  It's  all  a  speculation.  I've  speculated  in  about 
pretty  much  everything  that's  going:  in  theatres,  in 
joint-stock  jobs,  in  building  ground,  in  bills,  in  gas  and 
insurance  companies,  and  in  this  chapel.  Poor  old 
Honeyman !  I  won't  hurt  him.  About  that  other  chap 
I  put  in  to  do  the  first  business — that  red-haired  chap, 
Rawkins — I  think  I  was  wrong.  I  think  he  injured  the 
property.  But  I  don't  know  everything,  you  know.  I 
wasn't  bred  to  know  about  parsons — quite  the  reverse. 
I  thought,  when  I  heard  Rawkins  at  Hampstead,  he  was 
just  the  thing.  I  used  to  go  about,  sir,  just  as  I  did  to 
the  provinces,  when  I  had  the  theatre — Camberwell, 
Islington,  Kennington,  Clapton,  all  about,  and  hear  the 
young  chaps.  Have  a  glass  of  sherry ;  and  here's  better 
luck  to  Honeyman.  As  for  that  Colonel,  he's  a  trump, 
sir !  I  never  see  such  a  man.  I  have  to  deal  with  such  a 
precious  lot  of  rogues:  in  the  City  and  out  of  it,  among 
the  swells  and  all  you  know,  that  to  see  such  a  fellow  re- 
freshes me;  and  I'd  do  anything  for  him.  You've  made 
a  good  thing  of  that  Pall  Mall  Gazette!  I  tried  papers 
too;  but  mine  didn't  do.  I  don't  know  why.  I  tried  a 
Tory  one,  moderate  Liberal,  and  out-and-out  uncom- 
promising Radical.    I  say,  what  d'ye  think  of  a  religious 
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paper,  the  Catechism,  or  some  such  name?  Would 
Honeyman  do  as  editor  ?  I  ni  afraid  it's  all  up  with  the 
poor  cove  at  the  chapel."  And  I  parted  with  ;Mr.  Sher- 
rick,  not  a  little  edilied  by  his  talk,  and  greatly  relieved 
as  to  Honeyman's  fate.  The  tradesmen  of  Honeyman's 
body  were  appeased;  and  as  for  ]Mr.  ]\Ioss,  when  he 
found  that  the  curate  had  no  effects,  and  must  go  before 
the  Insolvent  Court,  luiless  ]Moss  chose  to  take  the  com- 
position, which  we  were  empowered  to  offer  him,  he  too 
was  brought  to  hear  reason,  and  parted  with  the  stamped 
paper  on  which  was  poor  Honeyman's  signature. 
Our  negotiation  had  like  to  have  come  to  an  end  by 
Clive's  untimely  indignation,  who  offered  at  one  stage 
of  the  proceedings  to  pitch  young  ^loss  out  of  window ; 
but  nothing  came  of  this  "  most  ungentlebadlike  beay- 
viour  on  Xoocob's  part,"  further  than  remonstrance  and 
delay  in  the  proceedings;  and  Honeyman  preached  a 
lovely  sermon  at  Lady  Whittlesea's  the  very  next  Sun- 
day. He  had  made  himself  much  liked  in  the  sponging- 
house,  and  ^Ir.  Lazarus  said,  "  If  he  hadn't  a  got  out 
time  enough,  I'd  a  let  him  out  for  Sunday,  and  sent  one 
of  my  men  with  him  to  show  him  the  way  'ome,  you 
know:  for  when  a  gentleman  behaves  as  a  gentleman  to 
me,  I  behave  as  a  gentleman  to  him." 

ISIrs.  Ridley's  accoimt.  and  it  was  a  long  one,  was  paid 
without  a  single  question,  or  the  deduction  of  a  farthing; 
but  tlie  Colonel  rather  sickened  of  Honeyman's  expres- 
sions of  rapturous  gratitude,  and  received  his  profes- 
sions of  mingled  contrition  and  delight  very  coolly. 
"  My  boy,"  says  the  father  to  Clive,  "  you  see  to  what 
straits  debt  brings  a  man,  to  tamper  with  truth,  to  have 
to  cheat  the  poor.  Think  of  flying  before  a  washer- 
woman, or  humbling  yourself  to  a  tailor,  or  eating  a  poor 
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man's  children's  bread!  "  Clive  blushed,  I  thought,  and 
looked  rather  confused. 

■'  Oh,  father,"*  says  he,  "  I  —  Ini  afraid  I  owe  some 
money  too — not  much:  but  about  forty  pounds,  five-and- 
twenty  for  cigars,  and  fifteen  I  borrowed  of  Pendennis, 
and — and — I've  been  de\dhsh  annoyed  about  it  all  this 
time.' 

''  You  stupid  boy,"'  says  the  father,  "  I  knew  about  the 
cigars  bill,  and  paid  it  last  week.  An\i:hing  I  have  is 
yours,  you  know.  As  long  as  there  is  a  guinea,  there 
is  half  for  you.  See  that  every  shilling  we  owe  is  paid 
before — before  a  week  is  over.  And  go  down  and  ask 
Binnie  if  I  can  see  liim  in  his  study.  I  want  to  have 
some  conversation  with  him."  Wlien  Chve  was  gone 
away,  he  said  to  me  in  a  very  sweet  voice,  "  In  God's 
name,  keep  my  boy  out  of  debt  when  I  am  gone.  Arthur. 
I  shall  return  to  India  ver\'  soon."' 

"Very  soon,  sir  I  You  have  another  years  leave,' 
said  I. 

"■  Yes,  but  no  allowances,  you  know:  and  this  affair 
of  Honeyman's  has  pretty  nearly  emptied  the  httle  purse 
I  had  set  aside  for  European  expenses.  They  have  been 
very  much  heavier  than  I  expected.  As  it  is,  I  overdrew 
my  account  at  my  brother's,  and  have  been  obliged  to 
draw  money  from  my  agents  in  Calcutta.  A  year 
sooner  or  later  ( unless  two  of  our  senior  officers  had  died, 
when  I  should  have  got  my  promotion  and  full  colonel's 
pay  with  it,  and  proposed  to  remain  in  this  country )  — 
a  year  sooner  or  later,  what  does  it  matter  f  Chve  will 
go  away  and  work  at  his  art,  and  see  the  great  schools 
of  painting  while  I  am  absent.  I  thought  at  one  time 
how  pleasant  it  would  be  to  accompany  him.  But 
Vhomme  propose,  Pendennis.    I  fancy  now  a  lad  is  not 
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the  better  for  being  always  tied  to  his  parent's  apron- 
string.  You  young  fellows  are  too  clever  for  me.  I 
haven't  learned  your  ideas  or  read  your  books.  I  feel 
myself  very  often  an  old  damper  in  your  company.  I 
will  go  back,  sir,  where  I  have  some  friends,  and  where 
I  am  somebody  still.  I  know  an  honest  face  or  two, 
white  and  brown,  that  will  lighten  up  in  the  old  regi- 
ment when  they  see  Tom  Newcome  again.  God  bless 
you,  Arthur.  You  young  fellows  in  this  country  have 
such  cold  ways  that  we  old  ones  hardly  know  how  to  like 
you  at  first.  James  Binnie  and  I,  when  Ave  first  came 
home,  used  to  talk  you  over,  and  think  you  laughed  at 
us.  But  you  didn't,  I  know.  God  Almighty  bless  you, 
and  send  you  a  good  wife,  and  make  a  good  man  of  you. 
I  have  bought  a  watch,  which  I  would  like  you  to  wear 
in  remembrance  of  me  and  my  boy,  to  whom  j'ou  were 
so  kind  when  you  were  boys  together  in  the  old  Grey 
Friars."  I  took  his  hand,  and  uttered  some  incoherent 
words  of  affection  and  respect.  Did  not  Thomas  New- 
come  merit  both  from  all  who  knew  him? 

His  resolution  being  taken,  our  good  Colonel  began 
to  make  silent  but  effectual  preparations  for  his  coming 
departure.  He  was  pleased  during  these  last  days  of 
his  stay  to  give  me  even  more  of  his  confidence  than  I 
had  previously  enjoyed,  and  was  kind  enougli  to  say  that 
he  regarded  me  almost  as  a  son  of  his  own,  and  hoped  I 
would  act  as  elder  brother  and  guardian  to  Clive.  Ah! 
who  is  to  guard  the  guardian?  The  younger  brother 
had  many  nobler  qualities  than  belonged  to  the  elder. 
The  world  had  not  hardened  Clive,  nor  even  succeeded 
in  spoiling  him.  I  perceive  1  am  diverging  from  his  his- 
tory into  that  of  another  person,  and  will  return  to  the 
subject  proper  of  the  book. 
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Colonel  Nevvcome  expressed  himself  as  being  particu- 
larly touched  and  pleased  with  his  friend  Binnie's  con- 
duct, now  that  the  Colonel's  departure  was  determined. 
"  James  is  one  of  the  most  generous  of  men,  Pendennis, 
and  I  am  proud  to  be  put  under  an  obligation  to  him, 
and  to  tell  it  too.  I  hired  this  house,  as  j'^ou  are  aware, 
of  our  speculative  friend  Mr.  Sherrick,  and  am  answer- 
able for  the  payment  of  the  rent  till  the  expiry  of  the 
lease.  James  has  taken  the  matter  off  my  hands  en- 
tirely. The  place  is  greatly  too  large  for  him,  but  he 
says  that  he  likes  it,  and  intends  to  stay,  and  that  his  sis- 
ter and  niece  shall  be  his  housekeepers.  Clive —  (here, 
perhaps,  the  speaker's  voice  drops  a  little) — Clive  will 
be  the  son  of  the  house  still,  honest  James  says,  and  God 
bless  him.  James  is  richer  than  I  thought  by  near  a  lakh 
of  rupees — and  here  is  a  hint  for  you.  Master  Arthur. 
Mr.  Binnie  has  declared  to  me  in  confidence  that  if  his 
niece,  JMiss  Rosey,  shall  marry  a  person  of  whom  he  ap- 
proves, he  will  leave  her  a  considerable  part  of  his  for- 
tune." 

The  Colonel's  confidant  here  said  that  his  own  ar- 
rangements were  made  in  another  quarter,  to  which 
statement  the  Colonel  replied  knowingly,  "  I  thought 
so.  A  little  bird  has  whispered  to  me  the  name  of  a  cer- 
tain Miss  A.  I  knew  her  grandfather,  an  accommodat- 
ing old  gentleman,  and  I  borrowed  some  money  from 
him  when  I  was  a  subaltern  at  Calcutta.  I  tell  you  in 
strict  confidence,  my  dear  young  friend,  that  I  hope  and 
trust  a  certain  young  gentleman  of  your  acquaintance 
may  be  induced  to  think  how  good  and  pretty  and  sweet- 
tempered  a  girl  Miss  Mackenzie  is,  and  that  she  may  be 
brought  to  like  him.  If  you  young  men  would  marry  in 
good  time  good  and  virtuous  women — as  I  am  sure — 
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ahem! — Miss  Amory  is — half  the  temptations  of  your 
youth  would  be  avoided.  You  would  neither  be  disso- 
lute, as  many  of  you  seem  to  be,  nor  cold  and  selfish, 
which  are  worse  vices  still.  And  my  prayer  is,  that  my 
Clive  may  cast  anchor  early  out  of  the  reach  of  tempta- 
tion, and  mate  with  some  such  kind  girl  as  Binnie's  niece. 
When  I  first  came  home  I  formed  other  plans  for  him 
which  could  not  be  brought  to  a  successful  issue;  and 
knowing  his  ardent  disposition,  and  having  kept  an  eye 
on  the  3'oung  rogue's  conduct,  I  tremble  lest  some  mis- 
chance with  a  woman  should  befall  him,  and  long  to 
have  him  out  of  danger." 

So  the  kind  scheme  of  the  two  elders  was,  that  their 
young  ones  should  marry  and  be  happy  ever  after,  like 
the  Prince  and  Princess  of  the  Fairy  Tale;  and  dear 
Mrs.  Mackenzie,—  (have  I  said  that  at  the  commence- 
ment of  her  visit  to  her  brother  she  made  almost  open 
love  to  the  Colonel?) — dear  Mrs.  Mack  was  content  to 
forego  her  own  chances  so  that  her  darling  Rosey  might 
be  happy.  We  used  to  laugh  and  say  that,  as  soon  as 
Clive's  father  was  gone,  Josey  would  be  sent  for  to  join 
Rosey.  But  little  Josey,  being  under  her  grandmother's 
sole  influence,  took  a  most  gratifying  and  serious  turn; 
wrote  letters,  in  which  she  questioned  the  morality  of 
operas,  Towers  of  London,  and  wax-works ;  and,  before 
a  year  was  out,  married  Elder  Bogie,  of  Dr.  M'Craw's 
church. 

Presently  was  to  be  read  in  the  Morning  Post  an  ad- 
vertisement of  the  sale  of  three  horses  (the  description 
and  jK-digree  following),  "the  property  of  an  officer 
returning  to  India.  Apply  to  the  groom,  at  the  stables, 
150,  Fitzroy  Square." 

The  Court  of  Directors  invited   Lieutenant-Colonel 
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Newcome  to  an  entertainment  given  to  Major-General 
Sir  Ralph  Spurrier,  K.C.B.,  appointed  Commander-in- 
Chief  at  Madras.  Clive  was  asked  to  this  dinner  too, 
"  and  the  governor's  health  was  drunk,  sir,"  Clive  said, 
"  after  dinner,  and  the  dear  old  fellow  made  such  a  good 
speech,  in  returning  thanks !  " 

He,  Clive,  and  I  made  a  pilgrimage  to  Grey  Friars, 
and  had  the  Green  to  ourselves,  it  being  the  Bartlemy- 
tide  vacation,  and  the  boys  all  away.  One  of  the  good 
old  Poor  Brothers,  whom  we  both  recollected,  accom- 
panied us  round  the  place;  and  we  sat  for  a  while  in 
Captain  Scarsdale's  little  room  (he  had  been  a  Peninsu- 
lar officer,  who  had  sold  out,  and  was  fain  in  his  old  age 
to  retire  into  this  calm  retreat ) .  And  we  talked,  as  old 
schoolmates  and  lovers  talk,  about  subjects  interesting 
to  schoolmates  and  lovers  only. 

One  by  one  the  Colonel  took  leave  of  his  friends, 
young  and  old;  ran  down  to  Newcome,  and  gave  Mrs. 
Mason  a  parting  benediction;  slept  a  night  at  Tom 
Smith's,  and  passed  a  day  with  Jack  Brown ;  went  to  all 
the  boys'  and  girls'  schools  where  his  little  proteges  were, 
so  as  to  be  able  to  take  the  very  last  and  most  authentic 
account  of  the  young  folks  to  their  parents  in  India; 
spent  a  week  at  Marble  Head,  and  shot  partridges  there, 
but  for  which  entertainment,  Clive  said,  the  place  would 
have  been  intolerable ;  and  thence  proceeded  to  Brighton 
to  pass  a  little  time  with  good  Miss  Honeyman.  As  for 
Sir  Brian's  family,  when  Parliament  broke  up  of  course 
they  did  not  stay  in  town.  Barnes,  of  course,  had  part 
of  a  moor  in  Scotland,  whither  his  uncle  and  cousin  did 
not  follow  him.  The  rest  went  abroad ;  Sir  Brian  wanted 
the  waters  of  Aix-la-Chapelle.  The  brothers  parted 
very  good  friends;  Lady  Ann,  and  all  the  young  people. 
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heartily  wished  him  farewell.  I  believe  Sir  Brian  even 
accompanied  the  Colonel  down  stairs  from  the  drawing- 
room,  in  Park  Lane,  and  actually  came  out  and  saw  his 
brother  into  his  cab  (just  as  he  would  accompany  old 
Lady  Bagges,  when  she  came  to  look  at  her  account  at 
the  bank,  from  the  parlour  to  her  carriage ) .  But  as  for 
Ethel,  she  was  not  going  to  be  put  off  with  this  sort  of 
parting;  and  the  next  morning  a  cab  dashed  up  to  Fitz- 
roy  Square,  and  a  veiled  lady  came  out  thence,  and  was 
closeted  with  Colonel  Xewcome  for  five  minutes,  and 
when  he  led  her  back  to  the  carriage  there  were  tears  in 
his  eyes. 

]Mrs.  ^Mackenzie  joked  about  the  transaction  (having 
watched  it  from  the  dining-room  windows),  and  asked 
the  Colonel  who  his  sweetheart  was?  Newcome  replied, 
very  sternly,  that  he  hoped  no  one  would  ever  speak 
lightly  of  that  young  lady,  whom  he  loved  as  his  o^vn 
daughter;  and  I  thought  Rosey  looked  vexed  at  the 
praises  thus  bestowed.  This  was  the  day  before  we  all 
w^ent  down  to  Brighton.  JNIiss  Honeyman's  lodgings 
were  taken  for  ]Mr.  Binnie  and  his  ladies.  Clive  and  her 
dearest  Colonel  had  apartments  next  door.  Charles 
Honeyman  came  down  and  preached  one  of  his  very  best 
sermons.  Fred  Bayham  was  there,  and  looked  particu- 
larly grand  and  noble  on  the  pier  and  the  cliff.  I  am 
inclined  to  think  he  had  had  some  explanation  with 
Thomas  Newcome,  which  had  placed  F.  B.  in  a  state  of 
at  least  temporary  prosj^erity.  Whom  did  he  not  bene- 
fit whom  he  knew,  and  what  eye  that  saw  him  did  not 
bless  him?  F.  B.  was  greatly  affected  at  Charles's  ser- 
mon, of  which  our  party  of  course  could  see  the  allusions. 
Tears  actually  rolled  down  his  brown  cheeks;  for  Fred 
was  a  man  verv  easily  moved,  and,  as  it  were,  a  softened 
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sinner.  Little  Rosey  and  her  mother  sobbed  audibly, 
greatly  to  the  surprise  of  stout  old  jMiss  Honeyman, 
who  had  no  idea  of  such  watery  exhibitions,  and  to  the 
discomfiture  of  poor  Newcome,who  was  annoyed  to  have 
his  praises  even  hinted  in  that  sacred  edifice.  Good  Mr. 
James  Binnie  came  for  once  to  church;  and,  however 
variously  their  feelings  might  be  exhibited  or  repressed, 
I  think  there  was  not  one  of  the  little  circle  there  assem- 
bled who  did  not  bring  to  the  place  a  humble  prayer  and 
a  gentle  heart.  It  was  the  last  Sabbath-bell  our  dear 
friend  was  to  hear  for  many  a  day  on  his  native  shore. 
The  great  sea  washed  the  beach  as  we  came  out,  blue 
with  the  reflection  of  the  skies,  and  its  innumerable  waves 
crested  with  sunshine.  I  see  the  good  man  and  his 
boy  yet  clinging  to  him  as  they  pace  together  by  the 
shore. 

The  Colonel  was  very  much  pleased  by  a  visit  from 
Mr.  Ridley,  and  the  communication  which  he  made  (my 
Lord  Todmorden  has  a  mansion  and  park  in  Sussex, 
whence  Mr.  Ridley  came  to  pay  his  duty  to  Colonel 
Newcome).  He  said  he  "  never  could  forget  the  kind- 
ness with  which  the  Colonel  have  a  treated  him.  His 
lordship  have  taken  a  young  man,  which  Mr.  Ridley  had 
brought  him  up  under  his  own  eye,  and  can  answer  for 
him,  Mr.  R.  says,  with  impunity;  and  which  he  is  to  be 
his  lordship's  own  man  for  the  future.  And  his  lordship 
have  appointed  me  his  steward,  and  having,  as  he  always 
hev  been,  been  most  liberal  in  point  of  sellary.  And  me 
and  Mrs.  Ridley  was  thinking,  sir,  most  respectfully, 
with  regard  to  our  son,  Mr.  John  James  Ridley— as 
good  and  honest  a  young  man,  which  I  am  proud  to  say 
it,  that  if  Mr.  Clive  goes  abroad  we  should  be  most  proud 
and  happy  if  John  James  went  with  him.     And  the 
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monej^  which  you  have  paid  us  so  handsome,  Colonel,  he 
shall  have  it;  which  it  was  the  excellent  ideer  of  Miss 
Cann ;  and  my  lord  have  ordered  a  pictur'  of  John  James 
in  the  most  lib'ral  manner,  and  have  asked  my  son  to  din- 
ner, sir,  at  his  lordship's  own  table,  which  I  have  faith- 
fully served  him  five  and  thirty  years."  Ridley's  voice 
fairly  broke  down  at  this  part  of  his  speech,  which  evi- 
dently was  a  studied  composition,  and  he  uttered  no 
more  of  it,  for  the  Colonel  cordially  shook  him  by  the 
hand;  and  Clive  jumped  up  clapping  his,  and  saying 
that  it  was  the  greatest  wish  of  his  heart  that  J.  J.  and 
he  should  be  companions  in  France  and  Italy.  "  But 
I  did  not  like  to  ask  my  dear  old  father,"  he  said,  "  who 
has  had  so  many  calls  on  his  purse,  and  besides,  I  knew 
that  J.  J.  was  too  independent  to  come  as  my  follower." 
The  Colonel's  berth  has  been  duly  secured  ere  now. 
This  time  he  makes  the  overland  journey;  and  his  pas- 
sage is  to  Alexandria,  taken  in  one  of  the  noble  ships 
of  the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Company.  His  kit  is  as 
simple  as  a  subaltern's ;  I  believe,  but  for  Clive's  friendly 
compulsion,  he  would  have  carried  back  no  other  than 
the  old  uniform  which  has  served  him  for  so  many  years. 
Clive  and  his  father  travelled  to  Southampton  together 
by  themselves.  F.  B.  and  I  took  the  Southampton 
coach :  we  had  asked  leave  to  see  the  last  of  him,  and  say 
a  "  God  bless  you  "  to  our  dear  old  friend.  So  the  day 
came  when  the  vessel  was  to  sail.  We  saw  his  cabin,  and 
witnessed  all  the  bustle  and  stir  on  board  the  good  ship 
on  a  day  of  departure.  Our  thoughts,  however,  were 
fixed  but  on  one  person  —  tlie  case,  no  doubt,  with  hun- 
dreds more  on  such  a  day.  Tliere  was  many  a  group  of 
friends  closing  wistfully  together  on  the  sunny  deck,  and 
saying  the  last  words  of  blessing  and  farewell.     The 
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bustle  of  the  ship  passes  dimly  round  about  them;  the 
hurrying  noise  of  crew  and  officers  running  on  their 
duty;  the  tramp  and  song  of  the  men  at  the  capstan 
bars;  the  bells  ringing,  as  the  hour  for  departure  comes 
nearer  and  nearer,  as  mother  and  son,  father  and  daugh- 
ter, husband  and  wife,  hold  hands  yet  for  a  little 
while.  We  saw  Clive  and  his  father  talking  together  by 
the  wheel.  Then  they  went  below;  and  a  passenger, 
her  husband,  asked  me  to  give  my  arm  to  an  almost 
fainting  lady,  and  to  lead  her  off  the  ship.  Bayham  fol- 
lowed us,  carrying  their  two  children  in  his  arms,  as  the 
husband  turned  awaj^  and  walked  aft.  The  last  bell 
was  ringing,  and  they  were  crying,  "  Now  for  the  shore." 
The  whole  ship  had  begun  to  throb  ere  this,  and 
its  great  wheels  to  beat  the  water,  and  the  chimneys 
had  flung  out  their  black  signals  for  sailing.  We  were 
as  yet  close  on  the  dock,  and  we  saw  Clive  coming  up 
from  below,  looking  very  pale;  the  plank  was  drawn 
after  him  as  he  stepped  on  land. 

Then,  with  three  great  cheers  from  the  dock,  and 
from  the  crew  in  the  bows,  and  from  the  passengers  on 
the  quarter-deck,  the  noble  ship  strikes  the  first  stroke 
of  her  destined  race,  and  swims  away  towards  the  ocean. 
"  There  he  is,  there  he  is,"  shouts  Fred  Bayham,  waving 
his  hat.  "  God  bless  him,  God  bless  him!  "  I  scarce  per- 
ceived at  the  ship's  side,  beckoning  an  adieu,  our  dear 
old  friend,  when  the  lady,  whose  husband  had  bidden  me 
to  lead  her  away  from  the  ship,  fainted  in  my  arms. 
Poor  soul!  Her,  too,  has  fate  stricken.  Ah,  pangs  of 
hearts  torn  asunder,  passionate  regrets,  cruel,  cruel  part- 
ings !  Shall  you  not  end  one  day,  ere  many  j^ears ;  when 
the  tears  shall  be  wiped  from  all  eyes,  and  there  shall  be 
neither  sorrow  nor  pain? 


'  Farewell ' 


CHAPTER   XXVII 


YOUTH  AND  SUNSHINE 


Although  Thomas  Xewcome 
gone  back  to  India  in  search 
of  more  money,  finding  that 
he  could  not  live  upon  his 
income  at  home,  he  was 
nevertheless  rather  a 
wealthy  man;  and  at  the 
moment  of  his  departure 
from  Europe  had  two 
lakhs  of  rupees  invested 
in  various  Indian  securi- 
ties. "  A  thousand  a 
year,"  he  thought,  "more, 
added  to  the  interest  accruing  from  my  two  lakhs,  will 
enable  us  to  live  verj^  comfortably  at  home.  I  can  give 
Clive  ten  thousand  pounds  when  he  marries,  and  live  hun- 
dred a-year  out  of  my  allowances.  If  he  gets  a  wife  with 
some  money,  they  may  have  every  enjoyment  of  life; 
and  as  for  his  pictures,  he  can  paint  just  as  few  or  as 
many  of  those  as  he  pleases."  Xewcome  did  not  seem 
seriously  to  believe  that  his  son  would  live  by  painting 
pictures,  but  considered  Clive  as  a  young  prince  who 
chose  to  amuse  himself  with  painting.  The  ]Muse  of 
Painting  is  a  lady  whose  social  station  is  not  altogether 
recognized  with  us  as  yet.  The  polite  world  permits  a 
gentleman  to  amuse  himself  with  her,  but  to  take  her  for 
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better  or  for  worse !  forsake  all  other  chances  and  cleave 
unto  her !  to  assume  her  name !  jNlany  a  respectable  per- 
son would  be  as  much  shocked  at  the  notion,  as  if  his  son 
had  married  an  opera-dancer. 

Newcome  left  a  hundred  a-year  in  England,  of  which 
the  principal  sum  was  to  be  transferred  to  his  boy  as  soon 
as  he  came  of  age.  He  endowed  Clive  farther  with  a 
considerable  annual  sum,  which  his  London  bankers 
would  pay:  "And  if  these  are  not  enough,"  says  he 
kindly,  "  you  must  draw  upon  my  agents,  ^Messrs. 
Franks  and  jNIerryweather,  at  Calcutta,  who  will  receive 
your  signature  just  as  if  it  were  mine."  Before  going 
away,  he  introduced  Clive  to  F.  and  ]M.'s  corresponding 
London  house,  Jolly  and  Baines,  Fog  Court — leading 
out  of  Leadenhall— jNIr.  Jolly,  a  myth  as  regarded  the 
firm,  now  married  to  Lady  Julia  Jolly — a  park  in  Kent 
—evangelical  interest  — great  at  Exeter  Hall  meetings 
— knew  Clive's  grandmother — that  is,  ^Irs.  Xewcome,  a 
most  admirable  woman.  Baines  represents  a  house  in 
the  Regent's  Park,  with  an  emigrating  tendency  towards 
Belgravia — musical  daughters — Herr  ^Sloscheles,  Bene- 
dict, Ella,  Osborne,  constantly  at  dinner — sonatas  in  P 
flat  (o\).  936),  composed  and  dedicated  to  Miss  Eu- 
phemia  Baines,  by  her  most  obliged,  most  obedient  ser- 
vant, Ferdinando  Blitz.  Baines  hopes  that  his  young 
friend  will  come  constantly  to  York  Terrace,  where  the 
girls  will  be  most  happy  to  see  him;  and  mentions  at 
home  a  singular  whim  of  Colonel  Newcome's  who  can 
give  his  son  twelve  or  fifteen  hundred  a-year,  and  makes 
an  artist  of  him.  Euphemia  and  Flora  adore  artists; 
they  feel  quite  interested  about  this  young  man.  "  He 
was  scribbling  caricatures  all  the  time  I  was  talking  with 
his  father  in  my  parlour,"  says  Mr.  Baines,  and  produces 
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a  sketch  of  an  orange-woman  near  the  Bank,  who  had 
struck  Chve's  eyes,  and  been  transferred  to  the  blotting- 
paper  in  Fog  Court.  "  He  needn't  do  an>i:hing,"  said 
good-natured  Mr.  Baines.  "  I  guess  all  the  pictures 
he'll  paint  won't  sell  for  much." 

"  Is  he  fond  of  music,  papa?  "  asks  Miss.  "  What  a 
pity  he  had  not  come  to  our  last  evening;  and  now  the 
season  is  over!  " 

"  And  Mr.  Xewcome  is  going  out  of  town.  He  came 
to  me  to-day  for  circular  notes— says  he's  going  through 
Switzerland  and  into  Italy— lives  in  Charlotte  Street, 
Fitzroy  Square.  Queer  place,  ain't  it?  Put  his  name 
down  in  your  book,  and  ask  him  to  dinner  next  season." 

Before  Clive  w^ent  aw  ay,  he  had  an  apparatus  of  easels, 
sketching-stools,  umbrellas,  and  painting-boxes,  the 
most  elaborate  and  beautiful  that  jMessrs.  Soap  and 
Isaac  could  supply.  It  made  J.  J.'s  eyes  glisten  to  see 
those  lovely  gimcracks  of  art;  those  smooth  mill-boards, 
those  slab-tinted  sketching-blocks,  and  glistening  rows 
of  colour-tubes  lying  in  their  boxes,  which  seemed  to  cry, 
"  Come,  squeeze  me."  If  painting-boxes  made  painters; 
if  sketching-stools  would  but  enable  one  to  sketch,  surely 
I  would  hasten  this  very  instant  to  ^Messrs.  Soap  and 
Isaac!  but,  alas!  these  pretty  toys  no  more  make  artists 
than  cowls  make  monks. 

As  a  proof  that  Clive  did  intend  to  practise  his  pro- 
fession, and  to  live  by  it  too,  at  this  time  he  took  four 
sporting  sketches  to  a  print-seller  in  the  Haymarket,  and 
disposed  of  them  at  the  rate  of  seven  shillings  and  six- 
pence per  sketch.  His  exultation  at  receiving  a  sover- 
eign and  half  a  sovereign  from  ]\Ir.  Jones  was  bound- 
less. "  I  can  do  half-a-dozen  of  these  things  easily  in  a 
morning,"   says  he.      "  Two   guineas   a   day   is   twelve 
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guineas — say  ten  guineas  a  week,  for  I  won't  work  on 
Sundays,  and  may  take  a  holiday  in  the  week  besides. 
Ten  guineas  a  week  is  five  hundred  a-year.  That  is 
pretty  nearly  as  much  mone}^  as  I  shall  want,  and  I  need 
not  draw  the  dear  old  governor's  allowance  at  all."  He 
wrote  an  ardent  letter,  full  of  happiness  and  affection, 
to  the  kind  father,  which  he  shall  find  a  month  after  he 
has  arrived  in  India,  and  read  to  his  friends  in  Calcutta 
and  Barrackpore.  Clive  invited  many  of  his  artist 
friends  to  a  grand  feast  in  honour  of  the  thirty  shillings. 
The  "  King's  Arms,"  Kensington,  was  the  hotel  selected 
(tavern  beloved  of  artists  for  many  score  years!) .  Gan- 
dish  was  there,  and  the  Gandishites  and  some  chosen  spir- 
its from  the  Life  Academy,  Clipstone  Street,  and  J.  J. 
was  vice-president,  with  Fred  Bayham  by  his  side,  to 
make  the  speeches  and  carve  the  mutton;  and  I  promise 
you  many  a  merry  song  was  sung,  and  many  a  health 
drunk  in  flowing  bumpers;  and  as  jolly  a  party  was  as- 
sembled as  any  London  contained  that  day.  The  beau 
monde  had  quitted  it ;  the  Park  was  empty  as  we  crossed 
it;  and  the  leaves  of  Kensington  Gardens  had  begun  to 
fall,  dying  after  the  fatigues  of  a  London  season.  We 
sang  all  the  way  home  through  Knightsbridge  and  by 
the  Park  railings,  and  the  Covent  Garden  carters  halt- 
ing at  the  "  Half-way  House  "  were  astonished  at  our 
choruses.  There  is  no  half-way  house  now;  no  merry 
chorus  at  midnight. 

Then  Clive  and  J.J.  took  the  steam-boat  to  Antwerp ; 
and  those  who  love  pictures  may  imagine  how  the  two 
young  men  rejoiced  in  one  of  the  most  picturesque  cities 
of  the  world ;  where  they  went  back  straightway  into  the 
sixteenth  century;  where  the  inn  at  which  they  stayed 
(delightful  old  "  Grand  Laboureur,"  thine  ancient  walls 
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are  levelled!  thy  comfortable  hospitalities  exist  no 
more!)  seemed  such  a  hostelry  as  that  where  Quentin 
Durward  first  saw  his  sweetheart ;  where  knights  of  ^"e- 
lasquez  or  burgomasters  of  Rubens  seemed  to  look  from 
the  windows  of  the  tall  gabled  houses  and  the  quaint 
porches ;  where  the  Bourse  still  stood,  the  Bourse  of  three 
hundred  years  ago,  and  you  had  but  to  supply  fig- 
ures with  beards  and  ruffs,  and  rapiers  and  trunk-hose, 
to  make  the  picture  complete;  where  to  be  awakened  by 
the  carillon  of  the  bells  was  to  waken  to  the  most  delight- 
ful sense  of  life  and  happiness ;  where  nuns,  actual  nuns, 
walked  the  streets,  and  every  figure  in  the  Place  de  jNIeir, 
and  every  devotee  at  church  kneeling  and  draped  in 
black,  or  entering  the  confessional  (actually  the  confes- 
sional!) was  a  delightful  subject  for  the  new  sketch- 
book. Had  Clive  drawn  as  much  everywhere  as  at  Ant- 
werp, Messrs.  Soap  and  Isaac  might  have  made  a  little 
income  by  supplying  him  ^vith  materials. 

After  Antwerp,  Clive's  correspondent  gets  a  letter 
dated  from  the  "  Hotel  de  Suede  "  at  Brussels,  which 
contains  an  elaborate  eulogy  of  the  cookery  and  comfort 
of  that  hotel,  where  the  wines,  according  to  the  writer's 
opinion,  are  unmatched  almost  in  Euroj)e.  And  this  is 
followed  by  a  description  of  Waterloo,  and  a  sketch  of 
Hougoumont,  in  which  J.  J.  is  represented  running 
away  in  the  character  of  a  French  Grenadier,  Chve  pur- 
suing him  in  the  Life  Guards'  habit,  and  mounted  on  a 
thundering  charger. 

Next  follows  a  letter  from  Bonn:  verses  about  Dra- 
chenfels  of  a  not  very  superior  style  of  versification; 
account  of  Crichton,  an  old  Grey  Friars  man,  who  has 
become  a  student  at  the  university;  of  a  commerz,  a 
drunken  bout ;  and  a  students'  duel  at  Bonn.     "  And 
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whom  should  I  find  here,"  saj^s  Mr.  Clive,  "  but  Aunt 
Ann,  Ethel,  ^liss  Quigley,  and  the  little  ones,  the  whole 
detachment  under  the  command  of  Kuhn  ?  Uncle  Brian 
is  staying  at  Aix.  He  is  recovered  from  his  attack. 
And,  upon  my  conscience,  I  think  my  pretty  cousin  looks 
prettier  every  day. 

"  When  they  are  not  in  London,"  Clive  goes  on  to 
write,  "  or  I  sometimes  think  when  Barnes  or  old  Lady 
Kew  are  not  looking  over  them,  they  are  quite  different. 
You  know  how  cold  they  have  latterly  seemed  to  us,  and 
how  their  conduct  annoyed  my  dear  old  father.  Nothing 
can  be  kinder  than  their  behaviour  since  we  have  met.  It 
was  on  the  little  hill  at  Godesberg,  J.  J.  and  I  were 
mounting  to  the  ruin,  followed  by  the  beggars  who  M^ay- 
lay  you,  and  have  taken  the  place  of  the  other  robbers 
who  used  to  live  there,  when  there  came  a  procession  of 
donkeys  down  the  steep,  and  I  heard  a  little  voice  cry. 
'  Hullo !  it's  Clive !  hooray,  Clive ! '  and  an  ass  came  pat- 
tering down  the  declivity,  with  a  little  pair  of  white 
trousers  at  an  immensely  wide  angle  over  the  donkey's 
back,  and  behold  there  was  little  Alfred  grinning  with 
all  his  might. 

"  He  turned  his  beast  and  was  for  galloping  up  the 
hill  again,  I  suppose  to  inform  his  relations;  but  the 
donkey  refused  with  many  kicks,  one  of  which  sent  Al- 
fred plunging  amongst  the  stones,  and  we  were  rubbing 
him  down  just  as  the  rest  of  the  party  came  upon  us. 
Miss  Quigley  looked  very  grim  on  an  old  white  pony; 
my  aunt  was  on  a  black  horse  that  might  have  turned 
grey,  he  is  so  old.  Then  came  two  donkeysful  of  chil- 
dren, with  Kuhn  as  supercargo;  then  Ethel  on  donkey 
back,  too,  with  a  bunch  of  wild  flowers  in  her  hand,  a 
great  straw  hat  with  a  crimson  ribbon,  a  white  muslin 
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jacket,  you  know,  bound  at  the  waist  with  a  ribbon  of 
the  first,  and  a  dark  skirt,  with  a  shawl  round  her  feet, 
which  Kuhn  had  arranged.  As  she  stopped,  the  donkey 
fell  to  cropping  greens  in  the  hedge ;  the  trees  there  che- 
quered her  white  dress  and  face  with  shadow.  Her 
eyes,  hair,  and  forehead  were  in  shadow  too — but  the 
light  was  all  upon  her  right  cheek:  upon  her  shoulder 
down  to  her  arm,  which  was  of  a  warmer  white,  and  on 
the  bunch  of  flowers  which  she  held,  blue,  yellow,  and  red 
poppies,  and  so  forth. 

"  J.  J.  says,  '  I  think  the  birds  began  to  sing  louder 
when  she  came.'  We  have  both  agreed  that  she  is  the 
handsomest  woman  in  England.  It's  not  her  form 
merely,  which  is  certainly  as  yet  too  thin  and  a  little 
angular — it  is  her  colour.  I  do  not  care  for  woman  or 
picture  without  colour.  O,  ye  carnations!  O,  ye  lilia 
mista  rosis!  Oh,  such  black  hair  and  solemn  eyebrows! 
It  seems  to  me  the  roses  and  carnations  have  bloomed 
again  since  we  saw  them  last  in  London,  when  they  were 
drooping  from  the  exposure  to  night  air,  candle  light, 
and  heated  ball  rooms. 

"  Here  I  was  in  the  midst  of  a  regiment  of  donkeys, 
bearing-  a  crowd  of  relations ;  J.  J.  standing  modestlv  in 
the  background— beggars  completing  the  group,  and 
Kuhn  ruling  over  them  with  voice  and  gesture,  oaths 
and  whip.  Throw  in  the  Rhine  in  the  distance  flashing 
by  the  Severn  ^Mountains— but  mind  and  make  Ethel 
the  principal  figure:  if  you  make  her  like,  she  certainly 
will  be— and  other  lights  will  be  only  minor  fires.  You 
may  paint  her  form,  but  you  can't  paint  her  colour;  that 
is  what  beats  us  in  nature.  A  line  must  come  right;  you 
can  force  that  into  its  place,  but  you  can't  com]>el  the 
circumambient  air.    There  is  no  yellow  I  know  of  will 
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make  sunshine,  and  no  blue  that  is  a  bit  like  sky.  And 
so  with  pictures:  I  think  you  only  get  signs  of  colour, 
and  formulas  to  stand  for  it.  That  brickdust  which  we 
agree  to  receive  as  representing  a  blush,  look  at  it — can 
you  say  it  is  in  the  least  like  the  blush  which  flickers  and 
varies  as  it  sweeps  over  the  down  of  the  cheek — as  you 
see  sunshine  playing  over  a  meadow?  Look  into  it  and 
see  what  a  variety  of  delicate  blooms  there  are !  a  multi- 
tude of  flowerets  twining  into  one  tint !  We  may  break 
our  colour-pots  and  strive  after  the  line  alone:  that  is 
palpable  and  we  can  grasp  it — the  other  is  impossible 
and  beyond  us."  Which  sentiment  I  here  set  down,  not 
on  account  of  its  worth,  (and  I  think  it  is  contradicted  — 
as  well  as  asserted — in  more  than  one  of  the  letters  I 
subsequently  had  from  Mr.  Clive,)  but  it  may  serve  to 
show  the  ardent  and  impulsive  disposition  of  this  youth, 
by  whom  all  beauties  of  art  and  nature,  animate  or  in- 
animate (the  former  especially),  were  welcomed  with 
a  gusto  and  delight  whereof  colder  temperaments  are 
incapable.  The  view  of  a  fine  landscape,  a  fine  picture, 
a  handsome  woman,  would  make  this  harmless  young 
sensualist  tipsy  with  pleasure.  He  seemed  to  derive  an 
actual  hilarity  and  intoxication  as  his  eye  drank  in  these 
sights;  and,  though  it  was  his  maxim  that  all  dinners 
were  good,  and  he  could  eat  bread  and  cheese  and  drink 
small  beer  with  perfect  good-humour,  I  believe  that  he 
found  a  certain  pleasure  in  a  bottle  of  claret,  which  most 
men's  systems  were  incapable  of  feeling. 

This  spring-time  of  youth  is  the  season  of  letter-writ- 
ing. A  lad  in  high  health  and  spirits,  the  blood  running 
briskly  in  his  young  veins,  and  the  world,  and  life,  and 
nature  bright  and  welcome  to  him,  looks  out,  perforce, 
for  some  companion  to  whom  he  may  impart  his  sense 
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of  the  pleasure  which  he  enjoys,  and  which  were  not 
complete  unless  a  friend  were  by  to  share  it.  I  was  the 
person  most  convenient  for  the  young  fellow's  pur- 
pose; he  was  pleased  to  confer  upon  me  the  title  of 
friend  en  litre,  and  confidant  in  particular;  to  endow  the 
confidant  in  question  with  a  number  of  virtues  and  ex- 
cellences which  existed  very  likely  only  in  the  lad's  im- 
agination; to  lament  that  the  confidant  had  no  sister 
whom  he,  Clive,  might  marry  out  of  hand ;  and  to  make 
me  a  thousand  simple  protests  of  affection  and  admira- 
tion, which  are  noted  here  as  signs  of  the  young  man's 
character,  by  no  means  as  proofs  of  the  goodness  of 
mine.  The  books  given  to  the  present  biographer  by 
"  his  affectionate  friend,  Clive  Xewcome,"  still  bear  on 
the  title-pages  the  marks  of  that  boyish  hand  and  youth- 
ful fervour.  He  had  a  copy  of  "  Walter  Lorraine  " 
bound  and  gilt  with  such  splendour  as  made  the  author 
blush  for  his  performance,  which  has  since  been  seen  at 
the  book-stalls  at  a  price  suited  to  the  very  humblest 
purses.  He  fired  up  and  fought  a  newspaper  critic 
(whom  Clive  met  at  the  "  Haunt  "  one  night)  who  had 
dared  to  write  an  article  in  which  that  work  was  slighted ; 
and  if,  in  the  course  of  nature,  his  friendship  has  out- 
lived that  rapturous  period,  the  kindness  of  the  two  old 
friends,  I  hope,  is  not  the  less  because  it  is  no  longer  ro- 
mantic, and  the  days  of  white  vellum  and  gilt  edges  have 
passed  away.  From  the  abundance  of  the  letters  which 
the  affectionate  young  fellow  now  wrote,  the  ensuing- 
portion  of  his  youthful  history  is  compiled.  It  may  serve 
to  recall  passages  of  their  early  days  to  such  of  his  seniors 
as  occasionally  turn  over  the  leaves  of  a  novel;  and  in 
the  story  of  his  faults,  indiscretions,  passions,  and  ac- 
tions, young  readers  may  be  reminded  of  their  own. 
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Now  that  the  old  Countess,  and,  perhaps,  Barnes,  were 
away,  the  barrier  between  Chve  and  this  family  seemed 
to  be  withdrawn.  The  young  folks  who  loved  him  were 
free  to  see  him  as  often  as  he  would  come.  They  were 
going  to  Baden:  would  he  come  too?  Baden  was  on 
the  road  to  Switzerland,  he  might  journey  to  Strasbourg, 
Basle,  and  so  on.  Clive  was  glad  enough  to  go  with  his 
cousins,  and  travel  in  the  orbit  of  such  a  lovely  girl  as 
Ethel  Newcome.  J.  J.  performed  the  second  part  al- 
ways when  Clive  was  present;  and  so  they  all  travelled 
to  Coblentz,  Mayence,  and  Frankfort  together,  making 
the  journey  which  everybody  knows,  and  sketching  the 
mountains  and  castles  we  all  of  us  have  sketched. 
Ethel's  beauty  made  all  the  passengers  on  all  the  steam- 
ers look  round  and  admire.  Clive  was  proud  of  being 
in  the  suite  of  such  a  lovely  person.  The  family  trav- 
elled with  a  pair  of  those  carriages  which  used  to  thunder 
along  the  Continental  roads  a  dozen  years  since,  and 
from  interior,  box,  and  rumble  discharge  a  dozen  Eng- 
lish people  at  hotel  gates. 

The  journey  is  all  sunshine  and  pleasure  and  novelty; 
the  circular  notes  with  which  Mr.  Baines  of  Fog  Court 
has  supplied  Clive  Newcome,  Esquire,  enabled  that 
young  gentleman  to  travel  with  great  ease  and  comfort. 
He  has  not  yet  ventured  upon  engaging  a  valet  de  cham- 
hre,  it  being  agreed  between  him  and  J.  J.  that  two  trav- 
elling artists  have  no  right  to  such  an  aristocratic  appen- 
dage; but  he  has  bought  a  snug  little  britzska  at 
Frankfort,  (the  youth  has  very  polite  tastes,  is  already  a 
connoisseur  in  wine,  and  has  no  scruple  in  ordering  the 
best  at  the  hotels,)  and  the  britzska  travels  in  company 
with  Lady  Ann's  caravan,  either  in  its  wake,  so  as  to  be 
out  of  reach  of  the  dust,  or  more  frequently  a-head  of 
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that  enormous  vehicle  and  its  tender,  in  which  come  the 
children  and  the  governess  of  Lady  Ann  Newcome, 
guarded  by  a  huge  and  melancholy  London  footman,  who 
beholds  Rhine  and  Neckar,  valley  and  mountain,  village 
and  ruin,  with  a  like  dismal  composure.  Little  Alfred 
and  little  Egbert  are  by  no  means  sorry  to  escape  from 
Miss  Quigley  and  the  tender,  and  ride  for  a  stage  or  two 
in  Clive's  britzska.  The  little  girls  cry  sometimes  to  be 
admitted  to  that  privilege.  I  dare  say  Ethel  would  like 
very  well  to  quit  her  place  in  the  caravan,  where  she  sits 
circumvented  by  mamma's  dogs,  and  books,  bags,  dress- 
ing boxes,  and  gimcrack  cases,  without  which  apparatus 
some  English  ladies  of  condition  cannot  travel ;  but  JNIiss 
Ethel  is  grown  up,  she  is  out,  and  has  been  presented  at 
Court,  and  is  a  person  of  too  great  dignity  now  to  sit 
anywhere  but  in  the  place  of  state  in  the  chariot  corner. 
I  like  to  think,  for  my  part,  of  the  gallant  young  fellow 
taking  his  pleasure  and  enjoying  his  holiday,  and  few 
sights  are  more  pleasant  than  to  watch  a  happy,  manly 
English  youth,  free-handed  and  generous-hearted,  con- 
tent and  good-humour  shining  in  his  honest  face,  pleased 
and  pleasing,  eager,  active,  and  thankful  for  services, 
and  exercising  bravely  his  noble  youthful  privilege  to 
be  happy  and  to  enjoy.  Sing,  cheery  spirit,  whilst  the 
spring  lasts;  bloom  whilst  the  sun  shines,  kindly  flowers 
of  youth!  You  shall  be  none  the  worse  to-morrow  for 
having  been  happy  to-day,  if  the  day  brings  no  action  to 
shame  it.  As  for  J.  J.,  he,  too,  had  his  share  of  enjoy- 
ment ;  the  charming  scenes  around  him  did  not  escape  his 
bright  eye;  he  absorbed  pleasure  in  his  silent  way;  lie 
was  up  with  the  sunrise  always,  and  at  work  with  his  eyes 
and  his  heart  if  not  with  his  hands.  A  beautiful  object, 
too,  is  such  a  one  to  contemplate,  a  pure  virgin  soul,  a 
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creature  gentle,  pious,  and  full  of  love,  endowed  with 
sweet  gifts,  humble  and  timid,  but  for  truth's  and  jus- 
tice's sake  inflexible,  thankful  to  God  and  man,  fond, 
patient,  and  faithful.  Clive  was  still  his  hero  as  ever, 
his  patron,  his  splendid  young  prince  and  chieftain. 
Who  was  so  brave,  who  was  so  handsome,  generous, 
witty  as  Clive?  To  hear  Clive  sing,  as  the  lad  would 
whilst  they  were  seated  at  their  work,  or  driving  along 
on  this  happy  journey,  through  fair  landscapes  in  the 
sunshine,  gave  J.  J.  the  keenest  pleasure;  his  wit  was  a 
little  slow,  but  he  would  laugh  with  his  ej^es  at  Clive's 
sallies,  or  ponder  over  them  and  explode  with  laughter 
presently,  giving  a  new  source  of  amusement  to  these 
merry  travellers,  and  little  Alfred  would  laugh  at  J.  J.'s 
laughing;  and  so,  with  a  hundred  harmless  jokes  to  en- 
liven, and  the  ever-changing  ever-charming  smiles  of 
Nature  to  cheer  and  accompany  it,  the  happy  day's  jour- 
ney would  come  to  an  end. 

So  they  travelled  b}^  the  accustomed  route  to  the  pret- 
tiest town  of  all  places  where  Pleasure  has  set  up  her 
tents ;  and  where  the  gay,  the  melancholy,  the  idle  or  oc- 
cupied, grave  or  naughty,  come  for  amusement,  or  busi- 
ness, or  relaxation;  where  London  beauties,  having 
danced  and  flirted  all  the  season,  may  dance  and  flirt  a 
little  more;  where  well-dressed  rogues  from  all  quarters 
of  the  world  assemble ;  where  I  have  seen  severe  London 
lawyers,  forgetting  their  wigs  and  the  Temple,  trying 
their  luck  against  fortune  and  M.  Benazet;  where  wist- 
ful schemers  conspire  and  prick  cards  down,  and  deeply 
meditate  the  infallible  coup;  and  try  it,  and  lose  it,  and 
borrow  a  hundred  francs  to  go  home;  where  even  vir- 
tuous British  ladies  venture  their  little  stakes,  and  draw 
up  their  winnings  with  trembling  rakes,  by  the  side  of 
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ladies  who  are  not  virtuous  at  all,  no,  not  even  by  name ; 
where  young  prodigals  break  the  bank  sometimes,  and 
carry  plunder  out  of  a  place  which  Hercules  himself 
could  scarcely  compel ;  where  you  meet  wonderful  coun- 
tesses and  ])rincesses,  whose  husbands  are  almost  always 
absent  on  their  vast  estates — in  Italy,  Spain,  Piedmont 
—  who  knows  where  their  lordships'  possessions  are? — 
while  trains  of  suitors  surround  those  wandering  Penel- 
opes  their  noble  wives;  Russian  Boyars,  Spanish  Gran- 
dees of  the  Order  of  the  Fleece,  Counts  of  France,  and 
Princes  Polish  and  Italian  innumerable,  who  perfume 
the  gilded  halls  with  their  tobacco-smoke,  and  swear  in 
all  languages  against  the  Black  and  the  Red.  The  fa- 
mous English  monosyllable  by  which  things,  persons, 
luck,  even  eyes,  are  devoted  to  the  infernal  gods,  we  may 
be  sure  is  not  wanting  in  that  Babel.  Where  does  one 
not  hear  it?  "D —  the  luck,"  says  Lord  Kew,  as  the 
croupier  sweeps  off  his  lordship's  rouleaux.  "  D —  the 
luck,"  says  Brown  the  bagman,  who  has  been  backing 
his  lordship  with  five-franc  pieces.  "  Ah,  body  of  Bac- 
chus!" says  Count  Felice,  whom  we  all  remember  a 
courier.  "  All,  sacre  coup,"  cries  M.  le  Vicomte  de 
Florae,  as  his  last  louis  parts  company  from  him— each 
cursing  in  his  native  tongue.    Oh,  sweet  chorus ! 

That  Lord  Kew  should  be  at  Baden  is  no  wonder.  If 
you  heard  of  him  at  the  "  Finish,"  or  at  Buckingham 
Palace  ball,  or  in  a  watch-house,  or  at  the  "  Third  Cata- 
ract," or  at  a  Newmarket  meeting,  you  would  not  be  sur- 
prised. He  goes  everywhere;  does  everything  with  all 
his  might;  knows  everybody.  Last  week  he  won  who 
knows  how  many  thousand  louis  from  the  bank  (it  ap- 
pears Brown  has  chosen  one  of  the  unlucky  days  to  back 
his  lordship).     He  will  eat  his  supper  as  gaily  after  a 
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great  victory  as  after  a  signal  defeat :  and  we  know  that 
to  win  with  magnanimity  requires  much  more  constancy 
than  to  lose.  His  sleep  will  not  be  disturbed  by  one  event 
or  the  other.  He  will  pla}^  skittles  all  the  morning  with 
perfect  contentment,  romp  with  children  in  the  fore- 
noon (he  is  the  friend  of  half  the  children  in  the  place) , 
or  he  will  cheerfully  leave  the  green-table  and  all  the 
risk  and  excitement  there,  to  take  a  hand  at  sixpenny 
whist  with  General  Fogey,  or  to  give  the  six  Miss 
Fogeys  a  turn  each  in  the  ball-room.     From  H.R.H. 

the  Prince  Royal  of ,  who  is  the  greatest  guest  at 

Baden,  down  to  Brown  the  bagman,  who  does  not  con- 
sider himself  the  smallest,  Lord  Kew  is  hail  fellow  with 
everybody,  and  has  a  kind  word  from  and  for  all. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

IX  WHICH  CLIVE  BEGINS  TO  SEE  THE  WORLD 

IX  the  company  assembled  at  Baden  Clive  found  one 
or  two  old  acquaintances ;  among  them  his  friend  of 
Paris,  M.  de  Florae,  not  in  quite  so  brilliant  a  condition 
as  when  Neweome  had  last  met  him  on  the  Boulevard. 
Florae  owned  that  Fortune  had  been  very  unkind  to  him 
at  Baden;  and,  indeed,  she  had  not  only  emptied  his 
purse,  but  his  portmanteaus,  jewel-box,  and  linen-closet 
— the  contents  of  all  of  which  had  ranged  themselves  on 
the  red  and  black  against  jNIonsieur  Benazet's  crown 
pieces:  whatever  side  they  took  was,  however,  the  un- 
lucky one.  "  This  campaign  has  been  my  Moscow,  moii 
clier,"  Florae  owned  to  Clive.  "  I  am  conquered  by 
Benazet;  I  have  lost  in  almost  every  combat.  I  have 
lost  my  treasure,  my  baggage,  my  ammunition  of  war, 
ever}i:hing  but  my  honour,  which,  cm  reste,  jNIons.  Bena- 
zet will  not  acce23t  as  a  stake;  if  he  would,  there  are 
plenty  here,  believe  me,  who  would  set  it  on  the  Trente 
at  Quarante.  Sometimes  I  have  had  a  mind  to  go  home ; 
my  mother,  who  is  an  angel  all  forgiveness,  would  re- 
ceive her  prodigal,  and  kill  the  fatted  veal  for  me.  But 
what  will  you?  He  annoys  me — the  domestic  veal.  Be- 
sides, my  brother,  the  Abbe,  though  the  best  of  Chris- 
tians, is  a  Jew  upon  certain  matters ;  a  Benazet  who  will 
not  troquer  absolution  except  against  repentance;  and 
I  have  not  a  sou  of  repentance  in  my  pocket!  I  have 
been  sorry,  yes — but  it  was  because  odd  came  up  in  place 
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of  even,  or  the  reverse.  The  accursed  apres  has  chased 
me  Hke  a  remorse,  and  when  black  has  come  up  I  have 
wished  myself  converted  to  red.  Otherwise  I  have  no 
repentance;  I  am  joueur — nature  has  made  me  so,  as  she 
made  my  brother  devot.  The  Archbishop  of  Stras- 
bourg is  of  our  parents;  I  saw  his  grandeur  when  I 
went  lately  to  Strasbourg,  on  my  last  pilgrimage  to 
the  Mont  de  Piete.  I  owned  to  him  that  I  would  pawn 
his  cross  and  ring  to  go  play :  the  good  prelate  laughed, 
and  said  his  chaplain  should  keep  an  eye  on  them.  Will 
you  dine  with  me?  The  landlord  of  my  hotel  was  the 
intendant  of  our  cousin,  the  Due  d'lvry,  and  will  give 
me  credit  to  the  day  of  judgment.  I  do  not  abuse  his 
noble  confidence.  My  dear!  there  are  covers  of  silver 
put  on  my  table  every  day  with  which  I  could  retrieve 
my  fortune,  did  I  listen  to  the  suggestions  of  Satanas; 
but  I  say  to  him,  Vade  retro.  Come  and  dine  with  me— 
Duluc's  kitchen  is  very  good." 

These  easy  confessions  were  uttered  by  a  gentleman 
who  was  nearly  forty  years  of  age,  and  who  had  indeed 
played  the  part  of  a  young  man  in  Paris  and  the  great 
European  world  so  long,  that  he  knew  or  chose  to  per- 
form no  other.  He  did  not  want  for  abilities;  had  the 
best  temper  in  the  world ;  was  well  bred  and  gentleman- 
like always;  and  was  gay  even  after  INIoscow.  His 
courage  was  known,  and  his  character  for  bravery,  and 
another  kind  of  gallantry  probably  exaggerated  by  his 
bad  reputation.  Had  his  mother  not  been  alive,  perhaps 
he  would  have  believed  in  the  virtue  of  no  woman.  But 
this  one  he  worshipped,  and  spoke  with  tenderness  and 
enthusiasm  of  her  constant  love,  and  patience,  and  good- 
ness. "  See  her  miniature!  "  he  said,  "  I  never  separate 
myself  from  it— Oh,  never!    It  saved  my  life  in  an  affair 
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about— about  a  woman  who  was  not  worth  the  powder 
which  poor  Jules  and  I  burned  for  her.  His  ball  struck 
me  here,  upon  the  waistcoat,  bruising  my  rib  and  send- 
ing me  to  my  bed,  which  I  never  should  liave  left  alive 
but  for  this  picture.  Oh,  she  is  an  angel,  my  mother!  I 
am  sure  that  Heaven  has  nothing  to  deny  that  saint,  and 
that  her  tears  wash  out  my  sins." 

Clive  smiled.  "  I  think  INIadame  de  Florae  must  weep 
a  good  deal,"  he  said. 

"  Enormement,  my  friend!  jNIy  faith!  I  do  not  deny 
it !  I  give  her  cause,  night  and  evening.  I  am  possessed 
by  demons !  This  little  AfFenthaler  wine  of  this  country 
has  a  little  smack  which  is  most  agreeable.  The  passions 
tear  me,  my  young  friend!  Play  is  fatal,  but  play  is 
not  so  fatal  as  woman.  Pass  me  the  ecrevisses,  they 
are  most  succulent.  Take  warning  by  me,  and  avoid 
both.  I  saw  you  roder  round  the  green-tables,  and 
marked  your  eyes  as  they  glistened  over  the  heaps  of 
gold,  and  looked  at  some  of  our  beauties  of  Baden.  Be- 
ware of  such  sjnrens,  young  man!  and  take  me  for  your 
]Mentor;  avoiding  what  I  have  done — that  understands 
itself.  You  have  not  played  as  yet?  Do  not  do  so; 
above  all  avoid  a  martingale,  if  you  do.  Play  ought  not 
to  be  an  affair  of  calculation,  but  of  inspiration.  I  have 
calculated  infallibly,  and  what  has  been  the  effect? 
Gousset  empty,  tiroirs  empty,  necessaire  parted  for 
Strasbourg!    Where  is  my  fur  pelisse,  Frederic?  " 

"  Parbleu!  vous  le  savez  bien,  ^Monsieur  le  Vicomte," 
says  Frederic,  the  domestic,  who  was  waiting  on  Clive 
and  his  friend. 

"  A  25elisse  lined  with  true  sable,  and  worth  three 
thousand  francs,  that  I  won  of  a  little  Russian  at  bil- 
liards.    That  pelisse  is  at  Strasbourg  (w^iere  the  infa- 
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mous  worms  of  the  Mount  of  Piety  are  actually  gnaw- 
ing her).  Two  hundred  francs  and  this  reconnaissance, 
which  Frederic  receive,  are  all  that  now  represents  the 
pelisse.     How  many  chemises  have  I,  Frederic?  " 

"  Eh,  parbleu,  JNIonsieur  le  Vicomte  sait  bien  que  nous 
avons  tou jours  vingt-quatre  chemises,"  says  Frederic, 
grumbling. 

Monsieur  le  Vicomte  springs  up  shrieking  from  the 
dinner-table.  "  Twenty-four  shirts,"  says  he,  "  and  I 
have  been  a  week  without  a  louis  in  my  pocket !  Belitre! 
Nigaud! "  He  flings  open  one  drawer  after  another, 
but  there  are  no  signs  of  that  superfluity  of  linen  of 
which  the  domestic  spoke,  whose  countenance  now 
changes  from  a  grim  frown  to  a  grim  smile. 

"Ah,  my  faithful  Frederic,  I  pardon  thee!  Mr. 
Newcome  will  understand  my  harmless  supercherie. 
Frederic  was  in  my  company  of  the  Guard,  and  remains 
with  me  since.  He  is  Caleb  Balderstone  and  I  am  Ra- 
venswood.  Yes,  I  am  Edgar.  Let  us  have  cofl'ee  and 
a  cigar,  Balderstone." 

"  Plait-il  Monsieur  le  Vicomte?  "  says  the  French 
Caleb. 

"  Thou  comprehendest  not  English.  Thou  readest 
not  Valtare  Scott,  thou! "  cries  the  master.  "  I  was  re- 
counting to  Monsieur  Newcome  thy  history  and  my  mis- 
fortunes. Go  seek  coffee  for  us,  Nigaud"  And  as  the 
two  gentlemen  partake  of  that  exhilarating  liquor,  the 
elder  confides  gaily  to  his  guest  the  reason  why  he  pre- 
fers taking  coffee  at  the  Hotel  to  the  coffee  at  the  great 
Cafe  of  the  "  Redoute,"  with  a  duris  urgens  in  rebus 
egestass!  x^ronounced  in  the  true  French  manner. 

Clive  was  greatly  amused  by  the  gaiety  of  the  Vis- 
count after  his  misfortunes  and  his  Moscow ;  and  thought 
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that  one  of  ]Mr.  Baines's  circular  notes  might  not  be  ill 
laid  out  in  succouring  this  hero.  It  may  have  been  to 
this  end  that  Florae's  confessions  tended ;  though,  to  do 
him  justice,  the  incorrigible  young  fellow  would  confide 
his  adventures  to  any  one  who  would  listen;  and  the 
exact  state  of  his  wardrobe,  and  the  story  of  his  pawned 
pelisse,  dressing-case,  rings  and  watches,  were  known 
to  all  Baden. 

"  You  tell  me  to  marry  and  range  myself,"  said  Clive, 
(to  w^hom  the  Viscount  was  expatiating  upon  the  charms 
of  the  siiperhe  young  Anglaise  with  whom  he  had  seen 
Clive  walking  on  the  promenade).  "Why  do  you  not 
marry  and  range  yourself  too?  " 

"Eh,  my  dear!  I  am  married  already.  You  do  not 
know  it?  I  am  married  since  the  Revolution  of  July. 
Yes.  We  were  poor  in  those  days,  as  poor  we  remain. 
JNIy  cousins  the  Due  d'lvry's  sons  and  his  grandson  were 
still  alive.  Seeing  no  other  resource  and  pursued  by  the 
Arabs,  I  espoused  the  Vicomtesse  de  Florae.  I  gave 
her  my  name,  you  comprehend,  in  exchange  for  her 
own  odious  one.  She  was  INIiss  Higg.  Do  you  know  the 
family  Higg  of  IManchesterre  in  the  comte  of  Lancas- 
tre?  She  was  then  a  person  of  a  ripe  age.  The  Vicom- 
tesse is  now — ah!  it  is  fifteen  j^ears  since,  and  she  dies 
not.  Our  union  was  not  happy,  my  friend — ]Madame 
Paul  de  Florae  is  of  the  reformed  religion — not  of  the 
Anglican  church,  you  understand — but  a  dissident,  I 
know  not  of  what  sort.  We  inhabited  the  Hotel  de 
Florae  for  a  w^iile  after  oiu'  union,  which  was  all  of 
convenience,  you  understand.  She  filled  her  salon  with 
ministers  to  make  you  die.  She  assaulted  my  poor 
father  in  his  garden-chair,  whence  he  could  not  escape 
her.    She  told  my  sainted  mother  that  she  was  an  idola- 
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tress — she  who  only  idolatrises  her  children!  She  called 
us  other  poor  Catholics  who  follow  the  rites  of  our  fa- 
thers, des  Romishes;  and  Rome,  Babylon;  and  the  Holy 
Father — a  scarlet — eh!  a  scarlet  abomination.  She  out- 
raged my  mother,  that  angel ;  essayed  to  convert  the  an- 
techamber and  the  office;  put  little  books  in  the  Abbe's 
bed-room.  Eh,  my  friend!  what  a  good  king  was 
Charles  IX.,  and  his  mother  what  a  wise  sovereign!  I 
lament  that  Madame  de  Florae  should  have  escaped  the 
St.  Barthelemi,  when  no  doubt  she  was  spared  on  account 
of  her  tender  age.  We  have  been  separated  for  many 
years;  her  income  was  greatly  exaggerated.  Beyond 
the  payment  of  my  debts  I  owe  her  nothing.  I  wish  I 
could  say  as  much  of  all  the  rest  of  the  world.  Shall  we 
take  a  turn  of  promenade?  Mauvais  sujet!  I  see  you 
are  longing  to  be  at  the  green-table." 

Clive  was  not  longing  to  be  at  the  green-table ;  but  his 
companion  was  never  easy  at  it  or  away  from  it.  Next 
to  winning,  losing,  ]M.  de  Florae  said,  was  the  best  sport 
— next  to  losing,  looking  on.  So  he  and  Clive  went  down 
to  the  "  Redoute,"  where  Lord  Kew  was  playing,  with 
a  crowd  of  awe-struck  amateurs  and  breathless  punters 
admiring  his  valour  and  fortune ;  and  Clive,  saying  that 
he  knew  nothing  about  the  game,  took  out  five  napoleons 
from  his  purse,  and  besought  Florae  to  invest  them 
in  the  most  profitable  manner  at  roulette.  The  other 
made  some  faint  attempts  at  a  scruple;  but  the  monej^ 
was  speedily  laid  on  the  table,  where  it  increased  and 
multiplied  amazingly  too;  so  that  in  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  Florae  brought  quite  a  handful  of  gold  pieces  to 
his  principal.  Then  Clive,  I  daresay  blushing  as  he 
made  the  proposal,  offered  half  the  handful  of  napo- 
leons to  M.  de  Florae,  to  be  repaid  when  he  thought  fit. 
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And  fortune  must  have  been  verj^  favourable  to  the 
husband  of  ^liss  Higg  that  night;  for  in  the  course 
of  an  hour  he  insisted  on  paying  back  Chve's  loan ;  and 
two  days  afterwards  appeared  with  his  shirt-studs  (of 
course  with  his  shirts  also),  released  from  captivity,  his 
watch,  rings,  and  chains,  on  the  parade ;  and  was  observed 
to  wear  his  celebrated  fur  pelisse  as  he  drove  back  in  a 
britzska  from  Strasbourg.  "  As  for  myself,"  wrote 
Clive,  "  I  put  back  into  my  purse  the  five  napoleons  w4th 
which  I  had  begun;  and  laid  down  the  whole  mass  of 
winnings  on  the  table,  where  it  was  doubled  and  then 
quadrupled,  and  then  swept  up  by  the  croupiers,  greatly 
to  my  ease  of  mind.  And  then  Lord  Kew  asked  me  to 
supper  and  we  had  a  merry  night." 

This  was  ]Mr.  Clive's  first  and  last  appearance  as  a 
gambler.  J.  J.  looked  very  grave  when  he  heard'of  these 
transactions.  Clive's  French  friend  did  not  please  his 
English  companion  at  all,  nor  the  friends  of  Clive's 
French  friend,  the  Russians,  the  Spaniards,  the  Italians, 
of  sounding  titles  and  glittering  decorations,  and  the 
ladies  who  belonged  to  their  society.  He  saw  by  chance 
Ethel,  escorted  by  her  cousin  Lord  Kew,  passing 
through  a  crowd  of  this  company  one  day.  There  was 
not  one  woman  there  who  was  not  the  heroine  of  some 
discreditable  story.  It  was  the  Comtesse  Calypso  who 
had  been  jilted  by  the  Due  Ulysse.  It  was  the  ^Marquise 
Ariane  to  whom  the  Prince  Thesee  had  behaved  so 
shamefully,  and  who  had  taken  to  Bacchus  as  a  conso- 
lation. It  was  INIadame  Medee,  who  had  absolutely 
killed  her  old  father  by  her  conduct  regarding  Jason; 
she  had  done  everything  for  Jason;  she  had  got  him  the 
toison  cVor  from  the  Queen  Mother,  and  now  had  to 
meet  him  every  day  witli  his  little  blonde  bride  on  his 
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arm!  J.  J.  compared  Ethel,  moving  in  the  midst  of 
these  folks,  to  the  Lady  amidst  the  rout  of  Comus. 
There  they  were,  the  Fauns  and  Satyrs:  there  they  were, 
the  merry  Pagans:  drinking  and  dancing,  dicing  and 
sporting;  laughing  out  jests  that  never  should  be  spoken; 
whispering  rendezvous  to  be  written  in  midnight 
calendars;  jeering  at  honest  people  who  passed  under 
their  palace  windows — jolly  rebels  and  repealers  of  the 
law.  Ah,  if  Mrs.  Brown,  whose  children  are  gone  to  bed 
at  the  Hotel,  knew  but  the  history  of  that  calm  digni- 
fied-looking gentleman  who  sits  under  her,  and  over 
whose  patient  back  she  frantically  advances  and  with- 
draws her  two-franc  piece,  whilst  his  own  columns  of 
louis  d'or  are  offering  battle  to  fortune — how  she 
would  shrink  away  from  the  shoulder  which  she  pushes! 
That  man  so  calm  and  well  bred,  with  a  string  of  orders 
on  his  breast,  so  well  dressed,  with  such  white  hands,  has 
stabbed  trusting  hearts;  severed  family  ties;  written  ly- 
ing vows;  signed  false  oaths;  torn  up  pitilessly  tender 
appeals  for  redress,  and  tossed  away  into  the  fire  sup- 
plications blistered  with  tears;  packed  cards  and  cogged 
dice;  or  used  pistol  or  sword  as  calmly  and  dexterously 
as  he  now  ranges  his  battalions  of  gold  pieces. 

Ridley  shrank  away  from  such  lawless  people  with 
the  delicacy  belonging  to  his  timid  and  retiring  nature, 
but  it  must  be  owned  that  Mr.  Clive  was  by  no  means 
so  squeamish.  He  did  not  know,  in  the  first  place,  the 
mystery  of  their  iniquities ;  and  his  sunny  kindly  spirit, 
undimmed  by  any  of  the  cares  which  clouded  it  subse- 
quently, was  disposed  to  shine  upon  all  people  alike.  The 
world  was  welcome  to  him;  the  day  a  pleasure;  all  na- 
ture a  gay  feast ;  scarce  any  dispositions  discordant  with 
his   own    (for  pretension   only   made   him  laugh,   and 
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hypocrisy  he  will  never  be  able  to  understand  if  he  lives 
to  be  a  hundred  years  old)  ;  the  night  brought  him  a  long 
sleep,  and  the  morning  a  glad  waking.  To  those  privi- 
leges of  youth  what  enjoyments  of  age  are  comparable? 
what  achievements  of  ambition  ?  what  rewards  of  money 
and  fame?  Clive's  happy  friendly  nature  shone  out  of 
his  face ;  and  almost  all  who  beheld  it  felt  kindly  towards 
him.  As  those  guileless  virgins  of  romance  and  ballad, 
who  walk  smiling  through  dark  forests  charming  off 
dragons  and  confronting  lions,  the  young  man  as  yet 
went  through  the  world  harmless ;  no  giant  waylaid  him 
as  yet;  no  robbing  ogre  fed  on  him ;  and  (greatest  dan- 
ger of  all  for  one  of  his  ardent  nature)  no  winning  en- 
chantress or  artful  syren  coaxed  him  to  her  cave,  or  lured 
him  into  her  waters — haunts  into  which  we  know  so 
many  young  simpletons  are  drawn,  where  their  silly 
bones  are  picked  and  their  tender  flesh  devoured. 

The  time  was  short  which  Clive  spent  at  Baden,  for  it 
has  been  said,  the  winter  was  approaching,  and  the  des- 
tination of  our  young  artists  was  Rome;  but  he  may 
have  passed  some  score  of  days  here,  to  which  he  and 
another  person  in  that  pretty  watering-place  possibly 
looked  back  afterwards,  as  not  the  unhappiest  periods 
of  their  lives.  Among  Colonel  Xewcome's  j)ai)ers  to 
which  the  family  biographer  has  had  subsequent  access, 
there  are  a  couple  of  letters  from  Clive,  dated  Baden, 
at  this  time,  and  full  of  happiness,  gaiety,  and  affection. 
Letter  No.  1  says,  "  Ethel  is  the  prettiest  girl  here.  At 
the  assemblies  all  the  Princes,  Coinits,  Dukes,  Parthians, 
Medes  and  Elamites,  are  dying  to  dance  with  her.  She 
sends  her  dearest  love  to  her  uncle."  By  the  side  of  the 
words  "  prettiest  girl,"  was  written  in  a  frank  female 
hand  the  monosyllable  *'  Stuff ;  "  and  as  a  note  to  the 
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expression  "  dearest  love,"  with  a  star  to  mark  the  text 
and  the  note,  are  squeezed,  in  the  same  feminine  char- 
acters at  the  bottom  of  CHve's  page,  the  words  "  That  I 
do.    E.  Nr 

In  letter  Xo.  2,  the  first  two  pages  are  closelj^  written 
in  Clive's  hand-writing,  describing  his  pursuits  and 
studies,  and  giving  amusing  details  of  the  life  at  Baden, 
and  the  company  whom  he  met  there — narrating  his 
rencontre  w^ith  their  Paris  friend,  jNI.  de  Florae,  and  the 
arrival  of  the  Duchesse  d'lvry,  Florae's  cousin,  whose 
titles  the  Vicomte  will  ^^robably  inherit.  Xot  a  word 
about  Florae's  gambling  propensities  are  mentioned  in 
the  letter;  but  Clive  honestly  confesses  that  he  has 
staked  five  napoleons,  doubled  them,  quadrupled  them, 
won  ever  so  much,  lost  all  again,  and  come  away 
from  the  table  with  his  original  five  pounds  in  his  pocket 
— proposing  never  to  pla}^  any  more.  "  Ethel,"  he  con- 
cludes, "  is  looking  over  my  shoulder.  She  thinks  me 
such  a  delightful  creature  that  she  is  never  easy  with- 
out me.  She  bids  me  to  say  that  I  am  the  best  of  sons 
and  cousins,  and  am,  in  a  word,  a  darling  du  .  .  ."  The 
rest  of  this  important  word  is  not  given,  but  goose  is 
added  in  the  female  hand.  In  the  faded  ink,  on  the 
yellow  paper  that  maj^  have  crossed  and  recrossed  oceans, 
that  has  lain  locked  in  chests  for  j'^ears,  and  buried  under 
piles  of  famih^  archives,  while  your  friends  have  been 
dying  and  your  head  has  grown  white — who  has  not 
disinterred  mementoes  like  these — from  which  the  past 
smiles  at  j^ou  so  sadly,  shimmering  out  of  Hades  an  in- 
stant but  to  sink  back  again  into  the  cold  shades,  per- 
haps with  a  faint,  faint  sound  as  of  a  remembered  tone 
—  a  s^hostly  echo  of  a  once  familiar  laughter?  I  was 
looking,   of  late,   at   a   wall   in   the   Xaples   ^luseum. 
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whereon  a  boy  of  Herculaneum  eighteen  hundred  years 
ago  had  scratched  with  a  nail  the  figure  of  a  soldier.  I 
could  fancy  the  child  turning  round  and  smiling  on  me 
after  having  done  his  etching.  Which  of  us  that  is  thirty 
years  old  has  not  had  his  Pompeii?  Deep  under  ashes 
lies  the  Life  of  Youth,— the  careless  Sport,  the  Pleasure 
and  Passion,  the  darling  Joy.  You  open  an  old  letter- 
box and  look  at  your  own  childish  scrawls,  or  your 
mother's  letters  to  you  when  you  were  at  school;  and 
excavate  your  heart.  Oh  me  for  the  day  when  the  whole 
city  shall  be  bare  and  the  chambers  unroofed— and  every 
cranny  visible  to  the  Light  above,  from  the  Forum  to 
the  Lupanar! 

Ethel  takes  up  the  pen.  "  INIy  dear  uncle,"  she  says, 
"  while  Clive  is  sketching  out  of  window,  let  me  write  to 
you  a  line  or  two  on  his  paper,  though  I  know  you  like  to 
hear  no  one  speak  but  him.  I  wish  I  could  draw  him 
for  you  as  he  stands  yonder,  looking  the  picture  of  good 
health,  good  spirits,  and  good-humour.  Everybody  likes 
him.  He  is  quite  unaffected;  always  gay;  always 
pleased.  He  draws  more  and  more  beautifully  every 
day;  and  his  affection  for  young  INIr.  Ridley,  who  is 
really  a  most  excellent  and  astonishing  young  man,  and 
actually  a  better  artist  than  Clive  himself,  is  most  roman- 
tic, and  does  your  son  the  greatest  credit.  You  will  order 
Clive  not  to  sell  his  pictures,  won't  j^ou?  I  know  it  is 
not  wrong,  but  your  son  might  look  higher  than  to  be 
an  artist.  It  is  a  rise  for  ^Ir.  Ridley,  but  a  fall  for 
him.  An  artist,  an  organist,  a  pianist,  all  these  are  very 
good  people,  but  you  know  not  de  noire  monde,  and 
Clive  ought  to  belong  to  it. 

"  We  met  him  at  Bonn  on  our  way  to  a  great  family 
gathering  liere;   where,  I  must  tell  you,  we  are  assem- 
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bled  for  what  I  call  the  Congress  of  Baden!  The  chief 
of  the  house  of  Kew  is  here,  and  what  time  he  does  not 
devote  to  skittles,  to  smoking  cigars,  to  the  jeu  in  the 
evenings,  to  Madame  d'lvry,  to  Madame  de  Criichecas- 
see,  and  the  foreign  people,  (of  whom  there  are  a  host 
here  of  the  worst  kind,  as  usual,)  he  graciously  bestows 
on  me.  Lord  and  Lady  Dorking  are  here,  with  their 
meek  little  daughter,  Clara  Pulleyn;  and  Barnes  is  com- 
ing. Uncle  Hobson  has  returned  to  Lombard  Street  to 
relieve  guard.  I  think  you  will  hear  before  very  long  of 
Lady  Clara  Newcome.  Grandmamma,  who  was  to  have 
presided  at  the  Congress  of  Baden,  and  still,  you  know, 
reigns  over  the  house  of  Kew,  has  been  stopped  at  Kis- 
singen  with  an  attack  of  rheumatism ;  I  pity  poor  aunt 
Julia,  who  can  never  leave  her.  Here  is  all  our  news. 
I  declare  I  have  filled  the  whole  page ;  men  write  closer 
than  we  do.  I  wear  the  dear  brooch  you  gave  me,  often 
and  often.  I  think  of  you  always,  dear,  kind  uncle,  as 
your  affectionate  Ethel." 

Besides  roulette  and  trente  et  quarante,  a  number  of 
amusing  games  are  played  at  Baden,  which  are  not  per- 
formed, so  to  speak,  sur  table.  These  little  diversions 
and  jeucc  de  societe  can  go  on  anywhere;  in  an  alley  in 
the  park;  in  a  picnic  to  this  old  schloss,  or  that  pretty 
hunting  lodge ;  at  a  tea-table  in  a  lodging  house  or  hotel ; 
in  a  ball  at  the  "  Redoute; "  in  the  play  rooms,  behind 
the  backs  of  the  gamblers,  whose  eyes  are  only  cast  upon 
rakes  and  rouleaux,  and  red  and  black ;  or  on  the  broad 
walk  in  front  of  the  Conversation  Rooms,  where  thou- 
sands of  people  are  drinking  and  chattering,  lounging 
and  smoking,  whilst  the  Austrian  brass  band,  in  the  little 
music  pavilion,  plays  the  most  delightful  mazurkas  and 
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waltzes.  Here  the  widow  plays  her  black  suit,  and  sets 
her  bright  eyes  against  the  rich  bachelor,  elderly  or 
young,  as  may  be.  Here  the  artful  practitioner,  who 
has  dealt  in  a  thousand  such  games,  engages  the  young 
simpleton  with  more  money  than  wit;  and  knowing  liis 
weakness  and  her  skill,  we  may  safely  take  the  odds,  and 
back  rouge  et  couleur  to  win.  Here  mamma,  not  having 
money  perhaps,  but  metal  more  attractive,  stakes  her 
virgin  daughter  against  Count  Fettacker's  forests  and 
meadows;  or  Lord  Lackland  plays  his  coronet,  of  which 
the  jewels  have  long  since  been  in  pawn,  against  ^liss 
Bags'  three  per  cents.  And  so  two  or  three  funny  little 
games  were  going  on  at  Baden  amongst  our  immediate 
acquaintance ;  besides  that  vulgar  sport  round  the  green- 
table,  at  which  the  mob,  with  whom  we  have  little  to  do, 
were  elbowing  each  other.  A  hint  of  these  domestic 
prolusions  has  been  given  to  the  reader  in  the  foregoing 
extract  from  jNIiss  Ethel  Xewcome's  letter:  likewise 
some  passions  have  been  in  play,  of  which  a  modest 
young  English  maiden  could  not  be  aware.  Do  not, 
however,  let  us  be  too  prematurely  proud  of  our  virtue. 
That  tariff  of  British  virtue  is  wonderfully  organised. 
Heaven  help  the  society  which  made  its  laws !  Gnats  are 
shut  out  of  its  ports,  or  not  admitted  without  scrutiny 
and  repugnance,  whilst  herds  of  camels  are  let  in.  The 
law  professes  to  exclude  some  goods,  (or  bads  shall  we 
call  tliem?) — well,  some  articles  of  baggage,  which  are 
yet  smuggled  openly  under  the  eyes  of  winking  officers, 
and  worn  every  day  without  shame.  Shame!  What  is 
shame?  Virtue  is  very  often  shameful  according  to  the 
Englisli  social  constitution,  and  sliame  honourable. 
Truth,  if  yours  ha])])ens  to  differ  from  your  neigh- 
bour's, provokes  your  friend's  coldness,  your  mother's 
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tears,  the  world's  persecution.  Love  is  not  to  be  dealt 
in,  save  under  restrictions  which  kill  its  sweet  healthy 
free  commerce.  Sin  in  man  is  so  light,  that  scarce  the 
fine  of  a  penny  is  imposed;  while  for  woman  it  is  so 
hea-vy,  that  no  repentance  can  wash  it  out.  All !  yes ;  all 
stories  are  old.  You  proud  matrons  in  your  May  Fair 
markets,  have  you  never  seen  a  virgin  sold,  or  sold  one? 
Have  you  never  heard  of  a  poor  wayfarer  fallen  among 
robbers,  and  not  a  Pharisee  to  help  him?  of  a  poor  woman 
fallen  more  sadly  yet,  abject  in  repentance  and  tears,  and 
a  crowd  to  stone  her?  I  pace  this  broad  Baden  walk  as 
the  sunset  is  gilding  the  hills  round  about,  as  the  orches- 
tra blows  its  merry  tunes,  as  the  happy  children  laugh 
and  sport  in  the  alleys,  as  the  lamps  of  the  gambling 
palace  are  lighted  up,  as  the  throngs  of  pleasure-hunters 
stroll,  and  smoke,  and  flirt,  and  hum :  and  wonder  some- 
times, is  it  the  sinners  who  are  the  most  sinful?  Is  it 
poor  Prodigal  yonder  amongst  the  bad  company,  calling 
black  and  red  and  tossing  the  champagne;  or  brother 
Straitlace,  that  grudges  his  repentance?  Is  it  down- 
cast Hagar,  that  slinks  away  with  poor  little  Ishmael  in 
her  hand;  or  bitter  old  virtuous  Sarah,  who  scowls  at 
her  from  mj^  demure  Lord  Abraham's  arm? 

One  day  of  the  previous  JNIay,  when  of  course  every- 
body went  to  visit  the  Water-colour  Exhibitions,  Ethel 
Xewcome  was  taken  to  see  the  pictures  by  her  grand- 
mother, that  rigorous  old  Lady  Kew,  who  still  proposed 
to  reign  over  all  her  family.  The  girl  had  high  spirit, 
and  very  Hkely  hot  words  had  passed  between  the  elder 
and  the  younger  lady;  such  as,  I  am  given  to  under- 
stand, will  be  uttered  in  the  most  polite  families.  They 
came  to  a  piece  by  Mr.  Hunt,  representing  one  of  those 
figures  which  he  knows  how  to  paint  with  such  con- 
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summate  truth  and  pathos— a  friendless  j'oung  girl  cow- 
ering in  a  doorway,  evidently  without  home  or  shelter. 
The  exquisite  fidelity  of  the  details,  and  the  plaintive 
beauty  of  the  expression  of  the  child,  attracted  old  Lady 
Kew's  admiration,  who  was  an  excellent  judge  of  works 
of  art ;  and  she  stood  for  some  time  looking  at  the  draw- 
ing, with  Ethel  by  her  side.  Nothing,  in  truth,  could 
be  more  simple  or  pathetic;  Ethel  laughed;  and  her 
grandmother,  looking  up  from  her  stick  on  which  she 
hobbled  about,  saw  a  very  sarcastic  expression  in  the 
girl's  eyes. 

"  You  have  no  taste  for  pictures,  only  for  painters, 
I  suppose,"  said  Lady  Kew. 

"  I  was  not  looking  at  the  picture,"  said  Ethel,  still 
with  a  smile,  "  but  at  the  little  green  ticket  in  the  corner." 

"  Sold,"  said  Lady  Kew.  "  Of  course  it  is  sold;  all 
Mr.  Hunt's  pictures  are  sold.  There  is  not  one  of  them 
here  on  which  you  won't  see  the  green  ticket.  He  is  a 
most  admirable  artist.  I  don't  know  whether  his  comedy 
or  tragedy  are  the  most  excellent." 

*'  I  think,  grandmamma,"  Ethel  said,  "  we  young  la- 
dies in  the  world,  when  we  are  exhibiting,  ought  to  have 
little  green  tickets  pinned  on  our  backs,  with  '  Sold  ' 
written  on  them;  it  would  prevent  trouble  and  any 
future  haggling,  you  know.  Then  at  the  end  of  the 
season  the  owner  would  come  to  carry  us  home." 

Grandmamma  only  said,  "  Ethel,  you  are  a  fool,"  and 
hobbled  on  to  Mt.  Cattermole's  picture  hard  by.  "  What 
splendid  colour ;  what  a  romantic  gloom ;  what  a  flowing 
pencil  and  dextrous  hand!"  Lady  Kew  could  dehght 
in  pictures,  applaud  good  poetry,  and  squeeze  out  a  tear 
over  a  good  novel  too.  That  afternoon,  young  Dawkins, 
the  rising  water-colour  artist,  who  used  to  come  daily  to 
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the  gallery  and  stand  delighted  before  his  own  piece, 
was  aghast  to  perceive  that  there  was  no  green  ticket  in 
the  corner  of  the  frame,  and  he  pointed  out  the  deficiency 
to  the  keeper  of  the  pictures.  His  landscape,  however, 
was  sold  and  paid  for,  so  no  great  mischief  occurred. 
On  that  same  evening,  when  the  Newcome  family  as- 
sembled at  dinner  in  Park  Lane,  Ethel  appeared  with 
a  bright  green  ticket  pinned  in  the  front  of  her  white 
muslin  frock,  and  when  asked  what  this  queer  fancj^ 
meant,  she  made  Lady  Kew  a  curtsey,  looking  her  full 
in  the  face,  and  turning  round  to  her  father,  said,  "  I 
am  a  tableau-vivant,  papa.  I  am  Number  46  in  the 
Exhibition  of  the  Gallery  of  Painters  in  Water-colours." 

"  JNIy  love,  what  do  j^ou  mean?"  saj^s  mamma;  and 
Lady  Kew,  jumping  up  on  her  crooked  stick  with  im- 
mense agility,  tore  the  card  out  of  Ethel's  bosom,  and 
very  likely  would  have  boxed  her  ears,  but  that  her 
parents  were  present,  and  Lord  Kew  was  announced. 

Ethel  talked  about  pictures  the  whole  evening,  and 
would  talk  of  nothing  else.  Grandmamma  went  away 
furious.  "  She  told  Barnes,  and  when  everj^body  was 
gone  there  was  a  pretty  row  in  the  building,"  said  Ma- 
dam Ethel,  with  an  arch  look,  when  she  narrated  the 
story.  "  Barnes  was  ready  to  kill  me  and  eat  me;  but 
I  never  was  afraid  of  Barnes."  And  the  biographer 
gathers  from  this  little  anecdote  narrated  to  him,  never 
mind  by  whom,  at  a  long  subsequent  period,  that  there 
had  been  great  disputes  in  Sir  Brian  Newcome's  estab- 
lishment, fierce  drawing-room  battles,  whereof  certain 
pictures  of  a  certain  painter  might  have  furnished  the 
cause,  and  in  which  Miss  Newcome  had  the  whole  of  the 
family  forces  against  her.  That  such  battles  take  place 
in  other  domestic  establishments,  who  shall  say  or  shall 
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not  say?  Who,  when  he  goes  out  to  dinner,  and  is  re- 
ceived by  a  bland  host  with  a  gay  shake  of  the  hand,  and 
a  pretty  hostess  with  a  gracious  smile  of  welcome,  dares 
to  think  that  Mr.  Johnson  up  stairs,  half-an-hour  before, 
was  swearing  out  of  his  dressing-room  at  ]Mrs.  Johnson, 
for  having  ordered  a  turbot  instead  of  a  salmon,  or  that 
ISIrs.  Johnson,  now  talking  to  Lady  Jones  so  nicely 
about  their  mutual  darling  children,  was  crying  her  eyes 
out  as  her  maid  was  fastening  her  gown,  as  the  carriages 
were  actually  driving  up?  The  servants  know  these 
things,  but  not  we  in  the  dining-room.  Hark,  with  what 
a  respectful  tone  Johnson  begs  the  clergyman  present 
to  say  grace ! 

Whatever  these  family  quarrels  may  have  been,  let 
bygones  be  bygones,  and  let  us  be  perfectly  sure,  that  to 
whatever  purpose  JNIiss  Ethel  Xewcome,  for  good  or  evil, 
might  make  up  her  mind,  she  had  quite  spirit  enough 
to  hold  her  own.  She  chose  to  be  Countess  of  Kew  be- 
cause she  chose  to  be  Countess  of  Kew;  had  she  set  her 
heart  on  marrying  ]Mr.  Kuhn,  she  would  have  had  her 
way,  and  made  the  family  adopt  it,  and  called  him  dear 
Fritz,  as  by  his  godfathers  and  godmothers,  in  his  bap- 
tism, ]Mr.  Kuhn  was  called.  CHve  was  but  a  fancy,  if 
he  had  even  been  so  much  as  that,  not  a  passion,  and 
she  fancied  a  pretty  four-pronged  coronet  still  more. 

So  that  the  diatribe  w^herein  we  lately  indulged,  about 
the  selling  of  virgins,  by  no  means  applies  to  Lady  Ann 
Newcome,  who  signed  the  address  to  ^Irs.  Stowe,  tlie 
other  day,  along  with  thousands  more  virtuous  Eritisli 
matrons ;  but  should  the  reader  haply  say,  "  Is  thy  fable, 
O  Poet,  narrated  concerning  Tancred  Pulleyn,  Earl  of 
Dorking  and  Sigismunda,  his  wife?  "  the  reluctant  mor- 
alist is  obliged  to  own  that  the  cap  does  fit  those  noble 
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personages,  of  whose  lofty  society  you  will  however  see 
but  little. 

For  though  I  would  like  to  go  into  an  Indian  Brah- 
min's house  and  see  the  punkahs  and  the  purdahs  and 
tattys,  and  the  pretty  brown  maidens  with  great  eyes, 
and  great  nose-rings,  and  painted  foreheads,  and  slim 
waists  cased  in  Cashmere  shawls,  Kincob  scarfs,  curly 
slippers,  gilt  trousers,  precious  anklets  and  bangles ;  and 
have  the  mystery  of  Eastern  existence  revealed  to  me, 
(as  who  would  not  who  has  read  the  "  Arabian  Nights  " 
in  his  youth?)  yet  I  would  not  choose  the  moment  when 
the  Brahmin  of  the  house  was  dead,  his  women  howling, 
his  priests  doctoring  the  child  of  a  widow,  now  frighten- 
ing her  with  sermons,  now  drugging  her  with  bhang,  so 
as  to  push  her  on  his  funeral  pile  at  last,  and  into  the 
arms  of  that  carcase  stupefied,  but  obedient  and  decorous. 
And  though  I  like  to  walk,  even  in  fancy,  in  an  earl's 
house,  splendid,  well  ordered,  where  there  are  feasts  and 
fine  pictures,  and  fair  ladies,  and  endless  books,  and 
good  company ;  yet  there  are  times  when  the  visit  is  not 
pleasant;  and  when  the  parents  in  that  fine  house  are 
getting  ready  their  daughter  for  sale,  and  frightening 
awa}^  her  tears  with  threats,  and  stupefying  her  grief 
with  narcotics,  praying  her  and  imploring  her  and 
dramming  her  and  coaxing  her,  and  blessing  her,  and 
cursing  her  perhaps,  till  they  have  brought  her  into  such 
a  state  as  shall  fit  the  poor  young  thing  for  that  deadly 
couch  upon  which  they  are  about  to  thrust  her,— when 
my  lord  and  lady  are  so  engaged  I  prefer  not  to  call  at 
their  mansion,  Number  1,000  in  Grosvenor  Square,  but 
to  partake  of  a  dinner  of  herbs  rather  than  of  that  stalled 
ox  which  their  cook  is  roasting  whole.  There  are  some 
people  who  are  not  so  squeamish.    The  family  comes  of 


THE  NEWCOMES  49 

course;  the  most  reverend  the  Lord  Arch-Brahmin  of 
Benares  will  attend  the  ceremony ;  there  will  be  flowers, 
and  lights,  and  white  favours ;  and  quite  a  string  of  car- 
riages up  to  the  pagoda;  and  such  a  breakfast  after- 
wards; and  music  in  the  street  and  little  parish  boys 
hurrahing;  and  no  end  of  speeches  within  and  tears 
shed  (no  doubt),  and  his  grace  the  Arch-Brahmin  will 
make  a  highly  appropriate  speech  (just  with  a  faint 
scent  of  incense  about  it,  as  such  a  speech  ought  to  have) , 
and  the  young  person  will  slip  away  unperceived,  and 
take  off  her  veils,  wreaths,  orange  flowers,  bangles  and 
finery,  and  will  put  on  a  plain  dress  more  suited  for  the 
occasion,  and  the  house-door  will  open — and  there  comes 
the  SUTTEE  in  company  of  the  body:  yonder  the  pile  is 
waiting  on  four  wheels  with  four  horses,  the  crowd  hur- 
rahs and  the  deed  is  done. 

This  ceremony  amongst  us  is  so  stale  and  common 
that,  to  be  sure,  there  is  no  need  to  describe  its  rites,  and 
as  women  sell  themselves  for  what  you  call  an  establish- 
ment every  day,  to  the  applause  of  themselves,  their 
parents,  and  the  world,  why  on  earth  should  a  man  ape 
at  originality,  and  pretend  to  pity  them?  Never  mind 
about  the  lies  at  the  altar,  the  blasphemy  against  the 
godlike  name  of  love,  the  sordid  surrender,  the  smiling 
dishonour.  What  the  deuce  does  a  manage  de  conve- 
nance  mean  but  all  this,  and  are  not  such  sober  Hyme- 
neal torches  more  satisfactory  often  than  the  most  bril- 
liant love  matches  that  ever  flamed  and  burnt  out?  Of 
course.  Let  us  not  weep  when  everybody  else  is 
laughing:  let  us  pity  the  agonised  duchess  when  her 
daughter.  Lady  Atalanta,  runs  away  with  the  doctor— 
of  course,  that's  respectable;  let  us  pity  Lady  Iphi- 
genia's  father  when  that  venerable  chief  is  obliged  to 
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oif  er  up  his  darling  child ;  but  it  is  over  her  part  of  the 
business  that  a  decorous  painter  would  throw  the  veil 
now.  Her  ladyship's  sacrifice  is  performed,  and  the  less 
said  about  it  the  better. 

Such  was  the  case  regarding  an  affair  which  appeared 
in  due  subsequence  in  the  newspapers  not  long  after- 
wards under  the  fascinating  title  of  "  Marriage  in 
High  Life,"  and  which  was  in  truth  the  occasion  of  the 
little  family  Congress  of  Baden  which  we  are  now 
chronicling.  We  all  know, — everybody,  at  least,  who 
has  the  slightest  acquaintance  with  the  army  list, — that, 
at  the  commencement  of  their  life,  my  Lord  Kew,  my 
Lord  Viscount  Rooster  (the  Earl  of  Dorking's  eldest 
son),  and  the  Honourable  Charles  Belsize,  familiarly 
called  Jack  Belsize,  were  subaltern  officers  in  one  of  his 
]Majesty's  regiments  of  cuirassier  guards.  They  heard 
the  chimes  at  midnight  like  other  young  men,  they  en- 
joyed their  fun  and  frolics  as  gentlemen  of  spirit  will 
do;  sowing  their  wild  oats  plentifully,  and  scattering 
them  with  boyish  profusion.  Lord  Kew's  luck  had 
blessed  him  with  more  sacks  of  oats  than  .fell  to  the  lot 
of  his  noble  young  companions.  Lord  Dorking's  house 
is  known  to  have  been  long  impoverished;  an  excellent 
informant.  Major  Pendennis,  has  entertained  me  with 
many  edifying  accounts  of  the  exploits  of  Lord  Roost- 
er's grandfather  "  with  the  wild  Prince  and  Poins,"  of 
his  feats  in  the  hunting-field,  over  the  bottle,  over  the 
dice-box.  He  played  two  nights  and  two  days  at  a  sit- 
ting with  Charles  Fox,  when  they  both  lost  sums  awful 
to  reckon.  He  played  often  with  Lord  Steyne,  and 
came  away,  as  all  men  did,  dreadful  sufferers  from 
those  midnight  encounters.  His  descendants  incurred 
the    penalties    of    the    progenitor's    imprudence,    and 
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Chanticlere,  though  one  of  the  finest  castles  in  Eng- 
land, is  splendid  but  for  a  month  in  the  year.  The 
estate  is  mortgaged  up  to  the  very  castle  windows. 
"  Dorking  cannot  cut  a  stick  or  kill  a  buck  in  his  own 
park,"  the  good  old  JNlajor  used  to  tell  with  tragic 
accents;  "he  lives  by  his  cabbages,  grapes,  and  pine- 
apples, and  the  fees  which  people  give  for  seeing  the 
place  and  gardens,  ^vhich  are  still  the  show  of  the 
county,  and  among  the  most  splendid  in  the  island. 
When  Dorking  is  at  Chanticlere,  Ballard,  who  married 
his  sister,  lends  him  the  plate  and  sends  three  men 
with  it.  Four  cooks  inside,  and  four  maids  and  six 
footmen  on  the  roof,  with  a  butler  driving,  come  down 
from  London  in  a  trap,  and  wait  the  month.  And  as  the 
last  carriage  of  the  company  drives  away,  the  servants' 
coach  is  packed,  and  they  all  bowl  back  to  town  again. 
It's  pitiable,  sir,  pitiable." 

In  Lord  Kew's  youth,  the  names  of  himself  and  his 
two  noble  friends  appeared  on  innumerable  slips  of 
stamped  paper,  conveying  pecuniary  assurances  of  a 
promissory  nature ;  all  of  which  promises,  my  Lord  Kew 
singly  and  most  honourably  discharged.  Xeither  of  his 
two  companions  in  arms  had  the  means  of  meeting  these 
engagements.  Ballard,  Rooster's  uncle,  was  said  to 
make  his  lordship  some  allowance.  As  for  Jack  Belsize; 
how  he  lived;  how  he  laughed;  how  he  dressed  himself 
so  well,  and  looked  so  fat  and  handsome;  how  he  got  a 
shilling  to  pay  for  a  cab  or  a  cigar;  what  ravens  fed 
him ;  was  a  wonder  to  all.  The  young  men  claimed  kins- 
manship  with  one  another,  which  those  who  are  learned 
in  the  jDcerage  may  unravel. 

When  Lord  Dorking's  eldest  daughter  married  the 
Honourable  and  Venerable  Dennis  Gallowglass,  Arch- 


52  THE  NEWCOMES 

deacon  of  Ballintubber,  (and  at  present  Viscount  Gal- 
lowglass  and  Killbrogue,  and  Lord  Bishop  of  Bally- 
shannon,)  great  festivities  took  place  at  Chanticlere, 
whither  the  relatives  of  the  high  contracting  parties  were 
invited.  Among  them  came  poor  Jack  Belsize,  and 
hence  the  tears  which  are  dropping  at  Baden  at  this 
present  period  of  our  history.  Clara  PuUeyn  was  then 
a  pretty  little  maiden  of  sixteen,  and  Jack  a  handsome 
guardsman  of  six  or  seven  and  twenty.  As  she  had 
been  especially  warned  against  Jack  as  a  wicked  young 
rogue,  whose  antecedents  were  wofuUy  against  him;  as 
she  was  never  allowed  to  sit  near  him  at  dinner,  or  to 
walk  with  him,  or  to  play  at  billiards  with  him,  or  to 
waltz  with  him;  as  she  was  scolded  if  he  spoke  a  word 
to  her,  or  if  he  picked  up  her  glove,  or  touched  her  hand 
in  a  round  game,  or  caught  him  when  they  were  play- 
ing at  blindman's  buff;  as  they  neither  of  them  had  a 
penny  in  the  world,  and  were  both  very  good-looking, 
of  course  Clara  was  always  catching  Jack  at  bhndman's 
buff;  constantly  lighting  upon  him  in  the  shrubberies 
or  corridors,  &c.  &c.  &c.  She  fell  in  love  (she  was  not 
the  first)  with  Jack's  broad  chest  and  thin  waist;  she 
thought  his  whiskers,  as  indeed  they  were,  the  hand- 
somest pair  in  all  his  Majesty's  Brigade  of  Cuirassiers. 
We  know  not  what  tears  were  shed  in  the  vast  and 
silent  halls  of  Chanticlere,  when  the  company  were  gone, 
and  the  four  cooks,  and  four  maids,  six  footmen,  and 
temporary  butler  had  driven  back  in  their  private  trap 
to  the  metropohs,  which  is  not  forty  miles  distant  from 
that  splendid  castle.  How  can  we  tell?  The  guests 
departed,  the  lodge  gates  shut;  all  is  mystery:— dark- 
ness with  one  pair  of  wax  candles  blinking  dismally  in 
a  solitary  chamber;   all  the  rest  dreary  vistas  of  brown 
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hoUands,  rolled  Turkey  carpets,  gaunt  ancestors  on  the 
walls  scowling  out  of  the  twilight  blank.  The  imagina- 
tion is  at  liberty  to  depict  his  lordship,  with  one  candle, 
over  his  dreadful  endless  tapes  and  j^apers;  her  lady- 
ship with  the  other,  and  an  old,  old  novel,  wherein,  per- 
haps, Mrs.  RadclifFe  describes  a  castle  as  dreary  as  her 
own;  and  poor  little  Clara  sighing  and  crying  in  the 
midst  of  these  funereal  splendours,  as  lonely  and 
heartsick  as  Oriana  in  her  moated  grange: — poor  little 
Clara! 

Lord  Kew's  drag  took  the  young  men  to  London ;  his 
lordship  driving,  and  the  servants  sitting  inside.  Jack 
sat  behind  with  the  two  grooms,  and  tooted  on  a  cornet -a- 
piston  in  the  most  melancholy  manner.  He  partook  of 
no  refreshment  on  the  road.  His  silence  at  his  clubs 
was  remarked;  smoking,  billiards,  military  duties,  and 
this  and  that,  roused  him  a  little,  and  presently  Jack 
was  alive  again.  But  then  came  the  season,  Lady  Clara 
Pullej-n's  first  season  in  London,  and  Jack  was  more 
alive  than  ever.  There  was  no  ball  he  did  not  go  to; 
no  opera  (that  is  to  say,  no  opera  of  certain  operas) 
which  he  did  not  frequent.  It  was  easy  to  see  by  his 
face,  two  minutes  after  entering  a  room,  whether  the 
person  he  sought  was  there  or  absent:  not  difficult  for 
those  who  were  in  the  secret  to  watch  in  another  pair  of 
eyes  the  bright  kindling  signals  which  answered  Jack's 
fiery  glances.  Ah!  how  beautiful  he  looked  on  his 
charger  on  the  birthday,  all  in  a  blaze  of  scarlet,  and 
bullion  and  steel.  Oh  Jack!  tear  her  out  of  yon  car- 
riage, from  the  side  of  j^onder  livid,  feathered,  painted, 
bony  dowager!  place  her  behind  you  on  the  black 
charger;  cut  down  the  policeman,  and  away  with  you! 
The  carriage  rolls  in  through  St.  James's  Park;   Jack 
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sits  alone  with  his  sword  dropped  to  the  ground,  or  only 
atra  cura  on  the  crupper  behind  him;  and  Snip,  the 
tailor,  in  the  crowd  thinks  it  is  for  fear  of  him  Jack's 
head  droojDs.  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn  is  presented  hy  her 
mother,  the  Countess  of  Dorking;  and  Jack  is  arrested 
that  night  as  he  is  going  out  of  White's  to  meet  her  at  the 
Opera. 

Jack's  little  exploits  are  known  in  the  Insolvent  Court, 
where  he  made  his  appearances  as  Charles  Belsize,  com- 
monly called  the  Honourable  Charles  Belsize,  whose 
dealings  were  smartly  chronicled  by  the  indignant  mor- 
alists of  the  press  of  those  days.  The  Scourge  flogged 
him  heartily.  The  Whip  (of  which  the  accomplished 
editor  was  himself  in  Whitecross  Street  Prison,)  was 
especially  virtuous  regarding  him ;  and  the  Penny  Voice 
of  Freedom  gave  him  an  awful  dressing.  I  am  not 
here  to  scourge  sinners;  I  am  true  to  my  party;  it  is 
the  other  side  this  humble  pen  attacks;  let  us  keep  to 
the  virtuous  and  respectable,  for  as  for  poor  sinners 
they  get  the  whipping-post  every  day.  One  person  was 
faithful  to  poor  Jack  through  all  his  blunders  and  follies, 
and  extravagance  and  misfortunes,  and  that  was  the 
pretty  young  girl  of  Chanticlere,  round  whose  young 
affections  his  luxuriant  whiskers  had  curled.  And  the 
world  may  cry  out  at  Lord  Kew  for  sending  his 
brougham  to  the  Queen's  Bench  prison,  and  giving  a 
great  feast  at  Grignon's  to  Jack  on  the  day  of  his 
liberation,  but  I  for  one  will  not  quarrel  with  his  lord- 
ship. He  and  many  other  sinners  had  a  jolly  night. 
They  said  Kew  made  a  fine  speech,  in  hearing  and 
acknowledging  which  Jack  Belsize  wept  copiously. 
Barnes  Newcome  was  in  a  rage  at  Jack's  manumission, 
and  sincerely  hoped  INIr.  Commissioner  would  give  him 
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a  couple  of  years  longer;    and  cursed  and  swore  with 
a  great  liberality  on  hearing  of  his  liberty. 

That  this  poor  prodigal  should  marry  Clara  Pulleyn, 
and,  by  way  of  a  dowry,  lay  his  schedule  at  her  feet,  was 
out  of  the  question.  His  noble  father  Lord  Highgate 
was  furious  against  him;  his  eldest  brother  would  not 
see  him ;  he  had  given  up  all  hopes  of  winning  his  darling 
prize  long  ago;  and  one  day  there  came  to  him  a  great 
packet  bearing  the  seal  of  Chanticlere,  containing  a 
wretched  little  letter  signed  C.  P.,  and  a  dozen  sheets  of 
Jack's  own  clumsy  writing,  deHvered  who  knows  how, 
in  what  crush  rooms,  quadrilles,  bouquets,  balls,  and  in 
which  were  scrawled  Jack's  love,  and  passion,  and 
ardour.  How  man}'  a  time  had  he  looked  into  the  dic- 
tionary at  White's  to  see  whether  eternal  was  spelt  with 
an  e,  and  adore  with  one  a  or  two!  There  they  were, 
the  incoherent  utterances  of  his  brave  longing  heart; 
and  those  two  wretched,  wretched  lines  signed  C,  beg- 
ging that  C.'s  little  letters  might,  too,  be  returned  or 
destroyed.  To  do  him  justice  he  burnt  them  loyally 
every  one  along  with  his  own  waste  paper.  He  kept 
not  one  single  little  token  which  she  had  given  him,  or 
let  him  take.  The  rose,  the  glove,  the  little  handker- 
chief which  she  had  dropped  to  him,  how  he  cried  over 
them!  The  ringlet  of  golden  hair— he  burnt  them  all, 
all  in  his  own  fire  in  the  prison,  save  a  little,  little  bit  of 
the  hair,  which  might  be  any  one's,  which  was  the  colour 
of  his  sister's.  Kew  saw  the  deed  done;  perhaps  he 
hurried  away  when  Jack  came  to  the  very  last  part  of 
the  sacrifice,  and  flung  the  hair  into  the  fire,  where  he 
would  have  liked  to  fling  his  heart  and  his  life  too. 

So  Clara  was  free,  and  the  year  when  Jack  came  out 
of  prison  and  went  abroad,  she  passed  the  season  in 
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London,  dancing  about  night  after  night,  and  every- 
body said  she  was  well  out  of  that  silly  affair  with  Jack 
Belsize.  It  was  then  that  Barnes  Newcome,  Esq.,  a 
partner  of  the  wealthy  banking  firm  of  Hobson  Brothers 
and  Newcome,  son  and  heir  of  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  of 
Newcome,  Bart.,  and  M.P.,  descended  in  right  line  from 
Bryan  de  Newcomyn,  slain  at  Hastings,  and  barber- 
surgeon  to  Edward  the  Confessor,  &c.,  &c.,  cast  the  eyes 
of  regard  on  the  Lady  Clara  PuUeyn,  who  was  a  Httle 
pale  and  languid  certainly,  but  had  blue  eyes,  a  delicate 
skin,  and  a  pretty  person,  and  knowing  her  previous 
history  as  well  as  you  who  have  just  perused  it,  deigned 
to  entertain  matrimonial  intentions  towards  her  lady- 
ship. 

Not  one  of  the  members  of  these  most  respectable 
families,  excepting  poor  little  Clara  perhaps,  poor  little 
fish,  (as  if  she  had  any  call  but  to  do  her  duty,  and  to 
ask  a  quelle  sauce  elle  serait  mangee,)  protested  against 
this  little  affair  of  traffic;  Lady  Dorking  had  a  brood 
of  little  chickens  to  succeed  Clara.  There  was  little 
Hennie,  who  was  sixteen,  and  Biddy,  who  was  fourteen, 
and  Adelaide,  and  who  knows  how  many  more.  How 
could  she  refuse  a  young  man,  not  very  agreeable  it  is 
true,  nor  particularly  amiable,  nor  of  good  birth,  at 
least  on  his  father's  side,  but  otherwise  eligible,  and  heir 
to  so  many  thousands  a-year?  The  Newcomes,  on  their 
side,  think  it  a  desirable  match.  Barnes,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed, is  growing  rather  selfish,  and  has  some  bachelor 
ways  which  a  wife  will  reform.  Lady  Kew  is  strongly 
for  the  match.  With  her  own  family  interest.  Lord 
Steyne  and  Lord  Kew,  her  nephew's  and  Barnes's  own 
father-in-law,  Lord  Dorking,  in  the  Peers;  why  shall 
not  the  Newcomes  sit  there  too,  and  resume  the  old  seat 
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which  all  the  Morld  knows  they  had  in  the  time  of  Rich- 
ard III.?  Barnes  and  his  father  had  got  up  quite  a 
belief  about  a  Newcome  killed  at  Bosworth,  along  with 
King  Richard,  and  hated  Henry  VII.  as  an  enemy  of 
their  noble  race.  So  all  the  parties  were  pretty  well 
agreed.  Lady  Ann  wrote  rather  a  pretty  little  poem 
about  welcoming  the  white  Fawn  to  the  Newcome  bow- 
ers, and  "  Clara  "  was  made  to  rhyme  with  "  fairer," 
and  "  timid  does  and  antlered  deer  to  dot  the  glades  of 
Chanticlere,"  quite  in  a  picturesque  way.  Lady  Kew 
pronounced  that  the  poem  was  very  pretty  indeed. 

The  year  after  Jack  Belsize  made  his  foreign  tour  he 
returned  to  London  for  the  season.  Lady  Clara  did 
not  happen  to  be  there;  her  health  was  a  little  delicate, 
and  her  kind  parents  took  her  abroad;  so  all  things  went 
on  very  smoothly  and  comfortably  indeed. 

Yes,  but  when  things  were  so  quiet  and  comfortable, 
when  the  ladies  of  the  two  families  had  met  at  the  Con- 
gress of  Baden,  and  liked  each  other  so  much;  when 
Barnes  and  his  papa  the  Baronet,  recovered  from  his 
illness,  were  actually  on  their  journey  from  Aix-la- 
Chapelle,  and  Lady  Kew  in  motion  from  Kissingen  to 
the  Congress  of  Baden ;  why  on  earth  should  Jack  Bel- 
size,  haggard,  wild,  having  been  winning  great  sums,  it 
was  said,  at  Hombourg,  forsake  his  luck  there,  and  run 
over  frantically  to  Baden?  He  wore  a  great  thick 
beard,  a  great  slouched  hat — he  looked  like  nothing  more 
or  less  than  a  painter  or  an  Itahan  brigand.  Unsuspect- 
ing Clive,  remembering  the  jolly  dinner  which  Jack  had 
procured  for  him  at  the  Guards'  mess  in  St.  James's, 
whither  Jack  himself  came  from  the  Horse  Guards— 
simple  Clive,  seeing  Jack  enter  the  town,  hailed  him 
cordially,  and  invited  him  to  dinner,  and  Jack  accepted, 
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and  Clive  told  him  all  the  news  he  had  of  the  place,  how 
Kew  was  there,  and  Lady  Ann  Newcome,  and  Ethel; 
and  Barnes  was  coming.  "  I  am  not  very  fond  of  him 
either,"  says  Clive,  smiling,  when  Belsize  mentioned  his 
name.  So  Barnes  was  coming  to  marry  that  pretty  little 
Lad}^  Clara  Pulleyn.  The  knowing  youth!  I  dare  say 
he  was  rather  pleased  with  his  knowledge  of  the  fashion- 
able world,  and  the  idea  that  Jack  Belsize  would  think 
he,  too,  was  somebod}'-. 

Jack  drank  an  immense  quantity  of  champagne,  and 
the  dinner  over,  as  they  could  hear  the  band  playing 
from  Clive's  open  windows  in  the  snug  clean  little 
"  Hotel  de  France,"  Jack  proposed  they  should  go  on 
the  promenade.  M.  de  Florae  was  of  the  party;  he 
had  been  exceedingly  jocular  when  Lord  Kew's  name 
was  mentioned,  and  said,  "  Ce  petit  Kiou!  M.  le  Due 
d'lvry,  mon  oncle,  I'honore  d'une  amitie  toute  particu- 
liere."  These  three  gentlemen  walked  out;  the  prome- 
nade was  crowded,  the  band  was  playing  "  Home,  sweet 
Home  "  very  sweetly,  and  the  very  first  persons  they 
met  on  the  walk  were  the  Lords  of  Kew  and  Dorking, 
on  the  arm  of  which  latter  venerable  peer  his  daughter 
Lady  Clara  was  hanging. 

Jack  Belsize,  in  a  velvet  coat,  with  a  sombrero  slouched 
over  his  face,  with  a  beard  reaching  to  his  waist,  was, 
no  doubt,  not  recognised  at  first  by  the  noble  Lord  of 
Dorking,  for  he  was  greeting  the  other  two  gentlemen 
with  his  usual  politeness  and  affability:  when,  of  a 
sudden.  Lady  Clara  looking  up,  gave  a  little  shriek  and 
fell  down  lifeless  on  the  gravel-walk.  Then  the  old 
earl  recognised  Mr.  Belsize,  and  Clive  heard  him  say, 
"  You  villain,  how  dare  you  come  here?  " 

Belsize  had  flung  himself  down  to  lift  up  Clara,  call- 
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ing  her  frantically  by  her  name,  when  old  Dorking 
sprang  to  seize  him. 

"  Hands  oft',  my  lord,"  said  the  other,  shaking  the 
old  man  from  his  back.  "  Confound  j^ou.  Jack,  hold 
your  tongue,"  roars  out  Kew.  Clive  runs  for  a  chair, 
and  a  dozen  were  forthcoming.  Florae  skips  back  with 
a  glass  of  water.  Belsize  runs  towards  the  awakening 
girl;  and  the  father,  for  an  instant,  losing  all  patience 
and  self-command,  trembling  in  every  limb,  lifts  his 
stick,  and  says  again,  "  Leave  her,  you  ruffian."  "  Lady 
Clara  has  fainted  again,  sir,"  says  Captain  Belsize.  "  I 
am  staying  at  the  '  Hotel  de  France.'  If  you  touch  me, 
old  man  "  (this  in  a  very  low  voice) ,  "  bj^  Heaven  I  shall 
kill  you.  I  wish  you  good  morning;  "  and  taking  a  last 
long  look  at  the  lifeless  girl,  he  lifts  his  hat  and  walks 
away.  Lord  Dorking  mechanically  takes  his  hat  off, 
and  stands  stupidly  gazing  after  him.  Pie  beckoned 
Clive  to  follow  him,  and  a  crowd  of  the  frequenters  of 
the  place  are  by  this  time  closed  round  the  fainting 
young  lady. 

Here  was  a  pretty  incident  in  the  Congress  of  Baden ! 


VOL.  II. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 


IN    WHICH    BABNES    COMES    A    WOOING 


THEL  had  all  along 
known  that  her  holi- 
day was  to  be  a  short 
one,  and  that,  her 
papa  and  Barnes  ar- 
rived, there  was  to  be 
no  more  laughing 
and  fun,  and  sketch- 
ing and  walking  with  Clive;  so  she  took  the  sunshine 
while  it  lasted,  determined  to  bear  with  a  stout  heart  the 
bad  weather. 

Sir  Brian  Newcome  and  his  eldest  born  arrived  at 
Baden  on  the  very  night  of  Jack  Belsize's  performance 
upon  the  promenade;  of  course  it  was  necessary  to  in- 
form the  young  bridegroom  of  the  facts.  His  acquain- 
tances of  the  public,  who  by  this  time  know  his  tem- 
per, and  are  acquainted  with  his  language,  can  imagine 
the  explosions  of  the  one  and  the  vehemence  of  the  other; 
it  was  a  perfect  feu  d' artifice  of  oaths  which  he  sent  up. 
Mr.  Newcome  only  fired  off  these  volleys  of  curses  when 
he  was  in  a  passion,  but  then  he  was  in  a  passion  very 
frequently. 

As  for  Lad}^  Clara's  little  accident,  he  was  disposed 
to  treat  that  very  lightly.  "  Poor  dear  Clara,  of  course, 
of  course,"  he  said,  "  she's  been  accustomed  to  fainting 
fits;    no  wonder  she  was  agitated  on  the  sight  of  that 
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villain,  after  his  infernal  treatment  of  her.  If  I  had 
been  there"  (a  volley  of  oaths  comes  here  along  the 
whole  line)  "  I  should  have  strangled  the  scoundrel;  I 
should  have  murdered  him." 

"  Mercy,  Barnes,"  cries  Lady  Ann. 

"  It  was  a  mercy  Barnes  was  not  there,"  says  Ethel, 
gravely;  "a  fight  between  him  and  Captain  Belsize 
would  have  been  awful  indeed." 

"  I  am  afraid  of  no  man,  Ethel,"  says  Barnes  fiercely, 
with  another  oath. 

"  Hit  one  of  your  own  size,  Barnes,"  says  Miss  Ethel 
(who  had  a  number  of  school-phrases  from  her  little 
brothers,  and  used  them  on  occasions  skilfully) .  "  Hit 
Captain  Belsize,  he  has  got  no  friends." 

As  Jack  Belsize  from  his  height  and  strength  was 
fitted  to  be  not  only  an  oflScer  but  actually  a  private  in 
his  former  gallant  regiment,  and  brother  Barnes  was 
but  a  puny  young  gentleman,  the  idea  of  a  personal  con- 
flict between  them  was  rather  ridiculous.  Some  notion 
of  this  sort  may  have  passed  through  Sir  Brian's  mind, 
for  the  baronet  said  with  his  usual  solemnity,  "It  is 
the  cause,  Ethel,  it  is  the  cause,  my  dear,  which  gives 
strength;  in  such  a  cause  as  Barnes's,  with  a  beautiful 
j^oung  creature  to  protect  from  a  villain,  any  man  would 
be  strong,  any  man  would  be  strong."  "  Since  his  last 
attack,"  Barnes  used  to  say,  "  my  poor  old  governor  is 
exceedingly  shaky,  very  groggy  about  the  head;  "  which 
was  the  fact.  Barnes  was  already  master  at  Xewcome 
and  the  bank,  and  awaiting  with  perfect  composure  the 
event  which  was  to  place  the  blood-red  hand  of  the  New- 
come  baronetcy  on  his  own  brougham. 

Casting  his  eyes  about  the  room,  a  heap  of  drawings, 
the  work  of  a  well-known  hand  which  he  hated,  met  liis 
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eye:  there  were  a  half-dozen  sketches  of  Baden;  Ethel 
on  horse-back  again;  the  children  and  the  dogs  just  in 
the  old  way.  "  D^ —  him,  is  he  here?  "  screams  out 
Barnes.  "  Is  that  young  pot-house  villain  here?  and 
hasn't  Kew  knocked  his  head  off?  Clive  Newcome  is 
here,  sir,"  he  cries  out  to  his  father.  "  The  Colonel's  son. 
I  have  no  doubt  they  met  by — " 

"  By  what,  Barnes?  "  says  Ethel. 

"  Clive  is  here,  is  he?  "  says  the  Baronet;  "  making 
caricatures,  hey?  You  did  not  mention  him  in  your  let- 
ters. Lady  Ann." 

Sir  Brian  was  evidently  very  much  touched  by  his 
last  attack. 

Ethel  blushed;  it  was  a  curious  fact,  but  there  had 
been  no  mention  of  CHve  in  the  ladies'  letters  to  Sir 
Brian. 

"  My  dear,  we  met  him  bv  the  merest  chance,  at  Bonn, 
travelling  with  a  friend  of  his;  and  he  speaks  a  little 
German,  and  was  very  useful  to  us,  and  took  one  of  the 
boys  in  his  britzska  the  whole  way." 

"  Boys  always  crowd  in  a  carriage,"  saj^s  Sir  Brian; 
"  kick  your  shins ;  always  in  the  way.  I  remember, 
when  we  used  to  come  in  the  carriage  from  Clapham, 
when  we  were  boys,  I  used  to  kick  my  brother 
Tom's  shins.  Poor  Tom,  he  was  a  devilish  wild  fellow 
in  those  days.  You  don't  recollect  Tom,  my  Lady 
Ann?" 

Farther  anecdotes  from  Sir  Brian  are  interrupted  by 
Lord  Kew's  arrival.  "  How  dydo,  Kew?  "  cries  Barnes. 
"  How's  Clara?  "  and  Lord  Kew,  walking  up  with  great 
respect  to  shake  hands  with  Sir  Brian,  says,  "  I  am  glad 
to  see  you  looking  so  well,  sir,"  and  scarcely  takes  any 
notice  of  Barnes.     That  Mr.  Barnes  Newcome  was  an 
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individual  not  universally  beloved,  is  a  point  of  history 
of  which  there  can  be  no  doubt. 

"  You  have  not  told  me  how  Clara  is,  my  good  fellow," 
continues  Barnes.  "  I  have  heard  all  about  her  meeting 
with  that  villain,  Jack  Belsize." 

"  Don't  call  names,  my  good  fellow,"  says  Lord  Kew. 

"  It  strikes  me  you  don't  know  Belsize  well  enough  to 
call  him  by  nicknames  or  by  other  names.  Lady  Clara 
Pulleyn,  I  believe,  is  very  unwell  indeed." 

"  Confound  the  fellow!  How  dared  he  to  come 
here?  "  cries  Barnes,  backing  from  this  little  rebuff. 

"  Dare  is  another  ugly  word.  I  would  advise  you  not 
to  use  it  to  the  fellow  himself." 

"  What  do  you  mean?  "  says  Barnes,  looking  very 
serious  in  an  instant. 

"  Easy,  my  good  friend.  Not  so  very  loud.  It  ap- 
pears, Ethel,  that  poor  Jack — /  know  him  pretty  well, 
you  see,  Barnes,  and  maj^  call  him  by  what  names  I 
hke — had  been  dining  to-day  with  cousin  Clive;  he  and 
M.  de  Florae;  and  that  they  went  with  Jack  to  the 
promenade,  not  in  the  least  aware  of  Mr.  Jack  Belsize's 
private  affairs,  or  of  the  shindy  that  was  going  to  hap- 
pen. 

"  By  Jove,  he  shall  answer  for  it,"  cries  out  Barnes  in 
a  loud  voice. 

"  I  daresa}^  he  will,  if  you  ask  him,"  says  the  otlier 
drily;  "  but  not  before  ladies.  He'd  be  afraid  of  fright- 
ening them.  Poor  Jack  was  always  as  gentle  as  a  lamb 
before  women.  I  had  some  talk  witli  the  Frenchman 
just  now,"  continued  Lord  Kew  gaily,  as  if  wishing  to 
pass  over  this  side  of  the  subject.  "  '  ^li  T^ord  Kiou,' 
says  he,  *  we  have  made  your  friend  Jack  to  hear  reason. 
He  is  a  little  fou,  your  friend  Jack.     He  drank  cham- 
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pagne  at  dinner  like  an  ogre.  How  is  the  charmante 
Miss  Clara  ? '  Florae,  you  see,  calls  her  Miss  Clara, 
Barnes;  the  world  calls  her  Lady  Clara.  You  caU  her 
Clara.    You  happy  dog,  you." 

"  I  don't  see  why  that  infernal  young  cub  of  a  Clive  is 
always  meddling  in  our  aiFairs,"  cries  out  Barnes,  whose 
rage  was  perpetually  being  whipped  into  new  outcries. 
"  Why  has  he  been  about  this  house?  Why  is  he 
here?" 

"  It  is  very  well  for  you  that  he  was,  Barnes,"  Lord 
Kew  said.  "  The  young  fellow  showed  great  temper 
and  spirit.  There  has  been  a  famous  row,  but  don't  be 
alarmed,  it  is  all  over.  It  is  all  over,  everybody  may  go 
to  bed  and  sleep  comfortably.  Barnes  need  not  get  up 
in  the  morning  to  punch  Jack  Belsize's  head.  I'm  sorry 
for  your  disappointment,  you  Fenchurch  Street  fire- 
eater.  Come  away.  It  will  be  but  proper,  you  know, 
for  a  bridegroom  elect  to  go  and  ask  news  of  la  char- 
mante Miss  Clara." 

"  As  we  went  out  of  the  house,"  Lord  Kew  told  Clive, 
"  I  said  to  Barnes,  that  every  word  I  had  uttered  up 
stairs  with  regard  to  the  reconciliation  was  a  lie.  That 
Jack  Belsize  was  determined  to  have  his  blood,  and  was 
walking  under  the  lime-trees  by  which  we  had  to  pass 
with  a  thundering  big  stick.  You  should  have  seen  the 
state  the  fellow  was  in,  sir.  The  sweet  youth  started 
back,  and  turned  as  yellow  as  a  cream  cheese.  Then  he 
made  a  pretext  to  go  into  his  room,  and  said  it  was  for 
his  pocket-hankerchief,  but  I  know  it  was  for  a  pistol; 
for  he  dropped  his  hand  from  my  arm  into  his  pocket, 
every  time  I  said  '  Here's  Jack,'  as  we  walked  down 
the  avenue  to  Lord  Dorking's  apartment." 

A  great  deal  of  animated  business  had  been  transacted 
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during  the  two  hours  subsequent  to  poor  Lady  Clara's 
mishap.  Clive  and  Belsize  had  returned  to  the  former's 
quarters,  while  gentle  J.  J.  was  utilising  the  last  rays  of 
the  sun  to  tint  a  sketch  which  he  had  made  during  the 
morning.  lie  fled  to  his  own  apartment  on  the  arrival 
of  the  fierce-looking  stranger,  whose  glaring  eyes,  pallid 
looks,  shaggy  beard,  clutched  hands  and  incessant  gasps 
and  mutterings  as  he  strode  up  and  down,  might  well 
scare  a  peaceable  person.  Very  terrible  must  Jack  have 
looked  as  he  trampled  those  boards  in  the  growing  twi- 
light, anon  stopping  to  drink  another  tumbler  of  cham- 
pagne, then  groaning  expressions  of  inarticulate  wrath, 
and  again  sinking  down  on  Clive's  bed  with  a  drooping 
head  and  breaking  voice,  crying  "  Poor  little  thing,  poor 
little  devil." 

"  If  the  old  man  sends  me  a  message,  you  will  stand 
by  me,  won't  you,  Newcome?  He  was  a  fierce  old  fel- 
low in  his  time,  and  I  have  seen  him  shoot  straight  enough 
at  Chanticlere.  I  suppose  you  know  what  the  affair  is 
about? " 

"  I  never  heard  of  it  before,  but  I  think  I  understand," 
says  Clive,  gravely. 

"  I  can't  ask  Kew,  he  is  one  of  the  family;  he  is  going 
to  marry  Miss  Newcome.    It  is  no  use  asking  him." 

All  Clive's  blood  tingled  at  the  idea  that  any  man 
was  going  to  marry  Miss  Newcome.  He  knew  it  before 
—a  fortnight  since,  and  it  was  nothing  to  him  to  hear  it. 
He  was  glad  that  the  growing  darkness  prevented  his 
face  from  being  seen.  "  I  am  of  the  family,  too,"  said 
Clive,  "  and  Barnes  Newcome  and  I  had  the  same  grand- 
father." 

"  Oh,  yes,  old  boy— old  banker,  the  weaver,  what  was 
he?    I  forgot,"  says  poor  Jack,  kicking  on  CUve's  bed, 
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"  in  that  family  the  Newcomes  don't  count.  I  beg  your 
pardon,"  groans  poor  Jack. 

They  lapse  into  silence,  during  which  Jack's  cigar 
glimmers  from  the  twilight  corner  where  Clive's  bed  is; 
whilst  Clive  wafts  his  fragrance  out  of  the  window  where 
he  sits,  and  whence  he  has  a  view  of  Lady  Ann  New- 
come's  windows  to  the  right,  over  the  bridge  across  the 
little  rushing  river,  at  the  "  Hotel  de  Hollande  "  hard 
by.  The  lights  twinkle  in  the  booths  under  the  pretty 
lime  avenues.  The  hum  of  distant  voices  is  heard;  the 
gambling  palace  is  all  in  a  blaze ;  it  is  an  assembly  night, 
and  from  the  doors  of  the  conversation-rooms,  as  they 
open  and  close,  escape  gusts  of  harmony.  Behind  on 
the  httle  hill  the  darkling  woods  lie  calm,  the  edges  of 
the  fir-trees  cut  sharp  against  the  sky,  which  is  clear 
with  a  crescent  moon  and  the  lambent  lights  of  the  starrj'' 
hosts  of  heaven.  Clive  does  not  see  pine-robed  hills  and 
shining  stars,  nor  think  of  pleasure  in  its  palace  yonder, 
nor  of  pain  writhing  on  his  own  bed  within  a  few  feet  of 
him,  where  poor  Belsize  was  groaning.  His  eyes  are 
fixed  upon  a  window  whence  comes  the  red  light  of  a 
lamp,  across  which  shadows  float  now  and  again.  So 
every  light  in  every  booth  yonder  has  a  scheme  of  its 
own ;  every  star  above  shines  by  itself ;  and  each  individ- 
ual heart  of  ours  goes  on  brightening  with  its  own  hopes, 
burning  with  its  own  desires,  and  quivering  with  its 
own  pain. 

The  reverie  is  interrupted  by  the  waiter,  who  an- 
nounces INI.  le  Vicomte  de  Florae,  and  a  third  cigar  is 
added  to  the  other  two  smoky  lights.  Belsize  is  glad  to 
see  Florae,  whom  he  has  known  in  a  thousand  haunts. 
He  will  do  my  business  for  me.  He  has  been  out  half- 
a-dozen  times,  thinks  Jack.     It  would  relieve  the  poor 
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fellow's  boiling  blood  that  some  one  would  let  a  little 
out.  He  lays  his  affair  before  Florae,  he  expects  a  mes- 
sage from  Lord  Dorking. 

"Comment  done?"  cries  Florae;  "  il  y  avait  done 
quelque  chose!  Cette  pauvre  petite  Miss!  Vous  voulez 
tuer  le  pere,  apres  avoir  delaisse  la  fille?  Cherchez 
d'autres  temoins,  ^lonsieur.  Le  Vicomte  de  Florae  ne 
se  fait  pas  complice  de  telles  lachetes." 

"  By  Heaven,"  says  Jack,  sitting  up  on  the  bed,  with 
his  eyes  glaring.  "  I  have  a  great  mind.  Florae,  to 
wring  your  infernal  little  neck,  and  to  fling  you  out 
of  the  window.  Is  all  the  world  going  to  turn  against 
me?  I  am  half  mad  as  it  is.  If  any  man  dares  to  think 
anything  wrong  regarding  that  little  angel,  or  to  fancy 
that  she  is  not  as  pure,  and  as  good,  and  as  gentle,  and 
as  innocent,  by  Heaven,  as  any  angel  there, — if  any 
man  thinks  I'd  be  the  villain  to  hurt  her,  I  should  just 
like  to  see  him,"  says  Jack.  "  By  the  Lord,  sir,  just 
bring  him  to  me.  Just  tell  the  waiter  to  send  him  up 
stairs.  Hurt  her!  I  hurt  her!  Oh!  I'm  a  fool!  a  fool! 
a  d d  fool !    Who's  that  ?  " 

"  It's  Kew,"  says  a  voice  out  of  the  darkness  from 
behind  cigar  No.  4,  and  Clive  now,  having  a  party  as- 
sembled, scrapes  a  match  and  lights  his  candles. 

"  I  heard  your  last  words,  Jack,"  Lord  Kew  says 
bluntly,  "  and  you  never  spoke  more  truth  in,  your  life. 
Why  did  you  come  here?  What  right  had  you  to  stab 
that  poor  little  heart  over  again,  and  frighten  Lady 
Clara  with  your  confounded  hairy  face?  You  promised 
me  you  would  never  see  her.  You  gave  your  word  of 
honour  you  wouldn't,  when  I  gave  you  tlie  money  to 
go  abroad.  Hang  the  money,  I  don't  mind  that;  it 
was  on  your  promise  that  you  would  prowl  about  her 
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no  more.  The  Dorkings  left  London  before  you  came 
there ;  they  gave  you  your  innings.  They  have  behaved 
kindly  and  fairly  enough  to  that  poor  girl.  How  was 
she  to  marry  such  a  bankrupt  beggar  as  you  are  ?  What 
you  have  done  is  a  shame,  Charley  Belsize.  I  tell  you 
it  is  unmanly,  and  cowardly." 

"  Pst,"  says  Florae,  "  numero  deux,  voila  le  mot 
lache." 

"  Don't  bite  your  thumb  at  me,"  Kew  went  on.  "  I 
know  you  could  thrash  me,  if  that's  what  you  mean  by 
shaking  your  fists ;  so  could  most  men.  I  tell  you  again 
— you  have  done  a  bad  deed;  you  have  broken  your 
word  of  honour,  and  you  knocked  down  Clara  Pulleyn 
to-day  as  cruelly  as  if  you  had  done  it  with  your  hand." 

With  this  rush  upon  him,  and  fiery  assault  of  Kew, 
Belsize  was  quite  bewildered.  The  huge  man  flung  up 
his  great  arms,  and  let  them  drop  at  his  side  as  a  gladia- 
tor that  surrenders,  and  asks  for  pity.  He  sank  down 
once  more  on  the  iron  bed. 

"  I  don't  know,"  says  he,  rolling  and  rolling  round, 
in  one  of  his  great  hands,  one  of  the  brass  knobs  of  the 
bed  by  which  he  was  seated.  "  I  don't  know,  Frank," 
says  he,  "what  the  world  is  coming  to,  or  me  either; 
here  is  twice  in  one  night  I  have  been  called  a  coward 
by  you,  and  by  that  little  what-d'-j^ou-call'm.  I  beg 
your  pardon.  Florae.  I  don't  know  whether  it  is  very 
brave  in  you  to  hit  a  chap  when  he  is  down;  hit  again, 
I  have  no  friends.  I  have  acted  like  a  blackguard,  I 
own  that;  I  did  break  my  promise;  you  had  that  safe 
enough,  Frank,  my  boy;  but  I  did  not  think  it  would 
hurt  her  to  see  me,"  says  he  with  a  dreadful  sob  in  his 
voice.  "  By — I  would  have  given  ten  years  of  my  life 
to  look  at  her.     I  was  going  mad  without  her.    I  tried 
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every  place,  everything ;  went  to  Ems,  to  Wiesbaden,  to 
Hombourg,  and  played  like  hell.  It  used  to  excite  me 
once,  and  now  I  don't  care  for  it.  I  won  no  end  of 
money,— no  end  for  a  poor  beggar  Hke  me,  that  is;  but 
I  couldn't  keep  away.  I  couldn't,  and  if  she  had  been 
at  the  North  Pole,  by  Heavens  I  would  have  followed 
her." 

"  And  so  just  to  look  at  her,  just  to  give  your  con- 
founded stupid  eyes  two  minutes'  pleasure,  you  must 
bring  about  all  this  pain,  you  great  baby,"  cries  Kew, 
who  was  very  soft-hearted,  and  in  truth  quite  torn  him- 
self by  the  sight  of  poor  Jack's  agony. 

"  Get  me  to  see  her  for  five  minutes,  Kew,"  cries  the 
other,  griping  his  comrade's  hand  in  his;  "but  for 
five  minutes." 

"  For  shame,"  cries  Lord  Kew,  shaking  away  his 
hand;  "  be  a  man.  Jack,  and  have  no  more  of  this  puling. 
It's  not  a  baby,  that  must  have  its  toy,  and  cries  because 
it  can't  get  it.  Spare  the  poor  girl  this  pain,  for  her 
own  sake,  and  baulk  yourself  of  the  pleasure  of  bullying 
and  making  her  unhappy." 

Belsize  started  up  with  looks  that  were  by  no  means 
pleasant.  "  There's  enough  of  this  chaff.  I  have  been 
called  names,  and  blackguarded  quite  sufficiently  for 
one  sitting.  I  shall  act  as  I  please.  I  choose  to  take  my 
own  way,  and  if  any  gentleman  stops  me  he  has  full 
warning."  And  he  fell  to  tugging  his  moustachios,  whicli 
were  of  a  dark  tawny  hue,  and  looked  as  warlike  as  he 
had  ever  done  on  any  field-day. 

"  I  take  the  warning!  "  said  Lord  Kew.  "  And  if  I 
know  the  way  you  are  going,  as  I  think  I  do,  I  will  do 
my  best  to  stop  you,  madman  as  you  are!  You  can 
hardly  propose  to  follow  her  to  her  own  doorway  and 
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pose  yourself  before  your  mistress  as  the  murderer  of 
her  father,  hke  Rodrigue  in  the  French  play.  If  Rooster 
were  here  it  would  be  his  business  to  defend  his  sister; 
in  his  absence  I  will  take  the  dutj^  on  myself,  and  I  say 
to  you,  Charles  Belsize,  in  the  presence  of  these  gentle- 
men, that  any  man  who  insults  this  young  lady,  who 
persecutes  her  with  his  presence,  knowing  it  can  but  pain 
her,  who  persists  in  following  her  when  he  has  given 
his  word  of  honour  to  avoid  her,  that  such  a  man  is—" 

"What,  my  Lord  Kew?"  cries  Belsize,  whose  chest 
began  to  heave. 

"  You  know  what,"  answers  the  other.  "  You  know 
what  a  man  is  who  insults  a  poor  woman,  and  breaks  his 
word  of  honour.  Consider  the  word  said,  and  act  upon 
it  as  you  think  fit." 

"  I  owe  you  four  thousand  pounds,  Kew,"  says  Bel- 
size, "  and  I  have  got  four  thousand  on  the  bills,  besides 
four  hundred  when  I  came  out  of  that  place." 

"  You  insult  me  the  more,"  cries  Kew,  flashing  out, 
"  by  alluding  to  the  money.  If  j^^ou  will  leave  this  place 
to-morrow,  well  and  good;  if  not,  you  will  please  to 
give  me  a  meeting.  Mr.  Newcome,  will  j^ou  be  so  kind 
as  to  act  as  my  friend?  We  are  connexions,  you  know, 
and  this  gentleman  chooses  to  insult  a  lady  who  is  about 
to  become  one  of  our  family." 

"  C'est  bien,  milord.  Ma  foi!  c'est  d'agir  en  vrai  gen- 
tilhomme,"  says  Florae,  delighted.  "  Touchez-la,  mon 
petit  Kiou.  Tu  as  du  coeur.  Godam!  you  are  a  brave! 
A  brave  fellow!  "  and  the  Viscount  reached  out  his  hand 
cordially  to  Lord  Kew. 

His  purpose  was  evidently  pacific.  From  Kew  he 
turned  to  the  great  guardsman,  and  taking  him  by  the 
coat  began  to  apostrophise  him.    "  And  you,  mon  gros," 
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says  he,  "  is  there  no  way  of  calming  this  hot  blood  with- 
out a  saignee?  Have  you  a  penny  to  the  world?  Can 
you  hope  to  carry  off  your  Chimene,  O  Rodrigue,  and 
live  by  robbing  afterwards  on  the  great  way?  Suppose 
you  kill  ze  Fazer,  you  kill  Kiou,  you  kill  Roostere,  your 
Chimene  will  have  a  pretty  moon  of  honey." 

"  What  the  devil  do  you  mean  about  your  Chimene 
and  your  Rodrigue?  What  do  you  mean,  Viscount?" 
says  Belsize,  Jack  Belsize  once  more,  and  he  dashed  his 
hand  across  his  eyes.  "  Kew  has  riled  me  and  he  drove 
me  half  wild.  I  ain't  much  of  a  Frenchman,  but  I 
know  enough  of  what  you  said,  to  say  it's  true,  by  Jove, 
and  that  Frank  Kew's  a  trump.  That's  what  you  mean. 
Give  us  your  hand,  Frank.  God  bless  you,  old  boy;  don't 

be  too  hard  upon  me,  you  know  I'm  d d  miserable, 

that  I  am.  Hullo.  What's  this?  "  Jack's  pathetic  speech 
was  interrupted  at  this  instant,  for  the  Vicomte  de  Florae 
in  his  enthusiasm  rushed  into  his  arms,  and  jumped  up 
towards  his  face  and  proceeded  to  kiss  Jack.  A  roar 
of  immense  laughter,  as  he  shook  the  little  Viscount  off, 
cleared  the  air  and  ended  this  quarrel. 

Everybody  joined  in  this  chorus,  the  Frenchman  with 
the  rest,  who  said,  "  he  loved  to  laugh  meme  when  he 
did  not  know  why."  And  now  came  the  moment  of 
the  evening,  when  Clive,  according  to  Lord  Kew's  say- 
ing, behaved  so  well  and  prevented  Barnes  from  incur- 
ring a  great  danger.  In  truth,  what  Mr.  Clive  did  or 
said  amounted  exactly  to  nothing.  What  moments  can 
we  not  all  remember  in  our  lives  when  it  would  have 
been  so  much  wittier  and  wiser  to  say  and  do  nothing? 

Florae,  a  very  sober  drinker  like  most  of  his  nation, 
was  blessed  with  a  very  fine  a])petite,  which,  as  he  said, 
renewed  itself  thrice  a  day  at  least.    He  now  proposed 
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supper,  and  poor  Jack  was  for  supper  too,  and  espe- 
cially more  drink,  champagne  and  seltzer-water;  "  bring 
champagne  and  seltzer-water,  there  is  nothing  like  it." 
Clive  could  not  object  to  this  entertainment,  which  was 
ordered  forthwith,  and  the  four  young  men  sat  down 
to  share  it. 

Whilst  Florae  was  partaking  of  his  favourite  ecre- 
visses,  giving  not  only  his  palate  but  his  hands,  his  beard, 
his  moustachios  and  cheeks  a  full  enjoyment  of  the 
sauce  which  he  found  so  delicious,  he  chose  to  revert  now 
and  again  to  the  occurrences  which  had  just  passed,  and 
which  had  better  perhaps  have  been  forgotten,  and  gaily 
rallied  Belsize  upon  his  warlike  humour.  "  If  ze  petit 
pretendu  was  here,  what  would  you  have  done  wiz  him, 
Jac?  You  would  croquer  'im,  like  zis  ecrevisse,  hein? 
You  would  mache  his  bones,  hein?  " 

Jack,  who  had  forgotten  to  put  the  seltzer-water  into 
his  champagne,  writhed  at  the  idea  of  having  Barnes 
Newcome  before  him,  and  swore,  could  he  but  see  Barnes, 
he  would  take  the  little  villain's  life. 

And  but  for  Clive,  Jack  might  actually  have  beheld 
his  enemy.  Young  Clive  after  the  meal  went  to  the 
window  with  his  eternal  cigar,  and  of  course  began  to 
look  at  That  Other  window.  Here,  as  he  looked,  a  car- 
riage had  at  the  moment  driven  up.  He  saw  two  ser- 
vants descend,  then  two  gentlemen,  and  then  he  heard 
a  well-known  voice  swearing  at  the  couriers.  To  his 
credit  be  it  said  he  checked  the  exclamation  which  was 
on  his  lips,  and  when  he  came  back  to  the  table  did  not 
announce  to  Kew  or  his  right-hand  neighbour  Belsize 
that  his  uncle  and  Barnes  had  arrived.  Belsize,  by  this 
time,  had  had  quite  too  much  wine:  when  the  Viscount 
went  away,  poor  Jack's  head  was  nodding ;  he  had  been 
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awake  all  the  night  before;  sleepless  for  how  many 
nights  previous.  He  scarce  took  any  notice  of  the 
Frenchman's  departure. 

Lord  Kew  remained.  He  was  for  taking  Jack  to 
walk,  and  for  reasoning  with  him  farther,  and  for  enter- 
ing more  at  large  than  perhaps  he  chose  to  do  before  the 
two  others  upon  this  family  dispute.  Clive  took  a  mo- 
ment to  whisper  to  Lord  Kew,  "  jNIy  uncle  and  Barnes 
are  arrived,  don't  let  Belsize  go  out;  for  goodness'  sake 
let  us  get  him  to  bed." 

And,  lest  the  poor  fellow  should  take  a  fancy  to  visit 
his  mistress  by  moonlight,  when  he  was  safe  in  his  room 
Lord  Kew  softly  turned  the  kev  in  Mr.  Jack's  door. 


CHAPTER   XXX 


A    RETREAT 


^S  Clive  lay  awake  re- 
volving- the  strange 
incidents  of  the  day, 
and  speculating  up- 
on the  tragedy  in 
which  he  had  been 
suddenly  called  to 
take  a  certain  part, 
a  sure  presentiment 
told  him  that  his  own 
happy  hoHday  was 
come  to  an  end, 
and  that  the  clouds 
and  storm  which  he 
had  always  some- 
how foreboded,  were  about  to  break  and  obscure  this 
brief  pleasant  period  of  sunshine.  He  rose  at  a  very 
early  hour,  flung  his  windows  open,  looked  out  no  doubt 
towards  those  other  windows  in  the  neighbouring  hotel, 
where  he  may  have  fancied  he  saw  a  curtain  stirring, 
drawn  by  a  hand  that  every  hour  now  he  longed  more 
to  press.  He  turned  back  into  his  chamber  with  a  sort 
of  groan,  and  surveyed  some  of  the  relics  of  the  last 
night's  little  feast,  which  still  remained  on  the  table. 
There  were  the  champagne  flasks  which  poor  Jack  Bel- 
size  had  emptied;    the  tall  seltzer-water  bottle,   from 
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which  the  gases  had  issued  and  mingled  with  the  hot  air 
of  the  previous  night's  talk ;  glasses  with  dregs  of  liquor, 
ashes  of  cigars,  or  their  black  stumps,  strewing  the  cloth ; 
the  dead  men,  the  burst  guns  of  yesterday's  battle. 
Early  as  it  was,  his  neighbour  J.  J.  had  been  up  before 
him.  Clive  could  hear  him  singing  as  was  his  wont  when 
the  pencil  went  well,  and  the  colours  arranged  themselves 
to  his  satisfaction  over  his  peaceful  and  happy  work. 

He  pulled  his  own  drawing-table  to  the  window,  set 
out  his  board  and  colour-box,  filled  a  great  glass  from 
the  seltzer-water  bottle,  drank  some  of  the  vapid  liquor, 
and  plunged  his  brushes  in  the  rest,  with  which  he  be- 
gan to  paint.  The  work  all  went  wrong.  There  was 
no  song  for  him  over  his  labour;  he  dashed  brush  and 
board  aside  after  a  while,  opened  his  drawers,  pulled 
out  his  portmanteaus  from  under  the  bed,  and  fell  to 
packing  mechanically.  J.  J.  heard  the  noise  from  the 
next  room,  and  came  in  smiling,  with  a  great  painting- 
brush  in  his  mouth. 

"  Have  the  bills  in,"  says  Clive.  "  Leave  your  cards 
on  your  friends,  old  boy;  say  good-by  to  that  pretty 
little  strawberry  girl  whose  picture  you  have  been  do- 
ing ;  polish  it  off  to-day,  and  dry  the  little  thing's  tears. 
I  read  PPC.  in  the  stars  last  night,  and  my  familiar 
spirit  came  to  me  in  a  vision,  and  said,  '  Clive,  son  of 
Thomas,  put  thy  travelling  boots  on.'  " 

Lest  any  premature  moralist  should  prepare  to  cry 
fie  against  the  good,  pure-minded  little  J.  J.,  I  hereby 
state  that  his  strawberry  girl  was  a  little  village  maiden 
of  seven  years  old,  whose  sweet  little  picture  a  bisho]) 
purchased  at  the  next  year's  Exhibition. 

"  Are  you  going  already?  "  cries  J.  J.,  removing  the 
brush  out  of  his  mouth.     "  I  thouglit  you  had  arranged 
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parties  for  a  week  to  come,  and  that  the  princesses  and 
the  duchesses  had  positively  forbidden  the  departure 
of  your  lordship!" 

"  We  have  dallied  at  Capua  long  enough,"  says  Clive; 
*'  and  the  legions  have  the  route  for  Rome.  So  wills 
Hannibal,  the  son  of  Hasdrubal." 

"  The  son  of  Hasdrubal  is  quite  right,"  his  companion 
answered;  "the  sooner  we  march  the  better.  I  have 
always  said  it ;  I  will  get  all  the  accounts  in.  Hannibal 
has  been  living  like  a  voluptuous  Carthaginian  prince. 
One,  two,  three  champagne  bottles!  There  will  be  a 
deuce  of  a  bill  to  pay." 

"Ah!  there  will  be  a  deuce  of  a  bill  to  pay,"  says 
Clive,  with  a  groan  whereof  J.J.  knew  the  portent ;  for 
the  young  men  had  the  confidence  of  youth  one  in  an- 
other. Clive  was  accustomed  to  pour  out  his  full  heart 
to  any  crony  who  was  near  him;  and  indeed  had  he 
spoken  never  a  word,  his  growing  attachment  to  his 
cousin  was  not  hard  to  see.  A  hundred  times,  and  with 
the  glowing  language  and  feelings  of  youth,  with  the 
fire  of  his  twenty  years,  with  the  ardour  of  a  painter,  he 
had  spoken  of  her  and  described  her.  Her  magnani- 
mous simplicity,  her  courage  and  lofty  scorn,  her  kind- 
ness towards  her  little  family,  her  form,  her  glorious 
colour  of  rich  carnation  and  dazzling  white,  her  queenly 
grace  when  quiescent  and  in  motion,  had  constantly 
formed  the  subjects  of  this  young  gentleman's  ardent 
eulogies.  As  he  looked  at  a  great  picture  or  statue,  as 
the  "  Venus  "  of  Milo,  calm  and  deep,  unfathomably 
beautiful  as  the  sea  from  which  she  sprung;  as  he 
looked  at  the  rushing  "  Aurora  "  of  the  Rospighosi,  or 
the  "  Assumption  "  of  Titian,  more  bright  and  glorious 
than  sunshine,  or  that  divine  "  Madonna  and  divine  In- 
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fant  "  of  Dresden,  whose  sweet  faces  must  have  shone 
upon  Raphael  out  of  heaven ;  Chve's  heart  sang  hymns, 
as  it  were,  before  these  gracious  altars;  and,  somewhat 
as  he  worshipped  these  masterpieces  of  his  art,  he  ad- 
mired the  beauty  of  Ethel. 

J.  J.  felt  these  things  exquisitely  after  his  manner, 
and  enjoyed  honest  Clive's  mode  of  celebration  and 
rapturous  fioriture  of  song;  but  Ridley's  natural  note 
was  much  gentler,  and  he  sang  his  hymns  in  plaintive 
minors.  Ethel  was  all  that  was  bright  and  beautiful, 
but— but  she  was  engaged  to  Lord  Kew.  The  shrewd 
kind  confidant  used  gently  to  hint  the  sad  fact  to  the 
impetuous  hero  of  this  piece.  The  impetuous  hero  knew 
this  quite  well.  As  he  was  sitting  over  his  painting-board 
he  would  break  forth  frequently,  after  his  manner,  in 
which  laughter  and  sentiment  were  mingled,  and  roar 
out  with  all  the  force  of  his  healthy  young  lungs — 

"But  her  heart  it  is  another's,  she  never — can — be — mine;'"' 

and  then  hero  and  confidant  would  laugh  each  at  his 
drawing-table.  ]Miss  Ethel  went  between  the  two  gen- 
tlemen by  the  name  of  Alice  Grey. 

Very  likely  Xight,  the  Grey  jVIentor,  had  given  Clive 
Newcome  the  benefit  of  his  sad  counsel.  Poor  Belsize's 
agony,  and  the  wretchedness  of  the  young  lady  who 
shared  in  the  desperate  passion,  may  have  set  our  young 
man  a  thinking;  and  Lord  Kew's  frankness  and  cour- 
age, and  honour,  whereof  Clive  had  been  a  witness 
during  the  night,  touched  his  heart  with  a  generous 
admiration,  and  manned  him  for  a  trial  which  lie  felt 
was  indeed  severe.  lie  thought  of  the  dear  old  fatlier 
ploughing  the  seas  on  the  way  to  his  duty,  and  was 
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determined,  by  Heaven's  help,  to  do  his  own.  Only- 
three  weeks  since,  when,  strolUng  careless  about  Bonn, 
he  had  lighted  upon  Ethel  and  the  laughing  group  of 
httle  cousins,  he  was  a  boy  as  they  were,  thinking  but 
of  the  enjoyment  of  the  day  and  the  sunshine,  as  careless 


as  those  children.  And  now  the  thoughts  and  passions 
which  had  sprung  up  in  a  week  or  two,  had  given  him 
an  experience  such  as  years  do  not  always  furnish;  and 
our  friend  was  to  show,  not  onh^  that  he  could  feel 
love  in  his  heart,  but  that  he  could  give  proof  of  courage, 
and  self-denial,  and  honour. 

"  Do  you  remember,  J.  J."  says  he,  as  boots  and 
breeches  went  plunging  into  the  portmanteau,  and  with 
immense  energy  he  pummels  down  one  upon  the  other. 
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"  do  you  remember  (a  dig  into  the  snowy  bosom  of  a 
dress  cambric  shirt)  my  dear  old  father's  only  campaign 
story  of  his  running  away  (a  frightful  blow  into  the 
ribs  of  a  waistcoat) ,  running  away  at  Asseer-Ghur?  " 

"  Asseer-What?  "  says  J.  J.,  wondering. 

"The  siege  of  Asseer-Ghur!"  says  Clive,  "fought 
in  the  eventful  year  1803:  Lieutenant  Newcome,  who 
has  very  neat  legs,  let  me  tell  you,  which  also  he  has 
imparted  to  his  descendants,  had  put  on  a  new  pair  of 
leather  breeches,  for  he  likes  to  go  handsomely  dressed 
into  action.  His  horse  was  shot,  the  enemy  were  upon 
him,  and  the  governor  had  to  choose  between  death  and 
retreat.  I  have  heard  his  brother  officers  say  that  my 
dear  old  father  was  the  bravest  man  they  ever  knew,  the 
coolest  hand,  sir.  What  do  you  think  it  Avas  Lieutenant 
Newcome's  duty  to  do  under  these  circumstances?  To 
remain  alone  as  he  was,  his  troop  having  turned  about, 
and  to  be  cut  down  by  the  Mahratta  horsemen — to  perish 
or  to  run,  sir?  " 

"  I  know  w^hich  I  should  have  done,"  says  Ridley. 

*'  Exactly.  Lieutenant  Newcome  adopted  that  course. 
His  bran  new  leather  breeches  were  exceedingly  tight, 
and  greatly  incommoded  the  rapidity  of  his  retreating 
movement,  but  he  ran  away,  sir,  and  afterwards  begot 
your  obedient  servant.  That  is  the  history  of  the  battle 
of  Asseer-Ghur." 

"  And  now  for  the  moral,"  says  J.  J.,  not  a  little 
amused. 

"  J.  J.,  old  boy,  this  is  my  battle  of  Asseer-Ghur.  I 
am  off.  Dip  into  the  money-bag;  pay  the  peo2)le;  be 
generous,  J.  J.,  but  not  too  prodigal.  The  chamber- 
maid is  ugly,  yet  let  her  not  want  for  a  crown  to  console 
her  at  our  departure.    The  waiters  have  been  brisk  and 
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servile,  reward  the  slaves  for  their  labours.  Forget  not 
the  humble  boots,  so  shall  he  bless  us  when  we  depart. 
For  artists  are  gentlemen,  though  Ethel  does  not  think 
so.  De— No— God  bless  her,  God  bless  her,"  groans 
out  Clive,  cramming  his  two  fists  into  his  eyes.  If  Rid- 
ley admired  him  before,  he  thought  none  the  worse  of 
him  now.  And  if  any  generous  j^oung  fellow  in  life 
reads  the  Fable,  which  may  possibl}^  concern  him,  let 
him  take  a  senior's  counsel,  and  remember  that  there  are 
perils  in  our  battle,  God  help  us,  from  which  the  bravest 
had  best  run  away. 

Early  as  the  morning  yet  was,  Clive  had  a  visitor,  and 
the  door  opened  to  let  in  Lord  Kew's  honest  face.  Rid- 
ley retreated  before  it  into  his  own  den;  the  appearance 
of  earls  scared  the  modest  painter,  though  he  was  proud 
and  pleased  that  his  Clive  should  have  their  company. 
Lord  Kew,  indeed,  lived  in  more  splendid  apartments 
on  the  first  floor  of  the  hotel,  Clive  and  his  friend  occu- 
pying a  couple  of  spacious  chambers  on  the  second  storey. 
"  You  are  an  early  bird,"  says  Kew.  "  I  got  up  myself 
in  a  panic  before  daylight  almost;  Jack  was  making  a 
deuce  of  a  row  in  his  room,  and  fit  to  blow  the  door  out. 
I  have  been  coaxing  him  for  this  hour;  I  wish  we  had 
thought  of  giving  him  a  dose  of  laudanum  last  night; 
if  it  finished  him,  poor  old  boy,  it  would  do  him  no  harm." 
And  then,  laughing,  he  gave  Clive  an  account  of  his 
interview  with  Barnes  on  the  previous  night.  "  You 
seem  to  be  packing  up  to  go,  too,"  says  Lord  Kew,  with 
a  momentary  glance  of  humour  darting  from  his  keen 
eyes.  "  The  weather  is  breaking  up  here,  and  if  you 
are  going  to  cross  the  St.  Gothard,  as  the  Newcomes  told 
me,  the  sooner  the  better.  It's  bitter  cold  over  the  moun- 
tains in  October." 
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"  Veiy  cold,"  says  Clive,  biting  his  nails. 

"  Post  or  Vett.?  "  asks  my  Lord. 

"  I  bought  a  carriage  at  Frankfort,"  says  Clive,  in 
an  ofF-hand  manner. 

"  Hullo!  "  cries  the  other,  who  was  perfectly  kind,  and 
entirely  frank  and  pleasant,  and  showed  no  difference 
in  his  conversation  with  men  of  any  degree,  except,  per- 
haps, that  to  his  inferiors  in  station  he  was  a  little  more 
polite  than  to  his  equals;  but  who  would  as  soon  have 
thought  of  a  young  artist  leaving  Baden  in  a  carriage  of 
his  own  as  of  his  riding  away  on  a  dragon. 

"  I  only  gave  twentj'  pounds  for  the  carriage,  it's  a 
little  light  thing,  we  are  two,  a  couple  of  horses  carry  us 
and  our  traps,  you  know,  and  we  can  stop  where  we 
like.  I  don't  depend  upon  my  profession,"  Clive  added, 
with  a  blush.  "  I  made  three  guineas  once,  and  that  is 
the  only  money  I  ever  gained  in  my  life." 

"  Of  course,  my  dear  fellow,  have  not  I  been  to  your 
father's  house?  At  that  pretty  ball,  and  seen  no  end 
of  fine  people  there?  We  are  young  swells.  I  know 
that  very  well.     We  only  paint  for  pleasure." 

"  We  are  artists,  and  we  intend  to  paint  for  money, 
my  lord,"  says  Clive.  "  Will  your  lordship  give  me  an 
order?  " 

"  My  lordship  serves  me  right,"  the  other  said.  "  I 
think,  Newcome,  as  you  are  going,  I  think  you  might 
do  some  folks  here  a  good  turn,  though  the  service  is 
rather  a  disagreeable  one.  Jack  Belsize  is  not  fit  to  be 
left  alone.  I  can't  go  away  from  here  just  now  for 
reasons  of  state.  Do  be  a  good  fellow  and  take  him  with 
you.  Put  the  Alps  between  him  and  this  confoimded 
business,  and  if  I  can  serve  you  in  any  way  I  shall  be 
delighted,  if  you  will  furnish  me  with  the  occasion.  Jack 


82  THE  NEWCOMES 

does  not  know  yet  that  our  amiable  Barnes  is  here.  I 
know  how  fond  you  are  of  him.  I  have  heard  the  story 
— glass  of  claret  and  all.  We  all  love  Barnes.  How 
that  230or  Lady  Clara  can  have  accepted  him  the  Lord 
knows.  We  are  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made,  es- 
pecially women." 

"  Good  heavens,"  Clive  broke  out,  "  can  it  be  possible 
that  a  young  creature  can  have  been  brought  to  like 
such  a  selfish,  insolent  coxcomb  as  that,  such  a  cocktail 
as  Barnes  Newcome?  You  know  very  well.  Lord  Kew, 
what  his  life  is.  There  was  a  poor  girl  whom  he  brought 
out  of  a  Newcome  factory  when  he  was  a  boy  himself, 
and  might  have  had  a  heart  one  would  have  thought, 
whom  he  ill-treated,  whom  he  deserted,  and  flung  out 
of  doors  without  a  penny,  upon  some  pretence  of  her 
infidelity  towards  him ;  who  came  and  actually  sat  down 
on  the  steps  of  Park  Lane  with  a  child  on  each  side  of 
her,  and  not  their  cries  and  their  hunger,  but  the  fear  of 
his  own  shame  and  a  dread  of  a  police-court  forced  him 
to  give  her  a  maintenance.  I  never  see  the  fellow  but  I 
loathe  him,  and  long  to  kick  him  out  of  window :  and  this 
man  is  to  marry  a  noble  young  lady  because,  forsooth, 
he  is  a  partner  in  a  bank,  and  heir  to  seven  or  eight  thou- 
sand a  year.  Oh,  it  is  a  shame,  it  is  a  shame !  It  makes 
me  sick  when  I  think  of  the  lot  which  the  poor  thing  is 
to  endure." 

"It  is  not  a  nice  story,"  said  Lord  Kew,  rolling  a 
cigarette;  "  Barnes  is  not  a  nice  man.  I  give  you  that 
in.  You  have  not  heard  it  talked  about  in  the  family, 
have  you? " 

"  Good  heavens!  you  don't  suppose  that  I  would  speak 
to  Ethel,  to  Miss  Newcome,  about  such  a  foul  subject 
as  that?"  cries  Clive.     "I  never  mentioned  it  to  my 
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own  father.     He  would  have  turned  Barnes  out  of  his 
doors  if  he  had  known  it." 

"  It  was  the  talk  about  town,  I  know,"  Kew  said  dryly. 
"  Everything-  is  told  in  those  confounded  clubs.  I  told 
you  I  give  up  Barnes.  I  like  him  no  more  than  you 
do.  He  may  have  treated  the  woman  ill,  I  suspect  he 
has  not  an  angelical  temper;  but  in  this  matter  he  has 
not  been  so  bad,  so  very  bad  as  it  would  seem.  The  first 
step  is  wrong  of  course — those  factory  towns — that  sort 
of  thing,  you  know — well,  well,  the  commencement  of  the 
business  is  a  bad  one.  But  he  is  not  the  only  sinner  in 
London.  He  has  declared  on  his  honour  to  me  when  the 
matter  was  talked  about,  and  he  was  coming  on  for 
election  at  Bays',  and  was  as  nearly  pilled  as  any  man 
I  ever  knew  in  my  life, — he  declared  on  his  word  that 
he  only  parted  from  Mrs.  Delacy  ( IMrs.  Delacy  the  poor 
devil  used  to  call  herself)  because  he  found  that  she  had 
served  him — as  such  women  will  serve  men.  He  offered 
to  send  his  children  to  school  in  Yorkshire — rather  a 
cheap  school — but  she  would  not  part  with  them.  She 
made  a  scandal  in  order  to  get  good  terms,  and  she  suc- 
ceeded. He  was  anxious  to  break  the  connexion;  he 
owned  it  had  hung  like  a  millstone  round  his  neck,  and 
caused  him  a  great  deal  of  remorse— annoyance  you 
may  call  it.  He  was  immensely  cut  up  about  it.  I  re- 
member, when  that  fellow  was  hanged  for  murdering  a 
woman,  Barnes  said  he  did  not  wonder  at  his  having 
done  it.  Young  men  make  those  connexions  in  their 
early  lives,  and  rue  them  all  their  days  after.  He  was 
heartily  sorry,  that  we  may  take  for  granted.  He  wished 
to  lead  a  proper  life.  My  grandmother  managed  this 
business  with  the  Dorkings.  I^ady  Kew  still  pulls 
stroke-oar  in  our  boat,  you  know,  and  the  old  woman 
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will  not  give  up  her  place.  They  know  everything  the 
elders  do.  He  is  a  clever  fellow.  He  is  witty  in  his 
way.  When  he  likes  he  can  make  himself  quite  agree- 
able to  some  people.  There  has  been  no  sort  of  force. 
You  don't  suppose  young  ladies  are  confined  in  dun- 
geons and  subject  to  tortures,  do  you?  But  there  is  a 
brood  of  Pulleyns  at  Chanticlere,  and  old  Dorking  has 
nothing  to  give  them.  His  daughter  accepted  Barnes 
of  her  own  free  will,  he  knowing  perfectly  well  of  that 
previous  affair  with  Jack.  The  poor  devil  bursts  into 
the  place  yesterday,  and  the  girl  drops  down  in  a  faint. 
She  will  see  Belsize  this  very  day  if  he  likes.  I  took  a 
note  from  Lady  Dorking  to  him  at  five  o'clock  this 
morning.  If  he  fancies  that  there  is  any  constraint  put 
upon  Lady  Clara's  actions,  she  will  tell  him  with  her 
own  lips  that  she  has  acted  of  her  own  free  will.  She 
will  marry  the  husband  she  has  chosen,  and  do  her  duty 
by  him.  You  are  quite  a  young  un  who  boil  and  froth 
up  with  indignation  at  the  idea  that  a  girl  hardly  off 
with  an  old  love  should  take  on  with  a  new — " 

"  I  am  not  indignant  with  her,"  says  Clive,  "  for 
breaking  with  Belsize,  but  for  marrying  Barnes." 

"  You  hate  him,  and  you  know  he  is  your  enemy ;  and, 
indeed,  young  fellow,  he  does  not  compliment  you  in 
talking  about  you.  A  pretty  young  scapegrace  he  has 
made  you  out  to  be,  and  very  likely  thinks  you  to  be. 
It  depends  on  the  colours  in  which  a  fellow  is  painted. 
Our  friends  and  our  enemies  draw  us, — and  I  often 
think  both  pictures  are  like,"  continued  the  easy  world- 
philosopher.  "  You  hate  Barnes,  and  cannot  see  any 
good  in  him.  He  sees  none  in  you.  There  have  been 
tremendous  shindies  in  Park  Lane  apropos  of  your  wor- 
ship, and  of  a  subject  which  I  don't  care  to  mention," 
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said  Lord  Kew,  with  some  dignity;  "  and  what  is  the 
upshot  of  all  this  malevolence  ?  I  like  you ;  I  like  your 
father,  I  think  he  is  a  noble  old  boy ;  there  are  those  who 
represented  him  as  a  sordid  schemer.  Give  Mr.  Barnes 
the  benefit  of  common  charity  at  any  rate;  and  let 
others  like  him,  if  you  do  not. 

"  And  as  for  this  romance  of  love,"  the  young  noble- 
man went  on,  kindling  as  he  spoke,  and  forgetting  the 
slang  and  colloquialisms  with  which  we  garnish  all  our 
conversation  — "  this  fine  picture  of  Jenny  and  Jessamy 
falling  in  love  at  first  sight,  billing  and  cooing  in  an 
arbour,  and  retiring  to  a  cottage  afterwards  to  go  on 
cooing  and  billing — Pshaw!  what  folly  is  this!  It  is 
good  for  romances,  and  for  blisses  to  sigh  about;  but 
any  man  who  walks  through  the  world  M'ith  his  eyes 
open,  knows  how  senseless  is  all  this  rubbish.  I  don't 
say  that  a  young  man  and  woman  are  not  to  meet,  and 
to  fall  in  love  that  instant,  and  to  marry  that  day  year, 
and  love  each  other  till  they  are  a  hundred;  that  is  the 
supreme  lot— but  that  is  the  lot  which  the  gods  only 
grant  to  Baucis  and  Philemon,  and  a  very,  very  few 
besides.  As  for  the  rest,  they  must  compromise;  make 
themselves  as  comfortable  as  they  can,  and  take  the 
good  and  the  bad  together.  And  as  for  Jenny  and 
Jessamy,  by  Jove!  look  round  among  your  friends, 
count  up  the  love  matches,  and  see  what  has  been  the 
end  of  most  of  them!  Love  in  a  cottage!  Who  is  to 
pay  the  landlord  for  the  cottage?  Who  is  to  pay  for 
Jenny's  tea  and  cream,  and  Jessamy 's  mutton  chops? 
If  he  has  cold  mutton,  he  will  quarrel  with  her.  If  there 
is  nothing  in  the  cupboard,  a  pretty  meal  they  make. 
No,  you  cry  out  against  people  in  our  world  making 
money  marriages.     Why,  kings  and  queens  marry  on 
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the  same  understanding.  My  butcher  has  saved  a  stock- 
ing full  of  money,  and  marries  his  daughter  to  a  young 
salesman;  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Salesman  prosper  in  hfe,  and 
get  an  alderman's  daughter  for  their  son.  JNIy  attorney 
looks  out  amongst  his  clients  for  an  eligible  husband  for 
Miss  Deeds;  sends  his  son  to  the  bar,  into  Parliament, 
where  he  cuts  a  figure  and  becomes  attorney-general, 
makes  a  fortune,  has  a  house  in  Belgrave  Square,  and 
marries  Miss  Deeds  of  the  second  generation  to  a  peer. 
Do  not  accuse  us  of  being  more  sordid  than  our  neigh- 
bours. We  do  but  as  the  world  does;  and  a  girl  in  our 
society  accepts  the  best  parti  which  offers  itself,  just  as 
Miss  Chummey,  when  entreated  by  two  young  gentle- 
men of  the  order  of  costermongers,  incHnes  to  the  one 
who  rides  from  market  on  a  moke,  rather  than  to  the 
gentleman  who  sells  his  greens  from  a  handbasket." 

This  tirade,  which  his  lordship  delivered  with  consid- 
erable spirit,  was  intended  no  doubt  to  carry  a  moral 
for  Clive's  private  hearing;  and  which,  to  do  him  jus- 
tice, the  youth  was  not  slow  to  comprehend.  The  point 
was,  "  Young  man,  if  certain  persons  of  rank  choose  to 
receive  you  very  kindly,  who  have  but  a  comely  face, 
good  manners,  and  three  or  four  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
do  not  presume  upon  their  good  nature,  or  indulge  in 
certain  ambitious  hopes  which  your  vanity  may  induce 
you  to  form.  Sail  down  the  stream  with  the  brass-pots. 
Master  Earthen-pot,  but  beware  of  coming  too  near! 
You  are  a  nice  young  man,  but  there  are  some  prizes 
which  are  too  good  for  you,  and  are  meant  for  your 
betters.  And  you  might  as  well  ask  the  prime  minister 
for  the  next  vacant  Garter  as  expect  to  wear  on  your 
breast  such  a  star  as  Ethel  Newcome." 

Before  Clive  made  his  accustomed  visit  to  his  friends 
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at  the  hotel  opposite,  the  last  great  potentiary  had  arrived 
who  was  to  take  part  in  the  family  congress  of  Baden.  In 
place  of  Ethel's  flushing  cheeks  and  bright  eyes,  Chve 
found,  on  entering  Lady  Ann  Xewcome's  sitting-room, 
the  parchment-covered  features,  and  the  well-known 
hooked  beak  of  the  old  Countess  of  Kew.  To  support 
the  glances  from  beneath  the  bushy  black  eyebrows  on 
each  side  of  that  promontory  was  no  pleasant  matter. 
The  whole  family  cowered  under  Lady  Kew's  eyes  and 
nose,  and  she  ruled  by  force  of  them.  It  was  only  Ethel 
whom  these  awful  features  did  not  utterly  subdue  and 
dismay. 

Besides  Lady  Kew,  Clive  had  the  pleasure  of  finding 
his  lordship  her  grandson.  Lady  Ann  and  children  of 
various  sizes,  and  JNIr.  Barnes ;  not  one  of  whom  was  the 
person  whom  Clive  desired  to  behold. 

The  queer  glance  in  Kew's  eye  directed  towards  Clive, 
who  was  himself  not  by  any  means  deficient  in  percep- 
tion, informed  him  that  there  had  just  been  a  conversa- 
tion in  which  his  own  name  had  figured.  Having  been 
abusing  Clive  extravagantly,  as  he  did  whenever  he  men- 
tioned his  cousin's  name,  Barnes  must  needs  hang  his 
head  when  the  young  fellow  came  in.  His  hand  ^vas 
yet  on  the  chamber-door,  and  Barnes  was  calling  him 
miscreant  and  scoundrel  within;  so  no  wonder  Barnes 
had  a  hangdog  look.  But  as  for  Lady  Kew,  that  veteran 
diplomatist  allowed  no  signs  of  discomfiture,  or  any 
other  emotion,  to  display  themselves  on  lier  ancient 
countenance.  Her  bushy  eyebrows  were  groves  of  mys- 
tery, her  unfathomable  eyes  were  wells  of  gloom. 

She  gratified  Clive  by  a  momentary  loan  of  two 
knuckly  old  fingers,  which  he  was  at  liberty  to  liohl  or 
to  drop;    and  then  he  went  on  to  enjoy  the  felicity  of 
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shaking  hands  with  INlr.  Barnes,  who,  observing  and 
enjoying  his  confusion  over  Lady  Kew's  reception,  de- 
termined to  try  Chve  in  the  same  way,  and  he  gave  Chve 
at  the  same  time  a  supercihous  "  How  de  dah,"  which 
the  other  would  have  liked  to  drive  down  his  throat.  A 
constant  desire  to  throttle  Mr.  Barnes — to  beat  him  on 
the  nose — to  send  him  flying  out  of  window,  was  a  sen- 
timent with  which  this  singular  young  man  inspired 
many  persons  whom  he  accosted.  A  biographer  ought 
to  be  impartial,  yet  I  own,  in  a  modified  degree,  to  have 
partaken  of  this  sentiment.  He  looked  very  much 
younger  than  his  actual  lime  of  life,  and  was  not  of 
commanding  stature;  but  patronised  his  equals,  nay, 
let  us  say  his  betters,  so  insufferably,  that  a  common 
wish  for  his  suppression  existed  amongst  many  persons 
in  society. 

Clive  told  me  of  this  little  circumstance,  and  I  am 
sorry  to  say  of  his  own  subsequent  ill  behaviour.  "  We 
were  standing  apart  from  the  ladies,"  so  Clive  narrated, 
"  when  Barnes  and  I  had  our  little  passage  of  arms. 
He  had  tried  the  finger  business  upon  me  before,  and 
I  had  before  told  him,  either  to  shake  hands  or  to  leave 
it  alone.  You  know  the  way  in  which  the  impudent 
little  beggar  stands  astride,  and  sticks  his  little  feet  out. 
I  brought  my  heel  well  down  on  his  confounded  little 
varnished  toe,  and  gave  it  a  scrunch  which  made  Mr. 
Barnes  shriek  out  one  of  his  loudest  oaths." 

"  D —  clums}^ ,"  screamed  out  Barnes. 

Clive  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  thought  you  only  swore 
at  women,  Barnes." 

"  It  is  you  that  say  things  before  women,  Clive,"  cries 
his  cousin,  looking  very  furious. 

Mr.    Clive   lost   all  patience.      "  In  what  company, 
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Barnes,  would  you  like  me  to  say,  that  I  think  you  are 
a  snob?  Will  you  have  it  on  the  Parade ?  Come  out  and 
I  will  speak  to  you." 

"  Barnes  can't  go  out  on  the  parade,"  cries  Lord  Kew, 
bursting  out  laughing,  "  there's  another  gentleman  there 
wanting  him."  And  two  of  the  three  3^oung  men  en- 
joyed this  joke  exceedingly.  I  doubt  whether  Barnes 
Newcome  Newcome,  Esq.,  of  Newcome,  was  one  of  the 
persons  amused. 

"  What  wickedness  are  you  three  boys  laughing  at?  " 
cries  Lady  Ann,  perfectly  innocent  and  good-natured; 
"  no  good,  I  will  be  bound.  Come  here,  Clive."  Our 
young  friend,  it  must  be  premised,  had  no  sooner  re- 
ceived the  thrust  of  Lady  Kew's  two  fingers  on  entering, 
than  it  had  been  intimated  to  him  that  his  interview  with 
that  gracious  lad}'^  was  at  an  end.  For  she  had  instantly 
called  her  daughter  to  her,  with  whom  her  ladyship  fell 
a-whispering ;  and  then  it  was  that  Clive  retreated  from 
Lady  Kew's  hand,  to  fall  into  Barnes's. 

"  Clive  trod  on  Barnes's  toe,"  cries  out  cheery  Lord 
Kew,  "  and  has  hurt  Barnes's  favourite  corn  so  that  he 
cannot  go  out,  and  is  actually  obliged  to  keep  the  room. 
That's  what  we  were  laughing  at." 

"Hem!"  growled  Lady  Kew.  She  knew  to  what 
her  grandson  alluded.  Lord  Kew  had  represented  Jack 
Belsize,  and  his  thundering  big  stick,  in  the  most  terrific 
colours  to  the  family  council.  The  joke  was  too  good 
a  one  not  to  serve  twice. 

Lady  Ann,  in  her  whispered  conversation  with  the 
old  Countess,  had  possibly  deprecated  her  mother's  anger 
towards  poor  Clive,  for  when  he  came  up  to  the  two 
ladies,  the  younger  took  his  hand  with  great  kindness, 
and  said,  "  My  dear  Clive,  we  are  very  sorry  you  are 
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going.  You  were  of  the  greatest  use  to  us  on  the  jour- 
ney. I  am  sure  you  have  been  uncommonly  good- 
natured  and  obHging,  and  we  shall  all  miss  you  very 
much."  Her  gentleness  smote  the  generous  young  fel- 
low, and  an  emotion  of  gratitude  towards  her  for  being 
so  compassionate  to  him  in  his  misery,  caused  his  cheeks 
to  blush  and  his  eyes  perhaps  to  moisten.  "  Thank  you, 
dear  aunt,"  says  he,  "  you  have  been  very  good  and  kind 
to  me.  It  is  I  that  shall  feel  lonely;  but — but  it  is  quite 
time  that  I  should  go  to  my  work." 

"  Quite  time!  "  said  the  severe  possessor  of  the  eagle 
beak.  "  Baden  is  a  bad  place  for  young  men.  They 
make  acquaintances  here  of  which  very  little  good  can 
come.  They  frequent  the  gambling  tables,  and  live  with 
the  most  disreputable  French  Viscounts.  We  have 
heard  of  your  goings  on,  sir.  It  is  a  great  pity  that 
Colonel  Newcome  did  not  take  you  with  him  to  India." 

"  My  dear  mamma,"  cries  Lady  Ann,  "  I  am  sure 
Clive  has  been  a  very  good  boy  indeed."  The  old  lady's 
morality  put  a  stop  to  Clive's  pathetic  mood,  and  he  re- 
plied with  a  great  deal  of  spirit,  "  Dear  Lady  Ann,  you 
have  been  always  very  good,  and  kindness  is  nothing 
surprising  from  you;  but  Lady  Kew's  advice,  which  I 
should  not  have  ventured  to  ask,  is  an  unexpected  fa- 
vour; my  father  knows  the  extent  of  the  gambling  trans- 
actions to  which  your  ladyship  was  pleased  to  allude,  and 
introduced  me  to  the  gentleman  whose  acquaintance  you 
don't  seem  to  think  eligible." 

"  My  good  young  man,  I  think  it  is  time  you  were 
off,"  Lady  Kew  said  this  time  with  great  good-humour; 
she  liked  Clive's  spirit,  and  as  long  as  he  interfered  with 
none  of  her  plans,  was  quite  disposed  to  be  friendly  with 
him.     "  Go  to  Rome,  go  to  Florence,  go  wherever  you 
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like,  and  study  very  hard,  and  make  very  good  pictures, 
and  come  back  again,  and  we  shall  all  be  very  glad  to 
see  you.  You  have  very  great  talents— these  sketches 
are  really  capital." 

"  Is  not  he  very  clever,  mamma?  "  said  kind  Lady 
Ann,  eagerly,  Clive  felt  the  pathetic  mood  coming  on 
again,  and  an  immense  desire  to  hug  Lady  Ann  in 
his  arms,  and  to  kiss  her.  How  grateful  are  we— how 
touched  a  frank  and  generous  heart  is  for  a  kind  word 
extended  to  us  in  our  pain!  The  pressure  of  a  tender 
hand  nerves  a  man  for  an  operation,  and  cheers  him  for 
the  dreadful  interview  with  the  surgeon. 

That  cool  old  operator,  who  had  taken  ^Ir.  Clive's 
case  in  hand,  now  produced  her  shining  knife,  and  exe- 
cuted the  first  cut  with  perfect  neatness  and  precision. 
*'  We  are  come  here,  as  I  suppose  you  know,  ISIr.  Xew- 
come,  upon  family  matters,  and  I  frankly  tell  you  that 
I  think,  for  your  own  sake,  you  would  be  much  better 
awa3^  I  wrote  my  daughter  a  great  scolding  when  I 
heard  that  you  were  in  this  place." 

"  But  it  was  by  the  merest  chance,  mamma,  indeed  it 
was,"  cries  Lady  Ann. 

"Of  course,  by  the  merest  chance,  and  by  the  merest 
chance  I  heard  of  it  too.  A  little  bird  came  and  told 
me  at  Kissingen.  You  have  no  more  sense,  Ann,  than 
a  goose.  I  have  told  you  so  a  hundred  times.  Lady  Ann 
requested  you  to  stay,  and  I,  my  good  young  friend, 
request  you  to  go  away." 

"  I  needed  no  request,"  said  Clive.  "  ^ly  going,  Lady 
Kew,  is  my  own  act.  I  was  going  without  requiring  any 
guide  to  show  me  to  the  door." 

"  No  doubt  you  were,  and  my  arrival  is  the  signal  for 
Mr.  Newcome's  bon  jour.    I  am  Bogey,  and  I  frighten 
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everybody  away.  By  the  scene  which  you  witnessed 
yesterday,  my  good  young  friend,  and  all  that  pain- 
ful esclandre  on  the  promenade,  you  must  see  how 
absurd  and  dangerous,  and  wicked — yes,  wicked  it 
is  for  parents  to  allow  intimacies  to  spring  up  be- 
tween young  people  which  can  only  lead  to  disgrace  . 
and  unhappiness.  Lady  Dorking  was  another  good- 
natured  goose.  I  had  not  arrived  yesterday  ten 
minutes,  when  my  maid  came  running  in  to  tell  me 
of  what  had  occurred  on  the  promenade;  and,  tired 
as  I  was,  I  went  that  instant  to  Jane  Dorking  and 
passed  the  evening  with  her,  and  that  poor  little  creature 
to  whom  Captain  Belsize  behaved  so  cruelly.  She  does 
not  care  a  fig  for  him — not  one  fig.  Her  childish  incli- 
nation is  passed  away  these  two  years,  whilst  ]Mr.  Jack 
was  performing  his  feats  in  prison;  and  if  the  wretch 
flatters  himself  that  it  was  on  his  account  she  was  agi- 
tated yesterday,  he  is  perfectly  mistaken,  and  you  may 
tell  him  Lady  Kew  said  so.  She  is  subject  to  fainting 
fits.  Dr.  Finck  has  been  attending  her  ever  since  she 
has  been  here.  She  fainted  only  last  Tuesday  at  the 
sight  of  a  rat  walking  about  their  lodgings,  (they  have 
dreadful  lodgings,  the  Dorkings,)  and  no  wonder  she 
was  frightened  at  the  sight  of  that  great  coarse  tipsy 
wretch!  She  is  engaged,  as  you  know,  to  your  connex- 
ion, my  grandson,  Barnes — in  all  respects  a  most  eligible 
union.  The  rank  of  life  of  the  parties  suits  them  to  one 
another.  She  is  a  good  young  woman,  and  Barnes  has 
experienced  from  persons  of  another  sort  such  horrors, 
that  he  will  know  the  blessing  of  domestic  virtue.  It  was 
high  time  he  should.  I  say  all  this  in  perfect  frankness 
to  you. 

"  Go  back  again  and  play  in  the  garden,  little  brats  '^ 
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(this  to  the  innocents  who  came  frisking  in  from  the 
lawn  in  front  of  the  windows) .  "  You  have  been?  And 
Barnes  sent  you  in  here?  Go  up  to  ^liss  Quigley.  Xo, 
stop.  Go  and  tell  Ethel  to  come  down ;  bring  her  down 
with  you.    Do  you  understand?  " 

The  unconscious  infants  toddle  up  stairs  to  their  sis- 
ter; and  Lady  Kew  blandly  says,  "  Ethel's  engagement 
to  my  grandson,  Lord  Kew,  has  long  been  settled  in 
our  family,  though  these  things  are  best  not  talked 
about  until  they  are  quite  determined,  you  know,  my 
dear  Mr.  Newcome.  When  we  saw  you  and  your  father 
in  London,  we  heard  that  you  too — that  you  too  were 
engaged  to  a  young  lady  in  your  own  rank  of  life,  a 
^liss — what  was  her  name? — ]Miss  MacPherson,  Miss 
INlackenzie.  Your  aunt,  Mrs.  Hobson  Xewcome,  who 
I  must  say  is  a  most  blundering  silly  person,  had  set 
about  this  story.  It  appears  there  is  no  truth  in  it.  Do 
not  look  surprised  that  I  know  about  your  affairs.  I 
am  an  old  witch,  and  know  numbers  of  things." 

And,  indeed,  how  Lady  Kew^  came  to  know  this  fact, 
whether  her  maid  corresponded  with  Lady  Ann's  maid, 
what  her  ladyship's  means  of  information  were,  avowed 
or  occult,  this  biographer  has  never  been  able  to  ascer- 
tain. Very  likely  Ethel,  who  in  these  last  three  weeks 
had  been  made  aware  of  that  interesting  circumstance, 
liad  announced  it  to  Lady  Kew  in  the  course  of  a  cross- 
examination,  and  there  may  have  been  a  battle  between 
the  granddaughter  and  the  grandmother,  of  which  tlie 
family  chronicler  of  the  Newcomes  has  had  no  precise 
knowledge.  That  there  were  many  such  I  know— skir- 
mishes, sieges  and  general  engagements.  When  we 
hear  the  guns,  and  see  the  wounded,  we  know  there  has 
been  a  fight.    Who  knows  had  there  been  a  battle  royal, 
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and  was  Miss  Newcome  having  her  wounds  dressed  up 
stairs? 

"  You  will  like  to  say  good-by  to  your  cousin,  I  know," 
Lady  Kew  continued,  with  imperturbable  placidity. 
"  Ethel,  my  dear,  here  is  Mr.  Clive  Newcome,  who  has 
come  to  bid  us  all  good-by."  The  little  girls  came  trot- 
ting down  at  this  moment,  each  holding  a  skirt  of  their 
elder  sister.  She  looked  rather  pale,  but  her  expression 
was  haughty — almost  fierce. 

Clive  rose  up,  as  she  entered,  from  the  sofa  by  the  old 
Countess's  side,  which  place  she  had  pointed  him  to  take 
during  the  amputation.  He  rose  up  and  put  his  hair 
back  oif  his  face,  and  said  very  calmly,  "  Yes,  I  am 
come  to  say  good-by.  My  holidays  are  over,  and  Ridley 
and  I  are  off  for  Rome;  good-by,  and  God  bless  you, 
Ethel." 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  said,  "  Good-by,  Clive," 
but  her  hand  did  not  return  his  pressure,  and  dropped 
to  her  side  when  he  let  it  go. 

Hearing  the  words  good-by,  little  Alice  burst  into  a 
howl,  and  little  Maude,  who  was  an  impetuous  little 
thing,  stamped  her  little  red  shoes,  and  said,  "  It  san't 
be  good-by.  Thve  san't  go."  Alice,  roaring,  clung 
hold  of  Clive's  trousers.  He  took  them  up  gaily,  each 
on  an  arm,  as  he  had  done  a  hundred  times,  and  tossed 
the  children  on  to  his  shoulders,  where  they  used  to  like 
to  pull  his  yellow  moustachios.  He  kissed  the  little 
hands  and  faces,  and  a  moment  after  was  gone. 

"  Qu'as  tu,"  says  M.  de  Florae,  meeting  him  going 
over  the  bridge  to  his  own  hotel.  "  Qu'as  tu,  mon  petit 
Claive.    Est-ce  qu'on  vient  de  t'arracher  une  dent? " 

"  C'est  9a,"  says  Clive,  and  walked  into  the  "  Hotel 
de  France."     "Hullo!   J.  J.!     Ridley!"  he  sang  out. 
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"  Order  the  trap  out  and  let's  be  off."  "  I  thought  we 
were  not  to  march  till  to-morrow,"  says  J.  J.,  divining 
perhaps  that  some  catastrophe  had  occurred.  Indeed, 
^Ir.  Clive  was  going  a  day  sooner  than  he  had  intended. 
He  woke  at  Fribourg  the  next  morning.  It  was  the 
grand  old  cathedral  he  looked  at,  not  Baden  of  the  pine- 
clad  hills,  of  the  pretty  walks  and  the  lime-tree  avenues. 
Not  Baden,  the  prettiest  booth  of  all  Vanity  Fair.  The 
crowds  and  the  music,  the  gambling-tables  and  the  ca- 
daverous croupiers  and  chinking  gold,  were  far  out  of 
sight  and  hearing.  There  was  one  window  in  the  "Hotel 
de  Hollande  "  that  he  thought  of,  how  a  fair  arm  used 
to  open  it  in  the  early  morning,  how  the  muslin  curtain 
in  the  morning  air  swayed  to  and  fro.  He  would  have 
given  how  much  to  see  it  once  more!  Walking  about 
at  Fribourg  in  the  night,  away  from  his  companions,  he 
had  thought  of  ordering  horses,  galloping  back  to  Baden, 
and  once  again  under  that  window,  calling  "  Ethel, 
Ethel."  But  he  came  back  to  his  room  and  the  quiet 
J.  J.,  and  to  poor  Jack  Belsize,  who  had  had  his  tooth 
taken  out,  too. 

We  had  almost  forgotten  Jack,  who  took  a  back  seat 
in  Chve's  carriage,  as  befits  a  secondary  personage  in 
this  history,  and  Clive,  in  truth,  had  almost  forgotten 
him  too.  But  Jack  having  his  own  cares  and  business, 
and  having  rammed  his  own  carpet-bag,  brought  it  down 
without  a  word,  and  Clive  found  him  environed  in  smoke 
when  he  came  down  to  take  his  place  in  the  little 
britzska.  I  wonder  whether  the  window  at  the  "Hotel  de 
Hollande  "  saw  him  go?  There  are  some  curtains  behind 
which  no  historian,  however  prying,  is  allowed  to  peep. 

"  Tiens,  le  petit  part,"  says  Florae  of  the  cigar,  who 
was   ahvays   sauntering.     "  Yes,   we   go,"   says   Clive. 
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"  There  is  a  fourth  j)lace,  Viscount ;  will  you  come 
too?" 

"  I  would  love  it  well,"  replies  Florae,  "  but  I  am  here 
in  faction.  Mj^  cousin  and  Seigneur  JNI.  le  Due  d'lvry 
is  coming  all  the  way  from  Bagneres  de  Bigorre.  He 
says  he  counts  on  me: — affaires  d'etat,  mon  cher,  affaires 
d'etat." 

"  How  pleased  the  duchess  will  be.  Easy  with  that 
bag!"  shouts  Clive.  "How  pleased  the  princess  will 
be."    In  truth  he  hardly  knew  what  he  was  saying. 

"  Vous  croyez;  vous  croyez,"  says  ]M.  de  Florae.  "  As 
you  have  a  fourth  place,  I  know  who  had  best  take  it." 

"  And  who  is  that?  "  asked  the  young  traveller. 

Lord  Kew  and  Barnes  Newcome,  Esq.,  came  out  of 
the  "  Hotel  de  Hollande  "  at  this  moment.  Barnes 
slunk  back,  seeing  Jack  Belsize's  hairy  face.  Kew  ran 
over  the  bridge.  "  Good-by,  Clive.  Good-by,  Jack." 
"  Good-by,  Kew."  It  was  a  great  handshaking.  Away 
goes  the  postilion  blow  ing  his  horn,  and  young  Hannibal 
has  left  Capua  behind  him. 
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'  To  Rome ' 


CHAPTER  XXXI 


MADAME    LA    DUG  HESSE 


-l^D 


OXE  of  Clive  Xewcome's 
letters  from  Baden,  the 
young  man  described  to 
me,  with  considerable  hu- 
mour and  numerous  il- 
lustrations, as  his  wont 
was,  a  great  lady  to 
whom  he  was  presented  at 
that  watering-place  by  his  friend  Lord  Kew.  Lord  Kew 
had  travelled  in  the  East  with  ^Monsieur  le  Due  and 
IMadame  la  Duchesse  d'lvry — the  prince  being  an  old 
friend  of  his  lordship's  family.  He  is  the  "  Q  "  of  Ma- 
dame d'lvry's  book  of  travels,  "  Footprints  of  the  Ga- 
zelles, by  a  daughter  of  the  Crusaders,"  in  which  she 
prays  so  fervently  for  Lord  Kew's  conversion.  He  is 
the  "  Q  "  who  rescued  the  princess  from  the  Arabs,  and 
performed  many  a  feat  which  lives  in  her  glowing  pages. 
He  persists  in  sajnng  that  he  never  rescued  ]Madame  la 
Princesse  from  any  Arabs  at  all,  except  from  one  beg- 
gar who  was  ba^^'ling  out  for  bucksheesh,  and  whom 
Kew  drove  away  with  a  stick.  They  made  pilgrimages 
to  all  the  holy  places,  and  a  piteous  sight  it  was,  said 
Lord  Kew,  to  see  the  old  prince  in  the  Jerusalem  pro- 
cessions at  Easter  pacing  with  bare  feet  and  a  candle. 
Here  Lord  Kew  separated  from  the  prince's  party.  His 
name  does  not  occur  in  the  last  part  of  the  "  Foot- 
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prints;  "  which,  in  truth,  are  filled  full  of  strange  rhap- 
sodies, adventures  which  nobody  ever  saw  but  the  prin- 
cess, and  mystic  disquisitions.  She  hesitates  at  nothing, 
hke  other  poets  of  her  nation:  not  profoundly  learned, 
she  invents  where  she  has  not  acquired ;  mingles  together 
religion  and  the  opera;  and  performs  Parisian  pas-de- 
hallet  before  the  gates  of  monasteries  and  the  cells  of 
anchorites.  She  describes,  as  if  she  had  herself  witnessed 
the  catastrophe,  the  passage  of  the  Red  Sea;  and,  as 
if  there  were  no  doubt  of  the  transaction,  an  unhappy 
love-affair  between  Pharaoh's  eldest  son  and  jNloses's 
daughter.  At  Cairo,  api^opos  of  Joseph's  granaries,  she 
enters  into  a  furious  tirade  against  Potij)har,  whom  she 
paints  as  an  old  savage,  suspicious  and  a  tyrant.  They 
generally  have  a  copy  of  the  "  Footprints  of  the  Ga- 
zelles "  at  the  Circulating  Library  at  Baden,  as  IMadame 
d'lvry  constantly  visits  that  watering-place.  M.  le  Due 
was  not  pleased  with  the  book,  which  was  published  en- 
tirely without  his  concurrence,  and  which  he  described 
as  one  of  the  ten  thousand  follies  of  Madame  la  Du- 
chesse. 

This  nobleman  was  five-and-forty  years  older  than  his 
duchess.  France  is  the  country  where  that  sweet  Chris- 
tian institution  of  manages  de  convenance  (which  so 
many  folks  of  the  family  about  which  this  story  treats 
are  engaged  in  arranging)  is  most  in  vogue.  There 
the  newspapers  daily  announce  that  M.  de  Foy  has  a 
bureau  de  confiance,  where  families  may  arrange  mar- 
riages for  their  sons  and  daughters  in  perfect  comfort 
and  security.  It  is  but  a  question  of  money  on  one 
side  and  the  other.  Mademoiselle  has  so  many  francs 
of  dot;  Monsieur  has  such  and  such  rentes  or  lands  in 
possession  or  reversion,  an  etude  d'avoue,  a  shop  with  a 
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certain  clientele  bringing  him  such  and  such  an  income, 
which  may  be  doubled  by  the  judicious  addition  of  so 
much  capital,  and  the  pretty  little  matrimonial  arrange- 
ment is  concluded  (the  agent  touching  his  per-centage), 
or  broken  off,  and  nobody  unhappy,  and  the  world  none 
the  wiser.  The  consequences  of  the  system  I  do  not 
pretend  j)ersonally  to  know;  but  if  the  light  literature 
of  a  country  is  a  reflex  of  its  manners,  and  French  novels 
are  a  picture  of  French  life,  a  pretty  society  must  that 
be  into  the  midst  of  which  the  London  reader  may  walk 
in  twelve  hours  from  this  time  of  perusal,  and  from 
which  only  twenty  miles  of  sea  separate  us. 

When  the  old  Duke  d'lvrj^  of  the  ancient  ancient 
nobility  of  France,  an  emigrant  with  Artois,  a  warrior 
with  Conde,  an  exile  during  the  reign  of  the  Corsican 
usurper,  a  grand  prince,  a  great  nobleman  afterwards, 
though  shorn  of  nineteen-twentieths  of  his  wealth  by 
the  Revolution,— when  the  Duke  d'lvry  lost  his  two 
sons,  and  his  son's  son  likewise  died,  as  if  fate  had  de- 
termined to  end  the  direct  line  of  that  noble  house,  which 
had  furnished  queens  to  Europe,  and  renowned  chiefs 
to  the  Crusaders — being  of  an  intrepid  spirit,  the  Duke 
was  ill  disposed  to  yield  to  his  redoubtable  enemy,  in 
spite  of  the  cruel  blows  which  the  latter  had  inflicted 
upon  him;  and  when  he  was  more  than  sixty  j^ears  of 
age,  three  months  before  the  July  Revolution  broke  out, 
a  young  lady  of  a  sufficient  nobility,  a  virgin  of  sixteen, 
was  brought  out  of  the  convent  of  the  Sacre  Cceur  at 
Paris,  and  married  with  immense  splendour  and  cere- 
mony to  this  princely  widower.  The  most  august  names 
signed  the  book  of  the  civil  marriage.  ^ladame  la  Dau- 
phine  and  INIadame  la  Duchesse  de  Berri  complimented 
the  young  bride  with  royal  favours.     Her  portrait  by 
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Dubufe  was  in  the  Exhibition  next  year:  a  charming 
young  duchess  indeed,  with  black  eyes,  and  black  ring- 
lets, pearls  on  her  neck,  and  diamonds  in  her  hair,  as 
beautiful  as  a  princess  of  a  fairy  tale.  M.  d'lvry,  whose 
early  life  may  have  been  rather  oragious,  was  yet  a 
gentleman  perfectly  well  conserved.  Resolute  against 
fate  his  enemy,  (one  would  fancj^  fate  was  of  an  aris- 
tocratic turn,  and  took  especial  delight  in  combats  with 
princely  houses;  the  Atridee,  the  Borbonidee,  the  Ivrys, 
— the  Browns  and  Joneses  being  of  no  account,)  the 
prince  seemed  to  be  determined  not  only  to  secure  a 
progeny,  but  to  defy  age.  At  sixty  he  was  still  young, 
or  seemed  to  be  so.  His  hair  was  as  black  as  the  prin- 
cess's own,  his  teeth  as  white.  If  you  saw  him  on  the 
Boulevard  de  Gand,  sunning  among  the  youthful  ex- 
quisites there,  or  riding  au  Bois,  with  a  grace  worthy 
of  old  Franconi  himself,  j^ou  would  take  him  for  one  of 
the  young  men,  of  whom  indeed,  up  to  his  marriage, 
he  retained  a  number  of  the  graceful  follies  and  amuse- 
ments, though  his  manners  had  a  dignity  acquired  in 
the  old  days  of  Versailles  and  the  Trianon,  which  the 
moderns  cannot  hope  to  imitate.  He  was  as  assiduous 
behind  the  scenes  of  the  Opera  as  any  journalist,  or  any 
young  dandy  of  twenty  years.  He  "  ranged  himself," 
as  the  French  phrase  is,  shortly  before  his  marriage,  just 
like  any  other  young  bachelor:  took  leave  of  Phryne 
and  Aspasie  in  the  coulisses,  and  proposed  to  devote 
himself  henceforth  to  his  charming  young  wife. 

The  aff  reux  catastrophe  of  July  arrived.  The  ancient 
Bourbons  were  once  more  on  the  road  to  exile.  M.  le 
Due  d'lvry,  who  lost  his  place  at  court,  his  appointments 
which  helped  his  income  very  much,  and  his  peerage, 
would  no  more  acknowledge  the  usurper  of  Neuilly  than 
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him  of  Elba.  The  ex -peer  retired  to  his  terres.  He 
barricaded  his  house  in  Paris  against  all  supporters  of 
the  citizen  King;  his  nearest  kinsman,  M.  de  Florae, 
among  the  rest,  who  for  his  part  cheerfully  took  his  oath 
of  fidelity,  and  his  seat  in  Louis  Philippe's  house  of 
peers,  having  indeed  been  accustomed  to  swear  to  all 
dynasties  for  some  years  past. 

In  due  time  Madame  la  Duchesse  d'lvry  gave  birth 
to  a  child,  a  daughter,  whom  her  noble  father  received 
with  but  small  pleasure.  What  the  Duke  desired  was 
an  heir  to  his  name,  a  Prince  de  Montcontour,  to  fill  the 
place  of  the  sons  and  grandsons  gone  before  him  to  join 
their  ancestors  in  the  tomb.  No  more  children  however 
blessed  the  old  Duke's  union.  Madame  d'lvry  went 
the  round  of  all  the  watering-places;  pilgrimages  were 
tried;  vows  and  gifts  to  all  saints  supposed  to  be  fa- 
vourable to  the  d'lvry  family,  or  to  families  in  general; 
but  the  saints  turned  a  deaf  ear, — they  were  inexorable 
since  the  true  religion  and  the  elder  Bourbons  were  ban- 
ished from  France. 

Living  b}'^  themselves  in  their  ancient  castle,  or  their 
dreary  mansion  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  I  suppose 
the  Duke  and  Duchess  grew  tired  of  one  another,  as 
persons  who  enter  into  a  manage  de  convenance  some- 
times, nay,  as  those  who  light  a  flaming  love-match  and 
run  away  with  one  another,  will  be  found  to  do.  A  lady 
of  one-and-twenty  and  a  gentleman  of  sixty-six,  alone  in 
a  great  castle,  have  not  unfrequently  a  third  guest  at 
their  table,  who  comes  without  a  card,  and  whom  they 
cannot  shut  out,  though  tliey  keep  their  doors  closed  ever 
so.  His  name  is  Ennui,  and  many  a  long  hour  and 
weary  weary  night  must  such  folks  pass  in  the  unbidden 
society  of  this  Old  INIan  of  the  Sea;    this  daily  guest 
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at  the  board;  this  watchful  attendant  at  the  fireside; 
this  assiduous  companion  who  will  walk  out  with  you; 
this  sleepless  restless  bedfellow. 

At  first,  M.  d'lvry,  that  well-conserved  nobleman  who 
never  would  allow  that  he  was  not  young,  exhibited  no 
sign  of  doubt  regarding  his  own  youth  except  an  ex- 
treme jealousy  and  avoidance  of  all  other  young  fellows. 
Very  likely  JNIadame  la  Duchesse  may  have  thought  men 
in  general  dyed  their  hair,  wore  stays,  and  had  the  rheu- 
matism. Coming  out  of  the  convent  of  the  Sacre  Coeur, 
how  was  the  innocent  young  lady  to  know  better?  You 
see,  in  these  manages  de  convenance,  though  a  coronet 
may  be  convenient  to  a  beautiful  young  creature,  and  a 
beautiful  young  creature  may  be  convenient  to  an  old 
gentleman,  there  are  articles  which  the  marriage-monger 
cannot  make  to  convene  at  all:  tempers  over  which  M. 
de  Foy  and  his  like  have  no  control,  and  tastes  which 
cannot  be  put  into  the  marriage  settlements.  So  this 
couple  were  unhappy,  and  the  Duke  and  Duchess  quar- 
relled with  one  another  like  the  most  vulgar  pair  who 
ever  fought  across  a  table. 

In  this  unhappy  state  of  home  affairs,  Madame  took 
to  literature.  Monsieur  to  politics.  She  discovered  that 
she  was  a  great  unappreciated  soul,  and  when  a  woman 
finds  that  treasure  in  her  bosom,  of  course  she  sets  her 
own  price  on  the  article.  Did  you  ever  see  the  first  poems 
of  Madame  la  Duchesse  d'lvry,  "  Les  Cris  de  I'Ame?  " 
She  used  to  read  them  to  her  very  intimate  friends,  in 
white,  with  her  hair  a  good  deal  down  her  back.  They 
had  some  success.  Dubufe  having  painted  her  as  a 
Duchess,  Scheffer  depicted  her  as  a  Muse.  That  was  in 
the  third  year  of  her  marriage,  when  she  rebelled  against 
the  Duke  her  husband,  insisted  on  opening  her  salons  to 
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art  and  literature,  and,  a  fervent  devotee  still,  proposed 
to  unite  genius  and  religion.  Poets  had  interviews  with 
her.  Musicians  came  and  twanged  guitars  to  her.  Her 
husband,  entering  her  room,  would  fall  over  the  sabre 
and  sjDurs  of  Count  Almaviva  from  the  boulevard,  or 
Don  Basilio  with  his  great  sombrero  and  shoe-buckles. 
The  old  gentleman  was  breathless  and  bewildered  in  fol- 
lowing her  through  all  her  vagaries.  He  was  of  old 
France,  she  of  new.  What  did  he  know  of  the  Ecole 
Romantique,  and  these  jeunes  gens  with  their  jNIarie 
Tudors  and  Tours  de  Xesle,  and  sanguineous  histories 
of  queens  who  sewed  their  lovers  into  sacks,  emperors 
^vho  had  interviews  with  robber  captains  in  Charle- 
magne's tomb,  Buridans  and  Hernanis,  and  stuff?  jNIon- 
sieur  le  Vicomte  de  Chateaubriand  was  a  man  of  genius 
as  a  M'riter,  certainly  immortal;  and  M.  de  Lamartine 
was  a  young  man  extremely  hicu  pensant,  but,  ma  foi, 
give  him  Crchillon  fils,  or  a  bonne  farce  of  ]M.  Vade 
to  make  laugh ;  for  the  great  sentiments,  for  the  beauti- 
ful style  give  him  M.  de  Lormian  (although  Bonapart- 
ist)  or  the  Abbe  de  Lille.  And  for  the  new  school!  bah! 
these  little  Dumas,  and  Hugos,  and  oNIussets,  what  is 
all  that?  "  ]M.  de  Lormian  shall  be  immortal,  JNlon- 
sieur,"  he  would  say,  "  when  all  these  freluquets  are  for- 
gotten." After  his  marriage  he  frequented  the  coulisses 
of  the  Opera  no  more;  but  he  was  a  pretty  constant 
attendant  at  the  Theatre  Fran^ais,  where  you  might 
hear  liim  snoring  over  the  cliefs-d'oeuvres  of  French 
tragedy. 

For  some  little  time  after  1830,  the  Duchesse  was  as 
great  a  Carlist  as  her  husband  could  wish;  and  they 
conspired  together  very  comfortably  at  first.  Of  an 
adventurous  turn,  eager  for  excitement  of  all  kinds, 
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nothing  would  have  better  pleased  the  Duchesse  than 
to  follow  Madame  in  her  adventurous  courses  in  La 
Vendee,  disguised  as  a  boy  above  all.  She  was  per- 
suaded to  stay  at  home,  however,  and  aid  the  good  cause 
at  Paris;  whilst  Monsieur  le  Due  went  off  to  Brittany 
to  offer  his  old  sword  to  the  mother  of  his  king.  But 
Madame  was  discovered  up  the  chimney  at  Rennes,  and 
all  sorts  of  things  were  discovered  afterwards.  The  world 
said  that  our  silly  little  Duchess  of  Paris  was  partly  the 
cause  of  the  discovery.  Sf)ies  were  put  upon  her,  and 
to  some  people  she  would  tell  anything.  JNI.  le  Due,  on 
paying  his  annual  visit  to  august  exiles  at  Goritz,  was 
very  badly  received:  Madame  la  Dauphine  gave  him 
a  sermon.  He  had  an  awful  quarrel  with  Madame  la 
Duchesse  on  returning  to  Paris.  He  provoked  JNIon- 
sieur  le  Comte  Tiercelin,  le  beau  Tiercelin,  an  officer  of 
ordonnance  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans,  into  a  duel,  apropos 
of  a  cup  of  coffee  in  a  salon;  he  actually  wounded  the 
beau  Tiercelin — he  sixty-five  years  of  age !  His  nephew, 
M.  de  Florae,  was  loud  in  praise  of  his  kinsman's  brav- 
ery. 

That  prett}^  figure  and  complexion  which  still  appear 
so  captivating  in  INI.  Dubufe's  portrait  of  JNIadame  la 
Duchesse  d'lvry,  have  long  existed — it  must  be  owned 
only  in  paint.  ''  Je  la  pre  fere  a  Vluiile"  the  Vicomte 
de  Florae  said  of  his  cousin.  "  She  should  get  her  blushes 
from  Monsieur  Dubufe— those  of  her  present  furnishers 
are  not  near  so  natural."  Sometimes  the  Duchess  ap- 
peared with  these  postiches  roses,  sometimes  of  a  mortal 
paleness.  Sometimes  she  looked  plump,  on  other  occa- 
sions wofully  thin.  "  When  she  goes  into  the  world," 
said  the  same  chronicler,  "  ma  cousine  surrounds  herself 
with  jupons—c'est  pour  defendre  sa  vertu:    when  she 
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is  in  a  devotional  mood,  she  gives  up  rouge,  roast-meat, 
and  crinoline,  and  fait  maigre  absolinnentJ"  To  spite 
the  Duke  her  husband  she  took  up  with  the  Vicomte  de 
Florae,  and  to  please  herself  she  cast  him  awa}-.  She 
took  his  brother,  the  Abbe  de  Florae,  for  a  director,  and 
presently  parted  from  him.  "  JNIon  frere,  ce  saint  homme 
ne  parle  jamais  de  Madame  la  Duchesse,  maintenant," 
said  the  Vicomte.  "  She  must  have  confessed  to  him 
des  choses  afFreuses — oh  oui! — afFreuses,  ma  parole 
d'honneur! " 

The  Duke  d'lvry  being  archiroyaliste,  ^Madame  la 
Duchesse  must  make  herself  ultra-Philippiste.  "  Oh  oui ! 
tout  ce  qu'il  y  a  de  plus  ^ladame  Adelaide  au  monde!  " 
cried  Florae.  "  She  raffoles  of  M.  le  Regent.  She  used 
to  keep  a  fast  of  the  day  of  the  supplice  of  Philippe 
Egalite,  Saint  and  Martj^r.  I  say  used,  for  to  make 
to  enrage  her  husband,  and  to  recall  the  Abbe  my  brother, 
did  she  not  advise  herself  to  consult  ]M.  le  Pasteur 
Grigou,  and  to  attend  the  preach  at  his  Temple  ?  When 
this  sheep  had  brought  her  shepherd  back,  she  dismissed 
the  Pasteur  Grigou.  Then  she  tired  of  ]M.  I'Abbe  again, 
and  my  brother  is  come  out  from  her,  shaking  his  good 
,head.  Ah!  she  must  have  put  things  into  it  which  aston- 
ished the  good  Abbe!  You  know  he  has  since  taken 
the  Dominican  robe?  My  word  of  honour!  I  believe 
it  was  terror  of  her  that  drove  him  into  a  convent.  You 
shall  see  him  at  Rome,  Clive.  Give  him  news  of  his 
elder,  and  tell  him  this  gross  prodigal  is  repenting 
amongst  the  swine.  My  word  of  honour!  I  desire  but 
the  death  of  jNIadame  la  Vicomtesse  de  Florae,  to  marry 
and  range  myself! 

"  After  being  Royalist,  Phihppist,  Catholic,  Hugue- 
not, ^ladame  d'lvrv  must  take  to  Pantheism,  to  bearded 
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philosophers  who  beheve  in  nothing,  not  even  in  clean 
linen,  eclecticism,  republicanism,  what  know  I  ?  All  her 
changes  have  been  chronicled  by  books  of  her  composi- 
tion. '  Les  Demons,' poem  Catholic;  Charles  IX.  is  the 
hero,  and  the  demons  are  shot  for  the  most  part  at  the 
catastrophe  of  St.  Bartholomew.  My  good  mother,  all 
good  Catholic  as  she  is,  was  startled  by  the  boldness  of 
this  doctrine.  Then  there  came  '  Une  Dragonnade,  par 
JNIme.  la  Duchesse  d'lvry,'  which  is  all  on  your  side. 
That  was  of  the  time  of  the  Pasteur  Grigou,  that  one. 
The  last  w^as  '  Les  Dieux  dechus,  poeme  en  20  chants, 

par  ]Mme.  la  D d'l.'    Guard  yourself  well  from  this 

INIuse !  If  she  takes  a  f ancj^  to  you  she  will  never  leave 
j^ou  alone.  If  you  see  her  often  she  will  fancy  you  are 
in  love  with  her,  and  tell  her  husband.  She  always  tells 
my  uncle — afterwards — after  she  has  quarrelled  with 
you  and  grown  tired  of  you !  Eh !  being  in  London  once, 
she  had  the  idea  to  make  herself  a  Quakre;  wore  the 
costume,  consulted  a  minister  of  that  culte,  and  quar- 
relled with  him  as  of  rule.  It  appears  the  Quakers  do 
not  beat  themselves,  otherwise  my  poor  uncle  must  have 
paid  of  his  person. 

"  The  turn  of  the  philosophers  then  came,  the  chemists, 
the  natural  historians,  what  know  I  ?  She  made  a  labora- 
tory in  her  hotel,  and  rehearsed  poisons  like  INIadame  de 
Brinvilliers — she  spent  hours  in  the  Jardin  des  Plantes. 
Since  she  has  grown  affreusement  maigre  and  wears 
mounting  robes,  she  has  taken  more  than  ever  to  the 
idea  that  she  resembles  INIary  Queen  of  Scots.  She  wears 
a  little  frill  and  a  little  cap.  Every  man  she  loves,  she 
says,  has  come  to  misfortune.  She  calls  her  lodgings 
Lochleven.  Eh!  I  pity  the  landlord  of  Lochleven! 
She  calls  ce  gros  Blackball,  that  pillar  of  estaminets,  that 
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prince  of  mauvais-ton,  her  Bothwell;  little  Mijaud,  the 
poor  little  pianist,  she  named  her  Rizzio;  young  Lord 
Greenhorn,  who  was  here  with  his  Governor,  a  Monsieur 
of  Oxfort,  she  christened  her  Darnley,  and  the  ^linister 
Anglican,  her  John  Knox!  The  poor  man  was  quite 
enchanted!  Beware  of  this  haggard  Siren,  my  little 
Clive! — mistrust  her  dangerous  song!  Her  cave  is  jon- 
chee  with  the  bones  of  her  victims.  Be  j-ou  not  one!  " 
Far  from  causing  Clive  to  avoid  ^ladame  la  Duchesse, 
these  cautions  very  likely  would  have  made  him  only 
the  more  eager  to  make  her  acquaintance,  but  that  a 
much  nobler  attraction  drew  him  elsewhere.  At  fu-st, 
being  introduced  to  Madame  d'lvry's  salon,  he  was 
pleased  and  flattered,  and  behaved  himself  there  merrily 
and  agreeably  enough.  He  had  not  studied  Horace 
Vernet  for  nothing;  he  drew  a  fine  picture  of  Kew  res- 
cuing her  from  the  Arabs,  with  a  plenty  of  sabres,  pis- 
tols, burnouses,  and  dromedaries.  He  made  a  pretty 
sketch  of  her  little  girl  Antoinette,  and  a  wonderful  like- 
ness of  Miss  O 'Grady,  the  little  girl's  governess,  the 
mother's  dame  de  compagnie; — Miss  O'Grady,  with  the 
richest  Milesian  brogue,  who  had  been  engaged  to  give 
Antoinette  the  pure  English  accent.  But  the  French 
lady's  great  eyes  and  painted  smiles  would  not  bear 
comparison  with  Ethel's  natural  brightness  and  beauty. 
Clive,  who  had  been  appointed  painter  in  ordinary  to  the 
Queen  of  Scots,  neglected  his  business,  and  went  over 
to  the  English  faction;  so  did  one  or  two  more  of  the 
Princess's  followers,  leaving  her  Majesty  by  no  means 
well  pleased  at  their  desertion. 

There  had  been  many  quarrels  between  M.  d'lvry  and 
his  next  of  kin.    Political  differences,  private  differences 
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— a  long  story.  The  Duke,  who  had  been  wild  himself, 
could  not  pardon  the  Vicomte  de  Florae  for  being  wild. 
Efforts  at  reconciliation  had  been  made  which  ended 
unsuccessfully.  The  Vicomte  de  Florae  had  been  al- 
lowed for  a  brief  space  to  be  intimate  with  the  chief 
of  his  family,  and  then  had  been  dismissed  for  being  too 
intimate.  Right  or  wrong,  the  Duke  was  jealous  of  all 
young  men  who  approached  the  Duchesse.  "  He  is  sus- 
picious," Madame  de  Florae  indignantly  said,  "  because 
he  remembers ;  and  he  thinks  other  men  are  like  himself." 
The  Vicomte  discreetly  said,  "  My  cousin  has  paid  me 
the  compliment  to  be  jealous  of  me,"  and  acquiesced  in 
his  banishment  with  a  shrug. 

During  the  emigration  the  old  Lord  Kew  had  been 
very  kind  to  exiles,  M.  d'lvry  amongst  the  number;  and 
that  nobleman  was  anxious  to  return  to  all  Lord  Kew's 
family  when  they  came  to  France  the  hospitality  which 
he  had  received  himself  in  England.  He  still  remem- 
bered or  professed  to  remember  Lady  Kew's  beauty. 
How  many  women  are  there,  awful  of  aspect,  at  pres- 
ent, of  whom  the  same  pleasing  legend  is  not  narrated? 
It  must  be  true,  for  do  not  they  themselves  confess  it? 
I  know  of  few  things  more  remarkable  or  suggestive  of 
philosophic  contemplation  than  those  physical  changes. 

When  the  old  Duke  and  the  old  Countess  met 
together  and  talked  confidentially,  their  conversation 
bloomed  into  a  jargon  wonderful  to  hear.  Old  scandals 
woke  up,  old  naughtinesses  rose  out  of  their  graves,  and 
danced,  and  smirked,  and  gibbered  again,  like  those 
wicked  nuns  whom  Bertram  and  Robert  le  Diable  evoke 
from  their  sepulchres  whilst  the  bassoon  performs  a 
diabolical  incantation.  The  Brighton  Pavilion  was  ten- 
anted:  Ranelagh  and  the  Pantheon  swarmed  with  dan- 
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cers  and  masks;  Perdita  was  found  again,  and  walked 
a  minuet  with  the  Prince  of  Wales.  Mrs.  Clarke  and 
the  Duke  of  York  danced  together— a  pretty  dance. 
The  old  Duke  wore  a  jabot  and  ailes-de-jngeon,  the  old 
Countess  a  hoop,  and  a  cushion  on  her  head.  If  haply 
the  young  folks  came  in,  the  elders  modified  their  recol- 
lections, and  Lady  Kew  brought  honest  old  King  George 


and  good  old  ugly  Queen  Charlotte  to  the  rescue.  Her 
ladyship  was  sister  of  the  ^Marquis  of  Steyne,  and  in 
some  respects  resembled  that  lamented  nobleman.  Their 
family  had  relations  in  France  ( Lady  Kew  had  always  a 
pied-a-terre  at  Paris,  a  bitter  little  scandal-shop,  where 
les  hien-pensants  assembled  and  retailed  the  most  awful 
stories  against  the  reigning  dynasty).  It  was  she  who 
handed  over  le  petit  Kiou,  when  quite  a  boy,  to  INIonsieur 
and  Madame  d'lvry,  to  be  lance  into  Parisian  society. 
He  was  treated  as  a  son  of  the  family  by  the  Duke,  one 
of  whose  many  Christian-names  his  lordsliip  Francis 
George  Xavier  Earl  of  Kew  and  Viscount  Walham 
bears.    If  Lady  Kew  hated  any  one  (and  she  could  hate 
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very  considerably)  she  hated  her  daughter-in-law,  Wal- 
ham's  widow,  and  the  Methodists  who  surrounded  her. 
Kew  remain  among  a  pack  of  psahn-singing  old  women 
and  parsons  with  his  mother!  Fi  done!  Frank  was 
Lady  Kew's  boy,  she  would  form  him,  marry  him,  leave 
him  her  money  if  he  married  to  her  liking,  and  show  him 
life.    And  so  she  showed  it  to  him. 

Have  you  taken  your  children  to  the  National  Gallery 
in  London,  and  shown  them  the  "  Marriage  a  la  Mode?  "^ 
Was  the  artist  exceeding  the  privilege  of  his  calling  in 
painting  the  catastrophe  in  which  those  guilty  people 
all  suffer?  If  this  fable  were  not  true,  if  many  and 
many  of  your  young  men  of  pleasure  had  not  acted  it, 
and  rued  the  moral,  I  would  tear  the  page.  You  know 
that  in  our  Nurserj^  Tales  there  is  commonly  a  good  fairy 
to  counsel,  and  a  bad  one  to  mislead  the  young  prince. 
You  perhaps  feel  that  in  your  own  life  there  is  a  Good 
Principle  imploring  you  to  come  into  its  kind  bosom, 
and  a  Bad  Passion  which  tempts  you  into  its  arms.  Be 
of  easy  minds,  good-natured  people!  Let  us  disdain 
surprises  and  coups-de-thedtre  for  once;  and  tell  those 
good  souls  who  are  interested  about  him,  that  there  is  a 
Good  Spirit  coming  to  the  rescue  of  our  young  Lord 
Kew. 

Surrounded  by  her  court  and  royal  attendants,  La 
Reine  Marie  used  graciously  to  attend  the  play-table, 
where  luck  occasionally  declared  itself  for  and  against 
her  Majesty.  Her  appearance  used  to  create  not  a  little 
excitement  in  the  Saloon  of  Roulette,  the  game  which 
she  patronized,  it  being  more  "  fertile  of  emotions  "  than 
the  slower  Trente  et  Quarante.  She  dreamed  of  num- 
bers, had  favourite  incantations  by  which  to  conjure 
them;   noted  the  figures  made  by  peels  of  peaches  and 
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so  forth,  the  numbers  of  houses,  on  hackney-coaches — 
was  superstitious  comme  toutes  les  dvTes  poctiques.  She 
commonly  brought  a  beautiful  agate  bonbonniere  full 
of  gold  pieces  when  she  played.  It  was  wonderful  to 
see  her  grimaces;  to  watch  her  behaviour;  her  appeals 
to  heaven,  her  delight  and  despair.  Madame  la  Baronne 
de  la  Cruchecassee  played  on  one  side  of  her,  Madame 
la  Comtesse  de  Schlangenbad  on  the  other.  When  she 
had  lost  all  her  money  her  INIajestj^  would  condescend  to 
borrow — not  from  those  ladies: — knowing  the  royal  pe- 
culiarity, they  never  had  any  money;  they  always  lost; 
they  swiftly  pocketed  their  winnings  and  never  left  a 
mass  on  the  table,  or  quitted  it,  as  courtiers  will,  when 
they  saw  luck  was  going  against  their  sovereign.  The 
officers  of  her  household  were  Count  Punter,  a  Hanove- 
rian, the  Cavaliere  Spada,  Captain  Blackball  of  a  mys- 
terious English  regiment,  which  might  be  any  one  of 
the  hundred  and  twenty  in  the  Ai'my  List,  and  other 
noblemen  and  gentlemen,  Greeks,  Russians,  and  Span- 
iards. ]Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jones  (of  England)  —who  had 
made  the  princess's  acquaintance  at  Bagneres  (where  her 
lord  still  remained  in  the  gout)  and  perseveringly  fol- 
lowed her  all  the  way  to  Baden— were  dazzled  by  the 
splendour  of  the  company  in  which  they  found  them- 
selves. Miss  Jones  wrote  such  letters  to  her  dearest 
friend  Miss  Thompson,  Cambridge  Square,  London,  as 
caused  that  young  person  to  crever  with  envy.  Bob 
Jones,  who  had  grown  a  pair  of  moustachios  since  he 
left  home,  began  to  think  slightingly  of  poor  little 
Fanny  Thompson,  now  he  had  got  into  "  the  best  Con- 
tinental society."  IMight  not  he  quarter  a  countess's  coat 
on  liis  brougliam  along  with  tlie  Jones'  arms,  or  more 
slap-up  still,  have  the  two  shields  painted  on  the  panels 
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with  the  coronet  over?  "Do  you  know  the  princess 
calls  herself  the  Queen  of  Scots  and  she  calls  me  Julian 
Avenel?  "  says  Jones  delighted  to  CHve,  who  wrote  me 
about  the  transmogrification  of  our  schoolfellow,  an  at- 
torney's son,  whom  I  recollected  a  snivelling  little  boy 
at  Grey  Friars.  "  I  say,  Newcome,  the  princess  is  going 
to  establish  an  order,"  cried  Bob  in  ecstasy.  Every  one 
of  her  aides-de-camp  had  a  bunch  of  orders  at  his  button, 
excepting,  of  course,  poor  Jones. 

Like  all  persons  who  beheld  her,  when  Miss  Newcome 
and  her  party  made  their  appearance  at  Baden,  Mon- 
sieur de  Florae  was  enraptured  with  her  beauty.  "  I 
speak  of  it  constantly  before  the  Duchesse.  I  know  it 
pleases  her,"  so  the  Vicomte  said.  "  You  should  have 
seen  her  looks  when  your  friend  M.  Jones  praised  Miss 
Newcome !  She  ground  her  teeth  with  fury.  Tiens,  ce 
petit  sournois  de  Kiou!  He  always  spoke  of  her  as  a 
mere  sac  d'argent  that  he  was  about  to  marry — an  ingot 
of  the  cite — une  fiUe  de  Lord  JNIaire.  Have  all  English 
bankers  such  pearls  of  daughters?  If  the  Vicomtesse  de 
Florae  had  but  quitted  the  earth,  dont  elle  fait  I'orne- 
ment — I  would  present  myself  to  the  charmante  Meess 
and  ride  a  steeple-chase  with  Kiou!  "  That  he  should 
win  the  Viscount  never  doubted. 

When  Lady  Ann  Newcome  first  appeared  in  the  ball- 
room at  Baden,  Madame  la  Duchesse  d'lvry  begged  the 
Earl  of  Kew  {notre  filleul  she  called  him)  to  present  her 
to  his  aunt  Miladi  and  her  charming  daughter.  "  My 
filleul  had  not  prepared  me  for  so  much  grace,"  she  said, 
turning  a  look  towards  Lord  Kew,  which  caused  his  lord- 
ship some  embarrassment.  Her  kindness  and  gracious- 
ness  were  extreme.  Her  caresses  and  compliments  never 
ceased  all  the  evening.     She  told  the  mother,  and  the 
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daughter  too,  that  she  had  never  seen  any  one  so  lovely 
as  Ethel.  AVhenever  she  saw  Lady  Ann's  children  in 
the  walks  she  ran  to  them  (so  that  Captain  Blackball  and 
Count  Punter,  A.D.C.,  were  amazed  at  her  tenderness) , 
she  etouffed  them  with  kisses.  What  lilies  and  roses! 
What  lovely  httle  creatures !  What  companions  for  her 
own  Antoinette!  "  This  is  your  governess,  ^liss  Quigli; 
JNIademoiselle,  you  must  let  me  present  you  to  ]Miss 
O'Gredi,  your  compatriot,  and  I  hope  your  children  will 
be  alM-ays  together."  The  Irish  Protestant  governess 
scowled  at  the  Irish  Catholic — there  was  a  Boyne  Water 
between  them. 

Little  Antoinette,  a  lonely  little  girl,  was  glad  to  find 
any  companions.  "Mamma  kisses  me  on  the  promenade," 
she  told  them  in  her  artless  way.  "  She  never  kisses  me 
at  home."  One  day  when  Lord  Kew  with  Florae  and 
Clive  was  playing  with  the  children,  Antoinette  said, 
"  Pourquoi  ne  venez-vous  plus  chez  nous,  M.  de  Kew? 
And  why  does  mamma  say  you  are  a  Idche?  She  said  so 
yesterday  to  ces  INIessieurs.  And  why  does  mamma  say 
thou  art  only  a  vaurien,  mon  cousin?  Thou  art  always 
very  good  for  me.  I  love  thee  better  than  all  those  ]Mes- 
sieurs.  Ma  tante  Florae  a  ete  bonne  pour  moi  a  Paris 
aussi — Ah!   qu'elle  a  ete  bonne!  " 

"  C'est  que  les  anges  aiment  bien  les  petits  cherubins, 
and  my  mother  is  an  angel,  seest  thou,"  cries  Florae,  kiss- 
ing her. 

"  Thy  mother  is  not  dead,"  said  little  Antoinette, 
"  then  why  dost  thou  cry,  my  cousin?  "  And  the  three 
spectators  were  touched  by  this  little  scene  and  speech. 

Lady  Ann  Newcome  received  the  caresses  and  com- 
phments  of  INIadame  la  Duchesse  with  marked  coldness 
on  the  part  of  one  commonly  so  very  good-natured. 
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Ethel's  instinct  told  her  that  there  was  something  wrong 
in  this  woman,  and  she  shrank  from  her  with  haughty 
reserve.  The  girl's  conduct  was  not  likely  to  please  the 
French  lady,  but  she  never  relaxed  in  her  smiles  and 
her  compliments,  her  caresses,  and  her  professions  of 
admiration.  She  was  present  when  Clara  Pullej'-n  fell; 
and,  prodigal  of  cdlineries  and  consolation,  and  shawls 
and  scent-bottles,  to  the  unhappy  young  lady,  she  would 
accompany  her  home.  She  inquired  perpetually  after 
the  health  of  cette  pauvre  petite  Miss  Clara.  Oh,  how 
she  railed  against  ces  Anglaises  and  their  prudery!  Can 
you  fancy  her  and  her  circle,  the  tea-table  set  in  the 
twilight  that  evening,  the  court  assembled,  Madame  de 
la  Cruchecassee  and  Madame  de  Schlangenbad;  and 
their  whiskered  humble  servants,  Baron  Punter,  and 
Count  Spada,  and  Marquis  lago,  and  Prince  lachimo, 
and  worthy  Captain  Blackball?  Can  you  fancy  a  moon- 
light conclave,  and  ghouls  feasting  on  the  fresh  corpse 
of  a  reputation: — the  gibes  and  sarcasms,  the  laughing 
and  the  gnashing  of  teeth?  How  they  tear  the  dainty 
limbs,  and  relish  the  tender  morsels ! 

"  The  air  of  this  place  is  not  good  for  you,  believe  me, 
my  little  Kew;  it  is  dangerous.  Have  pressing  affairs 
in  England;  let  your  chateau  burn  down;  or  your  in- 
tendant  run  away,  and  pursue  him.  Partez,  mon  petit 
Kiou;  partez,  or  evil  will  come  of  it."  Such  was  the 
advice  which  a  friend  of  Lord  Kew  gave  the  young 
nobleman. 


CHAPTER    XXXII 


BARNES  S    COURTSHIP 


THEL  had  made  various  at- 
tempts to  become  intimate 
!^j^  with  her  future  sister-in-law ; 
2^§,  had  ^valked,  and  ridden,  and 
talked  with  Lady  Clara  be- 
fore Barnes's  arrival.  She 
had  come  awaj"^  not  very 
p  ."^  much  impressed  with  respect 
for  Lady  Clara's  mental  pow- 
ers ;  indeed  we  have  said  that 
Miss  Ethel  was  rather  more  prone  to  attack  women  than 
to  admire  them,  and  was  a  little  hard  upon  the  fashion- 
able 3^oung  persons  of  her  acquaintance  and  sex.  In 
after  life,  care  and  thought  subdued  her  pride,  and  she 
learned  to  look  at  society  more  good-naturedly;  but  at 
this  time  and  for  some  years  after,  she  was  impatient  of 
common-place  people,  and  did  not  choose  to  conceal  her 
scorn.  Lady  Clara  was  very  much  afraid  of  her.  Those 
timid  little  thoughts,  which  would  come  out,  and  frisk 
and  gambol  with  pretty  graceful  antics,  and  advance 
confidingly  at  the  sound  of  Jack  Belsize's  jolly  voice, 
and  nibble  crumbs  out  of  his  liand,  shrank  away  before 
Ethel,  severe  nymph  with  tlie  bright  eyes,  and  liid  them- 
selves under  the  thickets  and  in  the  shade.  Who  has  not 
overheard  a  simple  couple  of  girls,  or  of  lovers  possibly, 
pouring  out  their  little  hearts,  laughing  at  their  own 
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little  jokes,  prattling  and  prattling  away  unceasingly, 
until  mamma  appears  with  her  awful  didactic  counte- 
nance, or  the  governess  with  her  dry  moralities,  and  the 
colloquy  straightway  ceases,  the  laughter  stops,  the  chirp 
of  the  harmless  little  birds  is  hushed?  Lady  Clara  being 
of  a  timid  nature,  stood  in  as  much  awe  of  Ethel  as  of 
her  father  and  mother;  whereas  her  next  sister,  a  brisk 
young  creature  of  seventeen,  who  was  of  the  order  of 
romps  or  tomboys,  was  by  no  means  afraid  of  Miss  New- 
come,  and  indeed  a  much  greater  favourite  with  her  than 
her  placid  elder  sister. 

Young  ladies  may  have  been  crossed  in  love,  and  have 
had  their  sufferings,  their  frantic  moments  of  grief  and 
tears,  their  wakeful  nights,  and  so  forth;  but  it  is  only 
in  very  sentimental  novels  that  people  occupy  themselves 
perpetually  with  that  passion;  and,  I  believe,  what  are 
called  broken  hearts,  are  very  rare  articles  indeed.  Tom 
is  jilted — is  for  a  while  in  a  dreadful  state — bores  all 
his  male  acquaintance  with  his  groans  and  his  frenzy — 
rallies  from  the  complaint — eats  his  dinner  very  kindly 
— takes  an  interest  in  the  next  turf  event,  and  is  found  at 
Newmarket,  as  usual,  bawling  out  the  odds  which  he 
will  give  or  take.  Miss  has  her  paroxysm  and  recovery 
—Madame  Crinoline's  new  importations  from  Paris 
interest  the  young  creature — she  deigns  to  consider 
whether  pink  or  blue  will  become  her  most — she  con- 
spires with  her  maid  to  make  the  spring  morning  dresses 
answer  for  the  autumn — she  resumes  her  books,  piano, 
and  music  (giving  up  certain  songs  perhaps  that  she 
used  to  sing)  — she  waltzes  with  the  Captain — gets  a 
colour — waltzes  longer,  better,  and  ten  times  quicker 
than  Luc}^  who  is  dancing  with  the  JNIaj  or— replies 
in  an  animated  manner  to  the  Captain's  delightful  re- 
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marks — takes  a  little  supper — and  looks  quite  kindly 
at  him  before  she  pulls  up  the  carriage  windows. 

Clive  may  not  like  his  cousin  Barnes  Xewcome,  and 
many  other  men  share  in  that  antipathy,  but  all  ladies 
do  not.  It  is  a  fact,  that  Barnes,  when  he  likes,  can  make 
himself  a  very  pleasant  fellow.  He  is  dreadfully  satiri- 
cal, that  is  certain ;  but  many  persons  are  amused  by  those 
dreadful  satirical  young  men ;  and  to  hear  fun  made  of 
our  neighbours,  even  of  some  of  our  friends,  does  not 
make  us  ver}^  angry.  Barnes  is  one  of  the  very  best 
waltzers  in  all  society,  that  is  the  truth ;  whereas  it  must  be 
confessed  Some  One  Else  was  ver}^  heavy  and  slow,  his 
great  foot  always  crushing  you,  and  he  always  begging 
j^our  pardon.  Barnes  whirls  a  partner  round  the  room 
ages  after  she  is  read}'-  to  faint.  What  wicked  fun  he 
makes  of  other  people  when  he  stops!  He  is  not  hand- 
some, but  in  his  face  there  is  something  odd-looking  and 
distinguished.  It  is  certain  he  has  beautiful  small  feet 
and  hands. 

He  comes  everj^  day  from  the  Citj^  drops  in,  in  his 
quiet  unobtrusive  way,  and  drinks  tea  at  five  o'clock; 
always  brings  a  budget  of  the  funniest  stories  with  him, 
makes  manmia  laugh,  Clara  laugh,  Henrietta,  who  is  in 
the  school-room  still,  die  of  laughing.  Papa  has  the 
highest  opinion  of  JSIr.  Xewcome  as  a  man  of  business ;  if 
he  had  had  such  a  friend  in  early  life  his  affairs  A\'ould  not 
be  where  they  now  are,  poor  dear  kind  papa !  Do  they 
want  to  go  anywhere,  is  not  Mr.  X'^ewcome  always  ready? 
Did  he  not  procure  that  delightful  room  for  them  to 
witness  the  Lord  ^layor's  show;  and  make  Clara  die  of 
laughing  at  those  odd  City  people  at  the  ^Mansion  House 
ball?  He  is  at  every  party,  and  never  tired,  though  he 
gets  up  so  early;    he  waltzes  with  nobody  else;    he  is 
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always  there  to  put  Lady  Clara  in  the  carriage;  at  the 
drawing-room  he  looked  quite  handsome  in  his  uniform 
of  the  Xewcome  Hussars,  bottle-green  and  silver  lace; 
he  speaks  politics  so  exceedingly  well  with  papa  and 
gentlemen  after  dinner ;  he  is  a  sound  Conservative,  full 
of  practical  good  sense  and  information,  with  no  dan- 
gerous new-fangled  ideas,  such  as  young  men  have. 
When  poor  dear  Sir  Brian  Newcome's  health  gives  way 
quite,  ]Mr.  Newcome  will  go  into  Parliament,  and  then 
he  will  resume  the  old  barony  which  has  been  in  abeyance 
in  the  family  since  the  reign  of  Richard  the  Third. 
They  had  fallen  quite,  quite  low.  Mr.  Newcome's 
grandfather  came  to  London  with  a  satchel  on  his  back, 
like  Whittington.    Isn't  it  romantic? 

This  process  has  been  going  on  for  months.  It  is  not 
in  one  day  that  poor  Lady  Clara  has  been  made  to  for- 
get the  past,  and  to  lay  aside  her  mourning.  Day  after 
day,  very  likely,  the  undeniable  faults  and  many  pecca- 
dilloes of — of  that  other  person,  have  been  exposed  to 
her.  People  around  the  j^oung  lady  may  desire  to  spare 
her  feelings,  but  can  have  no  interest  in  screening  poor 
Jack  from  condign  reprobation.  A  wild  prodigal — a 
disgrace  to  his  order — a  son  of  old  Highgate's  leading 
such  a  life,  and  making  such  a  scandal !  Lord  Dorking 
believes  Mr.  Belsize  to  be  an  abandoned  monster  and 
fiend  in  human  shape ;  gathers  and  relates  all  the  stories 
that  ever  have  been  told  to  the  young  man's  disadvan- 
tage, and  of  these  be  sure  there  are  enough,  and  speaks 
of  him  with  transports  of  indignation.  At  the  end  of 
months  of  unwearied  courtship,  ]Mr.  Barnes  Newcome 
is  honestly  accepted,  and  Lady  Clara  is  waiting  for  him 
at  Baden,  not  unhappy  to  receive  him;  when  walking 
on  the  promenade  with  her  father,  the  ghost  of  her  dead 


THE  NEWCOMES  119 

love  suddenly  rises  before  her,  and  the  young  ladj^  faints 
to  the  ground. 

When  Barnes  Newcome  thinks  fit  he  can  be  perfectly 
placable  in  his  demeanour  and  delicate  in  his  conduct. 
What  he  said  upon  this  painful  subject  was  delivered 
with  the  greatest  propriety.  He  did  not  for  one  moment 
consider  that  Lady  Clara's  agitation  arose  from  any 
present  feeling  in  Mr.  Belsize's  favour,  but  that  she  was 
naturally  moved  by  the  remembrance  of  the  past,  and 
the  sudden  appearance  which  recalled  it.  "  And  but 
that  a  lady's  name  should  never  be  made  the  subject  of 
dispute  between  men,"  Newcome  said  to  Lord  Dorking, 
with  great  dignity,  "  and  that  Captain  Belsize  has  op- 
portunely quitted  the  place,  I  should  certainlj^  have 
chastised  him.  He  and  another  adventurer,  against 
whom  I  have  had  to  warn  my  own  family,  have  quitted 
Baden  this  afternoon.  I  am  glad  that  both  are  gone, 
Captain  Belsize  especially;  for  my  temper,  my  lord,  is 
hot,  and  I  do  not  think  I  should  have  commanded  it." 

Lord  Kew,  when  the  elder  lord  informed  him  of  this 
admirable  speech  of  Barnes  Newcome's,  upon  whose 
character,  prudence,  and  dignity  the  Earl  of  Dorking 
pronounced  a  fervent  eulogium,  shook  his  head  gravely, 
and  said,  "  Yes,  Barnes  was  a  dead  shot,  and  a  most  de- 
termined fellow;  "  and  did  not  burst  out  laughing  until 
he  and  I^ord  Dorking  had  parted.  Then  to  be  sure  he 
took  his  fill  of  laughter,  he  told  the  story  to  Ethel,  he 
complimented  Barnes  on  his  heroic  self-denial;  the  joke 
of  the  thundering  big  stick  was  nothing  to  it.  Barnes 
Newcome  laughed  too;  he  had  plenty  of  humour, 
Barnes.  "  I  tliink  you  might  have  whopped  Jack  when 
he  came  out  from  his  interview  with  the  Dorkings,"  Kew 
said ;   "  the  poor  devil  was  so  bewildered  and  weak,  that 
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Alfred  might  have  thrashed  him.  At  other  times  you 
would  find  it  more  difficult,  Barnes  my  man."  Mr.  B. 
Newcome  resumed  his  dignity;  said  a  joke  was  a  joke, 
and  there  was  quite  enough  of  this  one ;  which  assertion 
we  may  be  sure  he  conscientiously  made. 

That  meeting  and  parting  between  the  old  lovers 
passed  with  a  great  deal  of  calm  and  propriety  on  both 
sides.  Miss's  parents  of  course  were  present  when  Jack 
at  their  summons  waited  upon  them  and  their  daughter, 
and  made  his  hang-dog  bow.  My  Lord  Dorking  said, 
(poor  Jack,  in  the  anguish  of  his  heart,  had  poured  out 
the  story  to  Clive  Newcome  afterwards,)  "  Mr.  Belsize, 
I  have  to  apologise  for  words  which  I  used  in  my  heat 
yesterday,  and  which  I  recall  and  regret,  as  I  am  sure 
you  do  that  there  should  have  been  any  occasion  for 
them." 

Mr.  Belsize,  looking  at  the  carpet,  said  he  was  very 
sorry. 

Lady  Dorking  here  remarked,  that  as  Captain  Belsize 
was  now  at  Baden,  he  might  wish  to  hear  from  Lady 
Clara  Pulleyn's  own  lips  that  the  engagement  into  which 
she  had  entered  was  formed  by  herself,  certainly  with 
the  consent  and  advice  of  her  family.  "  Is  it  not  so,  my 
dear?" 

Lady  Clara  said,  "  Yes,  mamma,"  with  a  low  curtsey. 

"  We  have  now  to  wish  you  good-by,  Charles  Belsize," 
said  my  lord,  with  some  feeling.  "  As  your  relative,  and 
your  father's  old  friend,  I  wish  you  well.  I  hope  your 
future  course  in  life  may  not  be  so  unfortunate  as 
the  past  year.  I  request  that  we  may  part  friends. 
Good-by,  Charles.  Clara,  shake  hands  with  Captain 
Belsize.  My  Lady  Dorking,  you  will  please  to  give 
Charles  your  hand.    You  have  known  him  since  he  was 
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a  child;  and— and— we  are  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  part 
in  this  way."  In  this  wise  Mr.  Jack  Belsize's  tooth  was 
finally  extracted ;  and  for  the  moment  we  wish  him  and 
his  brother  patient  a  good  journey. 

Little  lynx-eyed  Dr.  Von  Finck,  who  attends  most 
of  the  polite  company  at  Baden,  drove  ceaselessly  about 
the  place  that  day,  with  the  real  version  of  the  fainting- 
fit story,  about  which  we  may  be  sure  the  wicked  and 
malicious,  and  the  uninitiated,  had  a  hundred  absurd 
details.  Lady  Clara  ever  engaged  to  Captain  Belsize? 
Fiddle-de-dee!  Everybody  knew  the  Captain's  affairs, 
and  that  he  could  no  more  think  of  marrying  than  flying. 
Lady  Clara  faint  at  seeing  him!  she  fainted  before  he 
came  up;  she  was  always  fainting,  and  had  done  so 
thrice  in  the  last  week  to  his  knowledge.  Lord  Dork- 
ing had  a  nervous  affection  of  his  right  arm,  and  was 
always  shaking  his  stick.  He  did  not  say  Villain,  he 
said  William;  Captain  Belsize's  name  is  William.  It 
is  not  so  in  the  Peerage?  Is  he  called  Charles  in  the 
Peerage?  Those  Peerages  are  always  wrong.  These 
candid  explanations  of  course  had  their  effect.  Wicked 
tongues  were  of  course  instantaneously  silent.  People 
were  entirel}^  satisfied ;  they  always  are.  The  next  night 
being  Assembly  night,  Lady  Clara  appeared  at  the 
rooms  and  danced  with  Lord  Kew  and  Mr.  Barnes  New- 
come.  All  the  society  was  as  gracious  and  good-hu- 
moured as  possible,  and  there  was  no  more  question  of 
fainting  than  of  burning  down  the  Conversation  house. 
But  Madame  de  Cruchecassee,  and  Madame  de  Schlang- 
enbad,  and  those  horrid  people  whom  the  men  speak  to, 
but  whom  the  women  salute  with  silent  curtseys,  per- 
sisted in  declaring  that  there  was  no  prude  like  an 
English  prude;  and  to  Dr.  Finck's  oaths,  assertions,  ex- 
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planations,  only  replied,  with  a  shrug  of  their  bold  shoul- 
ders, "  Taisez-vous,  Docteur,  vous  n'etes  qu'une  vieille 
bete." 

"Lady  Kew  was  at  the  rooms,  uncommonly  gracious. 
]VIiss  Ethel  took  a  few  turns  of  the  waltz  with  Lord 


Kew,  but  this  nymph  looked  more  farouche  than  upon 
ordinary  days.  Bob  Jones,  who  admired  her  hugely, 
asked  leave  to  waltz  with  her,  and  entertained  her  with 
recollections  of  Clive  Newcome  at  school.  He  remem- 
bered a  fight  in  which  Clive  had  been  engaged,  and  re- 
counted that  action  to  Miss  Newcome,  who  seemed  to 
be  interested.  He  was  pleased  to  deplore  Clive's  fancy 
for  turning  artist,  and  Miss  Newcome  recommended  him 
to  have  his  likeness  taken,  for  she  said  his  appearance  was 
exceedingly  picturesque.    He  was  going  on  with  farther 
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prattle,  but  she  suddenly  cut  ^Ir.  Jones  short,  making 
him  a  bow,  and  going  to  sit  down  by  Lady  Kew.  "  And 
tlie  next  day,  sir,"  said  Bob,  with  whom  the  present 
writer  had  the  happiness  of  dining  at  a  mess  dinner  at 
the  Upper  Temple,  "  when  I  met  her  on  the  walk,  sir,  she 
cut  me  as  dead  as  a  stone.  The  airs  those  swells  give 
themselves  is  enough  to  make  any  man  turn  republican." 

iSIiss  Ethel  indeed  was  haughty,  very  haughty,  and 
of  a  difficult  temper.  She  spared  none  of  her  party  ex- 
cept her  kind  mother,  to  whom  Ethel  always  was  kind, 
and  her  father,  whom,  since  his  illnesses,  she  tended  with 
much  benevolence  and  care.  But  she  did  battle  with 
Lady  Kew  repeatedly,  coming  to  her  Aunt  Julia's  res- 
cue, on  whom  the  Countess,  as  usual,  exercised  her  pow- 
ers of  torturing.  She  made  Barnes  quail  before  the 
shafts  of  contempt  which  she  flashed  at  him;  and  she 
did  not  spare  Lord  Kew,  whose  good-nature  was  no 
shield  against  her  scorn.  The  old  queen-mother  was 
fairly  afraid  of  her;  she  even  left  off  beating  Lady 
Julia  when  Ethel  came  in,  of  course  taking  her  revenge 
in  the  young  girl's  absence,  but  trying,  in  her  presence, 
to  soothe  and  please  her.  Against  Lord  Kew  the  young 
girl's  anger  was  most  unjust,  and  the  more  cruel,  be- 
cause the  kindh'^  young  nobleman  never  spoke  a  hard 
word  of  any  one  mortal  soul,  and  carrying  no  arms, 
should  have  been  assaulted  by  none.  But  his  very  good- 
nature seemed  to  make  his  young  opponent  only  the 
more  wrathful;  she  shot  because  his  honest  breast  was 
bare;  it  bled  at  the  wounds  which  she  inflicted.  Her 
relatives  looked  surprised  at  her  cruelty,  and  the  young 
man  himself  was  shocked  in  his  dignity  and  best  feelings 
by  his  cousin's  wanton  ill-liuniour. 

Lady  Kew  fancied  she  understood  the  cause  of  tliis 
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peevishness,  and  remonstrated  with  Miss  Ethel.  "  Shall 
we  write  a  letter  to  Lucerne,  and  order  Dick  Tinto  back 
again?  "  said  her  ladyship.  "  Are  you  such  a  fool,  Ethel, 
as  to  be  hankering  after  that  young  scapegrace,  and  his 
yellow  beard?  His  drawings  are  veiy  pretty.  Why, 
I  think  he  might  earn  a  couple  of  hundred  a  year  as  a 
teacher,  and  nothing  would  be  easier  than  to  break  your 
engagement  with  Kew,  and  whistle  the  drawing-master 
back  again." 

Ethel  took  up  the  whole  heap  of  Clive's  drawings, 
lighted  a  taper,  carried  the  drawings  to  the  fire-place, 
and  set  them  in  a  blaze.  "  A  very  pretty  piece  of  work," 
says  Lady  Kew,  "  and  which  proves  satisfactorily  that 
you  don't  care  for  the  young  Clive  at  all.  Have  we 
arranged  a  correspondence  ?  We  are  cousins,  you  know ; 
we  may  write  pretty  cousinly  letters  to  one  another." 
A  month  before  the  old  lady  would  have  attacked  her 
with  other  arms  than  sarcasm,  but  she  was  scared  now, 
and  dared  to  use  no  coarser  weapons.  "Oh!"  cried 
Ethel  in  a  transport,  "  what  a  life  ours  is,  and  how  you 
buy  and  sell,  and  haggle  over  j^our  children!  It  is  not 
Clive  I  care  about,  poor  boy.  Our  ways  of  life 
are  separate.  I  cannot  break  from  my  own  family, 
and  I  know  very  well  how  you  would  receive  him 
in  it.  Had  he  money,  it  would  be  different.  You 
would  receive  him,  and  welcorne  him,  and  hold  out 
your  hands  to  him;  but  he  is  only  a  poor  painter, 
and  we,  forsooth,  are  bankers  in  the  City;  and 
he  comes  among  us  on  suiFerance,  like  those  concert- 
singers  whom  mamma  treats  with  so  much  politeness, 
and  who  go  down  and  have  supper  by  themselves.  Why 
should  they  not  be  as  good  as  we  are?  " 

"  M.  de  C — — ,  mj^  dear,  is  of  a  noble  family,"  inter- 
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posed  Lady  Kew;  "  when  he  has  given  up  singing  and 
made  his  fortune,  no  doubt  he  can  go  back  into  the  world 
again." 

"  ^Nlade  his  fortune?  yes,"  Ethel  continued,  "  that  is 
the  cry.  There  never  were,  since  the  world  began,  peo- 
ple so  unblushingly  sordid!  We  own  it,  and  are  proud 
of  it.  We  barter  rank  against  money,  and  money 
against  rank,  day  after  day.  Why  did  you  marry  my 
father  to  my  mother?  Was  it  for  his  wit?  You  know 
he  might  have  been  an  angel  and  you  would  have  scorned 
him.  Your  daughter  was  bought  with  papa's  money  as 
surely  as  ever  Newcome  was.  Will  there  be  no  day  when 
this  mammon-worship  will  cease  among  us?  " 

"  Not  in  my  time  or  yours,  Ethel,"  the  elder  said,  not 
unkindly ;  perhaps  she  thought  of  a  day  long  ago,  before 
she  was  old  herself. 

"  We  are  sold,"  the  young  girl  went  on;  "  we  are  as 
much  sold  as  Turkish  women ;  the  only  difference  being 
that  our  masters  may  have  but  one  Circassian  at  a  time. 
No,  there  is  no  freedom  for  us.  I  wear  my  green  ticket, 
and  wait  till  my  master  comes.  But  every  day  as  I 
think  of  our  slavery,  I  revolt  against  it  more.  That 
poor  wretch,  that  poor  girl  whom  my  brother  is  to  marry, 
why  did  she  not  revolt  and  fly?  I  would,  if  I  loved  a 
man  sufficiently,  loved  him  better  than  the  world,  than 
wealth,  than  rank,  than  fine  houses  and  titles,— and  I 
feel  I  love  these  best,— I  would  give  up  all  to  follow 
him.  But  what  can  I  be  with  my  name  and  my  parents? 
I  belong  to  the  world  like  all  the  rest  of  my  family.  It 
is  you  who  have  bred  us  up;  you  who  are  answerable 
for  us.  Why  are  there  no  convents  to  which  we  can 
fly?  You  make  a  fine  marriage  for  me;  you  provide 
me  with  a  good  husband,  a  kind  soul,  not  very  wise,  but 
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very  kind;  you  make  me  what  you  call  happy,  and  I 
would  rather  be  at  the  plough  like  the  women  here." 

"  No,  you  wouldn't,  Ethel,"  replies  the  grandmother, 
dryly.  "  These  are  the  fine  speeches  of  school-girls. 
The  showers  of  rain  would  spoil  your  complexion — you 
would  be  perfectly  tired  in  an  hour,  and  come  back  to 
luncheon — you  belong  to  your  belongings,  my  dear,  and 
are  not  better  than  the  rest  of  the  world: — very  good- 
looking,  as  you  know  perfectly  well,  and  not  very  good- 
tempered.  It  is  lucky  that  Kew  is.  Calm  your  temper, 
at  least  before  marriage;  such  a  prize  does  not  fall  to 
a  pretty  girl's  lot  every  day.  Why,  you  sent  him  away 
quite  scared  by  your  cruelty;  and  if  he  is  not  playing 
at  roulette,  or  at  billiards,  I  dare  say  he  is  thinking  what 
a  little  termagant  you  are,  and  that  he  had  best  pause 
while  it  is  yet  time.  Before  I  was  married,  your  poor 
grandfather  never  knew  I  had  a  temper;  of  after-days 
I  say  nothing;  but  trials  are  good  for  all  of  us,  and 
he  bore  his  like  an  angel." 

Lady  Kew,  too,  on  this  occasion  at  least,  was  admira- 
bly good-humoured.  She  also  when  it  was  necessary 
could  put  a  restraint  on  her  temper,  and  having  this 
match  very  much  to  heart,  chose  to  coax  and  to  soothe 
her  granddaughter  rather  than  to  endeavour  to  scold 
and  frighten  her. 

"  Why  do  you  desire  this  marriage  so  much,  grand- 
mamma? "  the  girl  asked.  "  My  cousin  is  not  very  much 
in  love, — at  least  I  should  fancy  not,"  she  added,  blush- 
ing. "  I  am  bound  to  own  Lord  Kew  is  not  in  the  least 
eager,  and  I  think  if  you  were  to  tell  him  to  wait  for 
five  years,  he  would  be  quite  willing.  Why  should  you 
be  so  very  anxious?  " 

"  Why,  my  dear?    Because  I  think  young  ladies  who 
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want  to  go  and  work  in  the  fields,  should  make  hay  while 
the  sun  shines ;  because  I  think  it  is  high  time  that  Kew 
should  ranger  himself;  because  I  am  sure  he  will  make 
the  best  husband,  and  Ethel  the  prettiest  Countess  in 
England."  And  the  old  lady,  seldom  exhil)iting  any 
signs  of  affection,  looked  at  her  granddaughter  very 
fondly.  From  her  Ethel  Jooked  up  into  the  glass,  which 
very  likely  repeated  on  its  shining  face  the  truth  her 
elder  had  just  uttered.  Shall  we  quarrel  with  the  girl 
for  that  dazzling  reflection;  for  owning  that  charming 
truth,  and  submitting  to  the  conscious  triumph?  Give 
her  her  part  of  vanity,  of  youth,  of  desire  to  rule  and 
be  admired.  INIeanwhile  Mr.  Clive's  drawings  have  been 
crackling  in  the  fire-place  at  her  feet,  and  the  last  spark 
of  that  combustion  is  twinkling  out  unheeded. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII 


LADY    KEW    AT    THE    CONGRESS 

^  HEN  Lady 
Kew  heard 
that  Ma- 
dame d'l- 
vry  was  at 
Baden,  and 
was  in- 

formed at 
once  of  the 
French  la- 
dy's     gra- 

ciousness  towards  the  Newcome  family,  and  of  her  fury 
against  Lord  Kew,  the  old  countess  gave  a  loose  to  that 
energetic  temper  with  which  nature  had  gifted  her;  a 
temper  which  she  tied  up  sometimes  and  kept  from 
barking  and  biting;  but  which  when  unmuzzled  was 
an  animal  of  whom  all  her  ladyship's  family  had  a  just 
apprehension.  Not  one  of  them  but  in  his  or  her  time 
had  been  wounded,  lacerated,  tumbled  over,  otherwise 
frightened  or  injured  by  this  unruly  brute.  The  cow- 
ards brought  it  sops  and  patted  it;  the  prudent  gave  it 
a  clear  berth,  and  walked  round  so  as  not  to  meet  it; 
but  woe  be  to  those  of  the  family  who  had  to  bring  the 
meal,  and  prepare  the  litter,  and  (to  speak  respectfully) 
share  the  kennel  with  Lady  Kew's  "  Black  Dog! " 
Surely  a  fine  furious  temper,  if  accompanied  with  a  cer- 
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tain  magnanimity  and  bravery  which  often  go  together 
with  it,  is  one  of  the  most  precious  and  fortunate  gifts 
with  which  a  gentleman  or  lady  can  be  endowed.  A 
person  always  ready  to  fight  is  certain  of  the  greatest 
consideration  amongst  his  or  her  family  circle.  The 
lazy  grow  tired  of  contending  with  him ;  the  timid  coax 
and  flatter  him ;  and  as  almost  every  one  is  timid  or  lazy, 
a  bad-tempered  man  is  sure  to  have  his  own  way.  It 
is  he  who  commands,  and  all  the  others  obey.  If  he  is 
a  gourmand,  he  has  what  he  likes  for  dinner;  and  the 
tastes  of  aU  the  rest  are  subservient  to  him.  She  (we 
playfully  transfer  the  gender,  as  a  bad  temper  is  of 
both  sexes,)  has  the  place  which  she  likes  best  in  the 
drawing-room ;  nor  do  her  parents,  nor  her  brothers  and 
sisters,  venture  to  take  her  favourite  chair.  If  she  wants 
to  go  to  a  party,  mamma  will  dress  herself  in  spite  of 
her  headache;  and  papa,  who  hates  those  dreadful 
soirees,  will  go  up  stairs  after  dinner  and  put  on  his  poor 
old  white  neck-cloth,  though  he  has  been  toiling  at  cham- 
bers all  day,  and  must  be  there  early  in  the  morning— 
he  will  go  out  with  her,  we  say,  and  stay  for  the  cotillon. 
If  the  family  are  taking  their  tour  in  the  summer,  it  is 
she  who  ordains  whither  they  shall  go,  and  when  they 
shall  stop.  If  he  comes  home  late,  the  dinner  is  kept 
for  him,  and  not  one  dares  to  say  a  word  though  ever 
so  hungry.  If  he  is  in  a  good  humour,  how  every  one 
frisks  about  and  is  happy!  How  the  servants  jump 
up  at  his  bell  and  run  to  wait  upon  him!  How  they  sit 
up  patiently,  and  how  eagerly  they  rush  out  to  fetch 
cabs  in  the  rain!  Whereas  for  you  and  me,  who  have 
the  tempers  of  angels,  and  never  were  known  to  be 
angry  or  to  complain,  nobody  cares  whether  we  are 
pleased  or  not.    Our  wives  go  to  the  milliners  and  send 
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us  the  bill,  and  we  pay  it ;  our  John  finishes  reading  the 
newspaper  before  he  answers  our  bell,  and  brings  it  to 
us ;  our  sons  loll  in  the  arm-chair  which  we  should  like ; 
fill  the  house  with  their  young  men,  and  smoke  in  the 
dining-room ;  our  tailors  fit  us  badly ;  our  butchers  give 
us  the  youngest  mutton;  our  tradesmen  dun  us  much 
more  quickly  than  other  people's,  because  they  know  we 
are  good-natured;  and  our  servants  go  out  whenever 
they  like,  and  openly  have  their  friends  to  supper  in  the 
kitchen.  When  Lady  Kew  said  sic  volo,  sic  juheo,  I 
promise  you  few  persons  of  her  ladyship's  belongings 
stopped,  before  they  did  her  biddings,  to  ask  her  reasons. 
If,  which  very  seldom  happens,  there  are  two  such 
imperious  and  domineering  spirits  in  a  family,  unpleas- 
antries  of  course  will  arise  from  their  contentions;  or 
if,  out  of  doors,  the  family  Bajazet  meets  with  some 
other  violent  Turk,  dreadful  battles  ensue,  all  the  allies 
on  either  side  are  brought  in,  and  the  surrounding  neigh- 
bours perforce  engaged  in  the  quarrel.  This  was  unluck- 
ily the  case  in  the  present  instance.  Lady  Kew,  unac- 
customed to  have  her  will  questioned  at  home,  liked  to 
impose  it  abroad.  She  judged  the  persons  around  her 
with  great  freedom  of  speech.  Her  opinions  were 
quoted,  as  people's  sayings  will  be;  and  if  she  made 
bitter  speeches,  depend  on  it  they  lost  nothing  in  the 
carrying.  She  was  furious  against  Madame  la  Duchesse 
d'lvry,  and  exploded  in  various  companies  whenever 
that  lady's  name  was  mentioned.  "  Why  was  she  not 
with  her  husband?  Why  was  the  poor  old  Duke  left  to 
his  gout,  and  this  woman  trailing  through  the  country 
with  her  vagabond  court  of  billiard-markers  at  her  heels  ? 
She  to  call  herself  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  forsooth! — 
well,  she  merited  the  title  in  some  respects,  though  she 
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had  not  murdered  her  husband  as  yet.  Ah!  I  should 
hke  to  be  Queen  Ehzabeth  if  the  Duchess  is  Queen  of 
Scots!"  said  the  old  lady,  shaking  her  old  fist.  And 
these  sentiments  being  uttered  in  public,  upon  the  Prom- 
enade, to  mutual  friends,  of  course  the  Duchess  had  the 
benefit  of  Lady  Kew's  remarks  a  few  minutes  after  they 
were  uttered;  and  her  Grace,  and  the  distinguished 
princes,  counts,  and  noblemen  in  her  court,  designated 
as  billiard-markers  by  the  old  Countess,  returned  the 
latter's  compliments  with  pretty  speeches  of  their  own. 
Scandals  were  dug  up  respecting  her  ladyship,  so  old 
that  one  would  have  thought  them  forgotten  these  forty 
years,  —  so  old  that  they  happened  before  most  of  the 
Newcomes  now  extant  were  born,  and  surely,  therefore, 
are  out  of  the  province  of  this  contemporary  biography. 
Lady  Kew  was  indignant  with  her  daughter  (there  were 
some  moments  when  any  conduct  of  her  friends  did  not 
meet  her  ladyship's  approbation)  even  for  the  scant 
civility  with  which  Lady  Ann  had  received  the  Duchess's 
advances.  "  Leave  a  card  upon  her! — yes,  send  a  card 
by  one  of  your  footmen;  but  go  in  to  see  her,  because 
she  was  at  the  window  and  saw  you  drive  up !  Are  you 
mad,  Ann?  That  was  the  very  reason  you  should  not 
have  come  out  of  your  carriage.  But  you  are  so  weak 
and  good-natured,  that  if  a  highwayman  stopped  you, 
you  would  say,  '  Thank  you,  sir,'  as  you  gave  him  your 
purse:  yes,  and  if  Mrs.  Macheath  called  on  you  after- 
wards, you  would  return  the  visit!  " 

Even  had  these  speeches  been  made  about  the  Duchess, 
and  some  of  them  not  addressed  to  her,  things  might 
have  gone  on  pretty  well.  If  we  quarrelled  with  all  the 
people  who  abuse  us  behind  our  backs,  and  began  to 
tear  their  eyes  out  as  soon  as  we  set  ours  on  them,  what 
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a  life  it  would  be,  and  when  should  we  have  any  quiet? 
Backbiting  is  all  fair  in  society.  Abuse  me,  and  I  will 
abuse  you;  but  let  us  be  friends  when  we  meet.  Have 
not  we  all  entered  a  dozen  rooms,  and  been  sure,  from 
the  countenances  of  the  amiable  persons  present,  that 
they  had  been  discussing  our  little  peculiarities,  perhaps 
as  we  were  on  the  stairs?  Was  our  visit,  therefore,  the 
less  agreeable?  Did  we  quarrel  and  say  hard  words  to 
one  another's  faces?  No — we  wait  until  some  of  our 
dear  friends  take  their  leave,  and  then  comes  our  turn. 
My  back  is  at  my  neighbour's  service ;  as  soon  as  that  is 
turned  let  him  make  what  faces  he  thinks  proper;  but 
when  we  meet  we  grin  and  shake  hands  like  well-bred 
folk,  to  whom  clean  Hnen  is  not  more  necessary  than  a 
clean  sweet-looking  countenance,  and  a  nicely  got-up 
smile,  for  company. 

Here  was  Lady  Kew's  mistake.  She  wanted,  for 
some  reason,  to  drive  Madame  d'lvry  out  of  Baden,  and 
thought  there  were  no  better  means  of  effecting  this 
object  than  by  using  the  high  hand,  and  practising  those 
frowns  upon  the  Duchess  which  had  scared  away  so 
many  other  persons.  But  the  Queen  of  Scots  was  res- 
olute, too,  and  her  band  of  courtiers  fought  stoutly  round 
about  her.  Some  of  them  could  not  pay  their  bills,  and 
could  not  retreat ;  others  had  courage,  and  did  not  choose 
to  fly.  Instead  of  coaxing  and  soothing  Madame  d'lvry, 
Madame  de  Kew  thought  by  a  brisk  attack  to  rout  and 
dislodge  her.  She  began  on  almost  the  very  first 
occasion  when  the  ladies  met.  "  I  was  so  sorry  to 
hear  that  Monsieur  le  Due  was  ill  at  Bagneres,  Ma- 
dame la  Duchesse,"  the  old  lady  began  on  their  very 
first  meeting,  after  the  usual  salutations  had  taken 
place. 
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"  Madame  la  Comtesse  is  very  kind  to  interest  herself 
in  JNIonsieur  d'lvry's  health.  jNlonsieur  le  Due  at  his 
age  is  not  disposed  to  travel.  You,  dear  ^Miladi,  are 
more  happy  in  being  always  able  to  retain  the  gout  des 
voyages! " 

"  I  come  to  my  family,  my  dear  Duchess!  " 
"  How  charmed  they  must  be  to  possess  you !  Miladi 
Ann,  you  must  be  inexpressibly  consoled  by  the  presence 
of  a  mother  so  tender!  Permit  me  to  present  Madame 
la  Comtesse  de  la  Cruchecassee  to  Madame  la  Comtesse 
de  Kew.  Miladi  is  sister  to  that  amiable  Marquis  of 
Steyne,  whom  you  have  known,  Ambrosine!  ^ladame 
la  Baronne  de  Schlangenbad,  JSIiladi  Kew.  Do  you  not 
see  the  resemblance  to  Milor?  These  ladies  have  en- 
joyed the  hospitalities — the  splendours  of  Gaunt  House. 
They  were  of  those  famous  routs  of  which  the  charming 
JNIistress  Crawley,  la  semillante  Becki,  made  part!  How 
sad  the  Hotel  de  Gaunt  must  be  under  the  present  cir- 
cumstances! Have  you  heard,  Miladi,  of  the  charm- 
ing Mistress  Becki?  Monsieur  le  Due  describes  her  as 
the  most  spirituelle  Englishwoman  he  ever  met."  The 
Queen  of  Scots  turns  and  whispers  her  lady  of  honour, 
and  shrugs,  and  taps  her  forehead.  Lady  Kew  knows 
that  Madame  d'lvry  speaks  of  her  nephew,  the  present 
Lord  Steyne,  who  is  not  in  his  right  mind.  The  Duchess 
looks  round,  and  sees  a  friend  in  the  distance  whom  she 
beckons.  "  Comtesse,  you  know  already  INIonsieur  the 
Captain  Blackball?  He  makes  the  delight  of  our  soci- 
ety !  "  A  dreadful  man  with  a  large  cigar,  a  florid  waist- 
coat, and  billiards  written  on  his  countenance,  swaggers 
forward  at  the  Duchess's  summons.  The  Countess  of 
Kew  has  not  gained  much  by  her  attack.  She  lias  been 
presented  to  Cruchecassee  and  Schlangenbad.    She  sees 
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herself  on  the  eve  of  becoming  the  acquaintance  of  Cap- 
tain Blackball. 

"  Permit  me,  Duchess,  to  choose  my  English  friends 
at  least  for  myself,"  says  Lady  Kew,  drumming  her 
foot. 

"  But,  madam,  assuredly!  You  do  not  love  this  good 
Monsieur  de  Blackball?  Eh!  the  English  manners  are 
droll,  pardon  me  for  saying  so.  It  is  wonderful  how 
proud  you  are  as  a  nation,  and  how  ashamed  you  are  of 
your  compatriots!  " 

"  There  are  some  persons  who  are  ashamed  of  nothing, 
Madame  la  Duchesse,"  cries  Lady  Kew,  losing  her  tem- 
per. 

"  Is  that  gracieusete  for  me?  How  much  goodness! 
This  good  Monsieur  de  Blackball  is  not  very  ^veil-bred; 
but,  for  an  Englishman,  he  is  not  too  bad.  I  have  met 
with  people  who  are  more  ill-bred  than  Englishmen  in 
my  travels." 

"  And  they  are?  "  said  Lady  Ann,  who  had  been  in 
vain  endeavouring  to  put  an  end  to  this  colloquy. 

"  English  women,  madam!  I  speak  not  for  you.  You 
are  kind;  you — you  are  too  soft,  dear  Lady  Ann,  for 
a  persecutor." 

The  counsels  of  the  worldly  woman  who  governed  and 
directed  that  branch  of  the  Newcome  family  of  whom  it 
is  our  business  to  speak  now  for  a  little  while,  bore  other 
results  than  those  which  the  elderly  lady  desired  and 
foresaw.  Who  can  foresee  everything  and  always?  Not 
the  wisest  among  us.  When  his  IMajest}'-,  Louis  XIV., 
jockeyed  his  grandson  on  to  the  throne  of  Spain  (found- 
ing thereby  the  present  revered  dynasty  of  that  coun- 
try,) did  he  expect  to  peril  his  own,  and  bring  all  Europe 
about  his  royal  ears?     Could  a  late  King  of  France, 
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eager  for  the  advantageous  establishment  of  one  of  his 
darling  sons,  and  anxious  to  procure  a  beautiful  Spanish 
princess,  with  a  crown  and  kingdom  in  reversion,  for 
the  simple  and  obedient  youth,  ever  suppose  that  the 
welfare  of  his  whole  august  race  and  reign  would  be 
upset  by  that  smart  speculation  ?  We  take  only  the  most 
noble  examples  to  illustrate  the  conduct  of  such  a  noble 
old  personage  as  her  ladyship  of  Kew,  who  brought  a 
prodigious  deal  of  trouble  upon  some  of  the  innocent 
members  of  her  family,  whom,  no  doubt,  she  thought  to 
better  in  life  by  her  experienced  guidance  and  undoubted 
worldly  wisdom.  We  may  be  as  deep  as  Jesuits,  know 
the  world  ever  so  well,  lay  the  best-ordered  plans  and  the 
profoundest  combinations,  and,  by  a  certain  not  un- 
natural turn  of  fate,  we,  and  our  plans  and  combina- 
tions, are  sent  flying  before  the  wind.  We  may  be  as 
wise  as  Louis  Philippe,  that  many-counselled  Ulysses 
whom  the  respectable  world  admired  so ;  and  after  years 
of  patient  scheming,  and  prodigies  of  skill,  after  coax- 
ing, wheedling,  doubling,  bullying,  wisdom,  behold  yet 
stronger  powers  interpose — and  schemes,  and  skill  and 
violence,  are  nought. 

Frank  and  Ethel,  Lady  Kew's  grandchildren,  were 
both  the  obedient  subjects  of  this  ancient  despot:  this 
imperious  old  Louis  XIV.  in  a  black  front  and  a  cap  and 
ribbon,  this  scheming  old  I^ouis  Philippe  in  tabinet;  but 
their  blood  was  good  and  their  tempers  high;  and  for 
all  her  bitting  and  driving,  and  the  training  of  her  ma- 
nege, the  generous  young  colts  were  hard  to  break. 
Ethel,  at  this  time,  was  especially  stubborn  in  training, 
rebellious  to  the  whip,  and  wild  under  harness;  and  tlie 
way  in  which  Lady  Kew  managed  her  won  the  admira- 
tion of  her  family:    for  it  was  a  maxim  among  these 
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folks  that  no  one  could  manage  Ethel  but  Lady  Kew, 
Barnes  said  no  one  could  manage  his  sister  but  his  grand- 
mother. He  couldn't,  that  was  certain.  Mamma  never 
tried,  and,  indeed,  was  so  good-natured,  that  rather  than 
ride  the  filly,  she  would  put  the  saddle  on  her  own  back 
and  let  the  filly  ride  her;  no,  there  was  no  one  but  her 
ladyship  capable  of  managing  that  girl,  Barnes  owned, 
who  held  Lady  Kew  in  much  respect  and  awe.  "  If 
the  tightest  hand  were  not  kept  on  her,  there's  no  know- 
ing what  she  mightn't  do,"  said  her  brother.  "  Ethel 
Newcome,  by  Jove,  is  capable  of  running  away  with  the 
writing-master. ' ' 

After  poor  Jack  Belsize's  mishap  and  departure, 
Barnes's  own  bride  showed  no  spirit  at  all,  save  one  of 
placid  contentment.  She  came  at  call  and  instantly,  and 
went  through  whatever  paces  her  owner  demanded  of 
her.  She  laughed  whenever  need  was,  simpered  and 
smiled  when  spoken  to,  danced  whenever  she  was  asked ; 
drove  out  at  Barnes's  side  in  Kew's  phaeton,  and  re- 
ceived him  certainly  not  with  warmth,  but  with  politeness 
and  welcome.  It  is  difficult  to  describe  the  scorn  with 
which  her  sister-in-law  regarded  her.  The  sight  of  the 
patient  timid  little  thing  chafed  Ethel,  who  was  always 
more  haughty  and  flighty  and  bold  when  in  Clara's  pres- 
ence than  at  any  other  time.  Her  ladyship's  brother. 
Captain  Lord  Viscount  Rooster,  before  mentioned, 
joined  the  family -party  at  this  interesting  juncture. 
My  Lord  Rooster  found  himself  surprised,  delighted, 
subjugated  by  Miss  Newcome,  her  wit  and  spirit.  "  By 
Jove,  she  is  a  plucky  one,"  his  lordship  exclaimed.  "  To 
dance  with  her  is  the  best  fun  in  life.  How  she  pulls  all 
the  other  girls  to  pieces,  by  Jove,  and  how  splendidty  she 
chafi^s  everybody !    But,"  he  added  with  the  shrewdness 
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and  sense  of  humour  which  distinguished  the  young  of- 
ficer, "  I'd  rather  dance  with  her  than  marry  her— by  a 
doosid  long  score— I  don't  envy  you  that  part  of  the 
business,  Kew,  my  boy."  Lord  Kew  did  not  set  him- 
self up  as  a  person  to  be  envied.  He  thought  his  cousin 
beautiful:  and  with  his  grandmother,  that  she  would 
make  a  very  handsome  countess,  and  he  thouglit  the 
money  which  Lady  Kew  would  give  or  leave  to  tlie 
young  couple  a  very  welcome  addition  to  his  means. 

On  the  next  night,  when  there  was  a  ball  at  the  room, 
]SIiss  Ethel,  who  was  ordinarily  exceedingly  simple  in 
her  attire,  and  dressed  below  the  mark  of  the  rest  of 
the  world,  chose  to  appear  in  a  toilette  the  very  grandest 
and  finest  which  she  had  ever  assumed.  Her  clustering 
ringlets,  her  shining  white  shoulders,  her  splendid  rai- 
ment ( I  believe,  indeed,  it  was  her  court-dress  which  the 
young  lady  assumed)  astonished  all  beholders.  She 
ecrase'd  all  other  beauties  by  her  appearance;  so  much 
so  that  INIadame  d'lvry's  court  could  not  but  look,  the 
men  in  admiration,  the  women  in  dislike,  at  this  dazzling 
young  creature.  None  of  the  countesses,  duchesses, 
princesses,  Russ,  Spanish,  Italian,  were  so  fine  or  so 
handsome.  There  were  some  New  York  ladies  at  Baden 
as  there  are  everywhere  else  in  Europe  now.  Not  even 
these  were  more  magnificent  than  ^liss  Ethel.  General 
Jeremiah  J.  Bung's  lady  owned  that  Miss  Newcome 
was  fit  to  appear  in  any  party  in  Fifth  Avenue.  She 
was  the  only  well-dressed  English  girl  Mrs.  Bung 
had  seen  in  Europe.  A  young  German  Durchlaucht 
deigned  to  explain  to  his  aide-de-cam])  how  very  hand- 
some he  thought  ^Nliss  Newcome.  All  our  accjuaintances 
were  of  one  mind.  Mr.  Jones  of  England  pronounced 
her   stunning:     the   admirable    Captain    Blackball    ex- 
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amined  her  points  with  the  skill  of  an  amateur,  and  de- 
scribed them  with  agreeable  frankness.  Lord  Rooster 
was  charmed  as  he  surveyed  her,  and  complimented  his 
late  companion  in  arms  on  the  possession  of  such  a  para- 
gon. Only  Lord  Kew  was  not  delighted — nor  did  Miss 
Ethel  mean  that  he  should  be.  She  looked  as  splendid 
as  Cinderella  in  the  prince's  palace.  But  what  need  for 
all  this  splendour?  this  wonderful  toilette?  this  daz- 
zling neck  and  shoulders,  whereof  the  brightness  and 
beauty  blinded  the  eyes  of  lookers-on?  She  was  dressed 
as  gaudily  as  an  actress  of  the  Varietes  going  to  a  supper 
at  the  "  Trois  Freres."  "  It  was  Mademoiselle  Mabille 
en  habit  de  cour,"  Madame  d'lvry  remarked  to  Madame 
Schlangenbad.  Barnes,  who,  with  his  bride-elect  for  a 
partner,  made  a  vis-a-vis  for  his  sister  and  the  admiring 
Lord  Rooster,  was  puzzled  likewise  by  Ethel's  counte- 
nance and  appearance.  Little  Lady  Clara  looked  like 
a  little  school-girl  dancing  before  her. 

One,  two,  three  of  the  attendants  of  her  Majesty  the 
Queen  of  Scots  were  carried  off  in  the  course  of  the 
evening  by  the  victorious  young  beauty,  whose  triumph 
had  the  effect  which  the  headstrong  girl  perhaj)s  herself 
anticipated,  of  mortifying  the  Duchesse  d'lvry,  of  ex- 
asperating old  Lady  Kew,  and  of  annoying  the  young 
nobleman  to  whom  Miss  Ethel  was  engaged.  The  girl 
seemed  to  take  a  pleasure  in  defying  all  three;  a  some- 
thing embittered  her  alike  against  her  friends  and  her 
enemies.  The  old  dowager  chafed  and  vented  her  wrath 
upon  Lady  Ann  and  Barnes.  Ethel  kept  the  ball  alive 
by  herself  almost.  She  refused  to  go  home,  declining 
hints  and  commands  alike.  She  was  engaged  for  ever 
so  many  dances  more.  Not  dance  with  Count  Punter? 
it  would  be  rude  to  leave  him  after  promising  him.    Not 
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waltz  with  Captain  Blackball?  He  was  not  a  proper 
partner  for  her.  Why  then  did  Kew  know  him?  Lord 
Kew  walked  and  talked  with  Captain  Blackball  every 
day.  Was  she  to  be  so  proud  as  not  to  know  Lord  Kew's 
friends?  She  greeted  the  Captain  with  a  most  fascinat- 
ing smile  as  he  came  up  whilst  the  controversy  was  pend- 
ing, and  ended  it  by  whirling  round  the  room  in  his 
arms. 

^ladame  d'lvrj^  viewed  with  such  pleasure  as  might 
be  expected  the  defection  of  her  adherents,  and  the  tri- 
umph of  her  youthful  rival,  who  seemed  to  grow  more 
beautiful  with  each  waltz,  so  that  the  other  dancers 
paused  to  look  at  her,  the  men  breaking  out  in  enthusi- 
asm, the  reluctant  women  being  forced  to  join  in  the 
applause.  Angry  as  she  was,  and  knowing  how  Ethel's 
conduct  angered  her  grandson,  old  Lady  Kew  could  not 
help  ^admiring  the  rebellious  beauty,  whose  girlish  spirit 
was  more  than  a  match  for  the  imperious  dowager's 
tough  old  resolution.  As  for  jNIr.  Barnes's  displeasure, 
the  girl  tossed  her  saucy  head,  shrugged  her  fair  shoul- 
ders, and  passed  on  with  a  scornful  laugh.  In  a  word. 
Miss  Ethel  conducted  herself  as  a  most  reckless  and  in- 
trepid 3^oung  flirt,  using  her  eyes  with  the  most  consum- 
mate effect,  chattering  with  astounding  gaiety,  prodigal 
of  smiles,  gracious  thanks  and  killing  glances.  What 
wicked  spirit  moved  her?  Perhaps  had  she  known  the 
mischief  she  was  doing,  she  would  have  continued  it 
still. 

The  sight  of  this  wilfulness  and  levity  smote  poor 
Lord  Kew's  heart  with  cruel  pangs  of  mortification. 
The  easy  young  nobleman  had  passed  many  a  year  of 
his  life  in  all  sorts  of  wild  company.  The  chaumicrc 
knew  him,  and  the  balls  of  Parisian  actresses,  the  cou- 
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lisses  of  the  opera  at  home  and  abroad.  Those  pretty- 
heads  of  ladies  whom  nobody  knows,  used  to  nod  their 
shining  ringlets  at  Kew,  from  private  boxes  at  theatres, 
or  dubious  Park  broughams.  He  had  run  the  career  of 
young  men  of  pleasure,  and  laughed  and  feasted  with 
jolly  prodigals  and  their  company.  He  was  tired  of 
it:  perhaps  he  remembered  an  earlier  and  purer  life, 
and  was  sighing  to  return  to  it.  Living  as  he  had  done 
amongst  the  outcasts,  his  ideal  of  domestic  virtue  was 
high  and  pure.  He  chose  to  believe  that  good  women 
were  entirely  good.  Duplicity  he  could  not  understand : 
ill-temper  shocked  him:  wilfulness  he  seemed  to  fancy 
belonged  only  to  the  profane  and  wicked,  not  to  good 
girls,  with  good  mothers,  in  honest  homes.  Their  nature 
was  to  love  their  families;  to  obey  their  parents;  to 
tend  their  poor;  to  honour  their  husbands;  to  cherish 
their  children.  Ethel's  laugh  woke  him  up  from  one  of 
these  simple  reveries  very  likely,  and  then  she  swept 
round  the  ball-room  rapidly  to  the  brazen  notes  of  the 
orchestra.  He  never  offered  to  dance  with  her  more 
than  once  in  the  evening;  went  away  to  play,  and  re- 
turned to  find  her  still  whirling  to  the  music.  Madame 
dTvry  remarked  his  tribulation  and  gloomy  face,  though 
she  took  no  pleasure  at  his  discomfiture,  knowing  that 
Ethel's  behaviour  caused  it. 

In  plays  and  novels,  and  I  dare  saj^  in  real  life  too 
sometimes,  when  the  wanton  heroine  chooses  to  exert 
her  powers  of  fascination,  and  to  flirt  with  Sir  Harry  or 
the  Captain,  the  hero,  in  a  pique,  goes  off  and  makes 
love  to  somebody  else:  both  acknowledge  their  folly 
after  a  while,  shake  hands  and  are  reconciled,  and  the 
curtain  drops,  or  the  volume  ends.  But  there  are  some 
people  too  noble  and  simple  for  these  amorous  scenes  and 
smirking  artifices.    When  Kew  was  pleased  he  laughed, 
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when  he  was  grieved  he  was  silent.  He  did  not  deign  to 
hide  his  grief  or  pleasure  under  disguises.  His  error, 
perhaps,  was  in  forgetting  that  Ethel  was  very  young; 
that  her  conduct  was  not  design  so  much  as  girlish  mis- 
chief and  high  spirits ;  and  that  if  young  men  have  their 
frolics,  sow  their  wild  oats,  and  enjoy  their  pleasure, 
young  women  may  be  permitted  sometimes  their  more 
harmless  vagaries  of  gaiety,  and  sportive  outbreaks  of 
wilful  humour. 

When  she  consented  to  go  home  at  length.  Lord  Kew 
brought  Miss  Newcome's  little  white  cloak  for  her, 
(under  the  hood  of  which  her  glossy  curls,  her  blushing 
cheeks,  and  bright  eyes  looked  provokingly  handsome,) 
and  encased  her  in  this  pretty  garment  without  uttering 
one  single  word.  She  made  him  a  saucy  curtsey  in  re- 
turn for  this  act  of  politeness,  which  salutation  he  re- 
ceived with  a  grave  bow ;  and  then  he  proceeded  to  cover 
up  old  Lady  Kew,  and  to  conduct  her  ladyship  to  her 
chariot.  Miss  Ethel  chose  to  be  displeased  at  her  cousin's 
displeasure.  What  were  balls  made  for  but  that  people 
should  dance?  She  a  flirt?  She  displease  Lord  Kew? 
If  she  chose  to  dance,  she  would  dance;  she  had  no  idea 
of  his  giving  himself  airs,  besides  it  was  such  fun  taking 
away  the  gentlemen  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots'  court  from 
her:  such  capital  fun!  So  she  went  to  bed,  singing 
and  performing  wonderful  roulades  as  she  lighted  her 
candle  and  retired  to  her  room.  She  had  had  such  a 
jolly  evening!  such  famous  fun,  and,  I  dare  say,  (but 
how  shall  a  novelist  penetrate  these  mj^steries?)  when  her 
chamber-door  was  closed,  she  scolded  her  maid  and  was 
as  cross  as  two  sticks.  You  see  there  come  moments  of 
sorrow  after  the  most  brilliant  victories;  and  you  con- 
quer and  rout  the  enemy  utterly,  and  then  regret  that 
you  fought. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 


THE    END    OF    THE    CONGRESS    OF    BADEN 

ENTION  has  been  made 
of  an  elderly  young 
"^~  person  from  Ire- 
land, engaged 
by  Madame  la 
Duchesse  d'lv- 
ry,  as  compan- 
ion and  teacher 
of  English  for 
her  little  daugh- 
ter. When  Miss  O 'Grady,  as  she  did  sometime  after- 
wards, quitted  Madame  d'lvry's  family,  she  spoke  with 
great  freedom  regarding  the  behaviour  of  that  duchess, 
and  recounted  horrors  which  she,  the  latter,  had  com- 
mitted. A  number  of  the  most  terrific  anecdotes  issued 
from  the  lips  of  the  indignant  Miss,  whose  volubility 
Lord  Kew  was  obliged  to  check,  not  choosing  that  his 
countess,  with  whom  he  was  paying  a  bridal  visit  to  Paris, 
should  hear  such  dreadful  legends.  It  was  there  that 
Miss  O'Gradj^  finding  herself  in  misfortune,  and  read- 
ing of  Lord  Kew's  arrival  at  the  "  Hotel  Bristol,"  waited 
upon  his  lordship  and  the  Countess  of  Kew,  begging 
them  to  take  tickets  in  a  raffle  for  an  invaluable  ivory 
writing-desk,  sole  relic  of  her  former  prosperity,  which 
she  proposed  to  give  her  friends  the  chance  of  acquiring : 
in  fact  Miss  O' Grady  lived  for  some  years  on  the  pro- 
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duce  of  repeated  raffles  for  this  beautiful  desk;  many 
religious  ladies  of  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain  taking  an 
interest  in  her  misfortunes,  and  alleviating  them  by  the 
simple  lottery  system.  Protestants  as  well  as  Catholics 
were  permitted  to  take  shares  in  jNIiss  O'Grady's  raffles ; 
and  Lord  Kew,  good-natured  then  as  always,  purchased 
so  many  tickets,  that  the  contrite  O 'Grady  informed  him 
of  a  transaction  which  had  nearly  affected  his  happiness, 
and  in  w^hich  she  took  a  not  very  creditable  share.  "  Had 
I  known  your  lordship's  real  character,"  Miss  O'G.  was 
pleased  to  say,  "  no  tortures  would  have  induced  me  to 
do  an  act  for  which  I  have  undergone  penance.  It  was 
that  black-hearted  woman,  my  lord,  who  maligned  your 
lordship  to  me :  that  woman  whom  I  called  friend  once, 
but  who  is  the  most  false,  depraved,  and  dangerous  of 
her  sex."  In  this  way  do  ladies'  companions  sometimes 
speak  of  ladies  when  quarrels  separate  them,  w^hen  con- 
fidential attendants  are  dismissed,  bearing  away  family 
secrets  in  their  minds,  and  revenge  in  their  hearts. 

The  day  after  INIiss  Ethel's  feats  at  the  assembly,  old 
Lady  Kew  went  over  to  advise  her  granddaughter,  and 
to  give  her  a  little  timelj^  warning  about  the  impropriety 
of  flirtations;  above  all,  w^ith  such  men  as  are  to  be 
found  at  watering-places,  persons  who  are  never  seen 
elsewhere  in  society.  "  Remark  the  peculiarities  of 
Kew's  temper,  w  ho  never  flies  into  a  passion  like  you 
and  me,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  lady  (being  determined 
to  be  particularly  gracious  and  cautious)  ;  "  when  once 
angry  he  remains  so,  and  is  so  obstinate  that  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  coax  him  into  good  humour.  It  is  much 
better,  my  love,  to  be  like  us,"  continued  the  old  lady, 
"  to  fly  out  in  a  rage  and  have  it  over,  but  que  voiilez- 
vous?    such  is  Frank's  temper,  and  we  must  manage 
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him."  So  she  went  on,  backing  her  advice  by  a  crowd 
of  examples  drawn  from  the  family  history;  showing 
how  Kew  was  like  his  grandfather,  her  own  poor  hus- 
band, still  more  like  his  late  father,  Lord  Walham,  be- 
tween whom  and  his  mother  there  had  been  differences, 
chiefly  brought  on  by  my  Lady  Walham  of  course,  which 
had  ended  in  the  almost  total  estrangement  of  mother 
and  son.  Lady  Kew  then  administered  her  advice,  and 
told  her  stories  with  Ethel  alone  for  a  listener;  and  in 
a  most  edifying  manner,  she  besought  Miss  Newcome 
to  menager  Lord  Kew's  susceptibilities,  as  she  valued 
her  own  future  comfort  in  life,  as  well  as  the  happiness 
of  a  most  amiable  man,  of  whom,  if  properly  managed, 
Ethel  might  make  what  she  pleased.  We  have  said 
Lady  Kew  managed  everybody,  and  that  most  of  the 
members  of  her  family  allowed  themselves  to  be  man- 
aged by  her  ladyship. 

Ethel,  who  had  permitted  her  grandmother  to  con- 
tinue her  sententious  advice,  while  she  herself  sat  tap- 
ping her  feet  on  the  floor,  and  performing  the  most  rapid 
variations  of  that  air  which  is  called  the  Devil's  Tattoo, 
burst  out,  at  length,  to  the  elder  lady's  surprise,  with  an 
outbreak  of  indignation,  a  flushing  face,  and  a  voice 
quivering  with  anger. 

"  This  most  amiable  man,"  she  cried  out,  "  that  you 
design  for  me,  I  know  everything  about  this  most  amia- 
ble man,  and  thank  you  and  my  family  for  the  present 
you  make  me!  For  the  past  year,  what  have  you  been 
doing?  Every  one  of  you!  my  father,  my  brother,  and 
you  yourself,  have  been  filhng  my  ears  with  cruel  re- 
ports against  a  poor  boy,  whom  you  chose  to  depict  as 
everything  that  was  dissolute  and  wicked,  when  there 
was  nothing  against  him ;  nothing,  but  that  he  was  poor. 
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Yes,  you  yourself,  grandmamma,  have  told  me  many 
and  many  a  time,  that  Clive  Newcome  was  not  a  fit  com- 
panion for  us;  warned  me  against  his  bad  courses,  and 
painted  him  as  extravagant,  unprincipled,  I  don't  know 
how  bad.  How  bad!  I  know  how  good  he  is;  how  up- 
right, generous,  and  truth-telling :  though  there  was  not 
a  day  until  lately,  that  Barnes  did  not  make  some  wicked 
story  against  him, — Barnes,  who,  I  believe,  is  bad  him- 
self, like — like  other  young  men.  Yes,  I  am  sure,  there 
was  something  about  Barnes  in  that  newspaper  which 
my  father  took  away  from  me.  And  you  come  and  j'^ou 
lift  up  your  hands  and  shake  your  head,  because  I  dance 
with  one  gentleman  or  another.  You  tell  me  I  am 
wrong;  mamma  has  told  me  so  this  morning.  Barnes, 
of  course,  has  told  me  so,  and  you  bring  me  Frank  as 
a  pattern,  and  tell  me  to  love  and  honour  and  obey  him! 
Look  here,"  and  she  drew  out  a  paper  and  put  it  into 
Lady  Kew's  hands.  "  Here  is  Kew's  history,  and  I 
believe  it  is  true;   yes,  I  am  sure  it  is  true." 

The  old  dowager  lifted  her  eyeglass  to  her  black  eye- 
brow, and  read  a  paper  written  in  English,  and  bearing 
no  signature,  in  which  many  circumstances  of  Lord 
Kew's  life  were  narrated  for  poor  Ethel's  benefit.  It 
was  not  a  worse  life  than  that  of  a  thousand  young  men 
of  pleasure,  but  there  were  Kew's  many  misdeeds  set 
down  in  order:  such  a  catalogue  as  we  laugh  at  when 
Leporello  trolls  it,  and  sings  his  master's  victories  in 
France,  Italy,  and  Spain.  INIadame  d'lvry's  name  was 
not  mentioned  in  this  list,  and  Lady.  Kew  felt  sure  that 
the  outrage  came  from  her. 

With  real  ardour  Lady  Kew  sought  to  defend  her 
grandson  from  some  of  the  attacks  here  made  against 
him;   and  showed  Ethel  that  the  person  who  could  use 
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such  means  of  calumniating  him,  would  not  scruple  to 
resort  to  falsehood  in  order  to  effect  her  purpose. 

"  Her  purpose,"  cries  Ethel.  "  How  do  you  know  it 
is  a  woman?  "  Lady  Kew  lapsed  into  generalities.  She 
thought  the  handwriting  was  a  woman's — at  least  it 
was  not  likely  that  a  man  should  think  of  addressing  an 
anonymous  letter  to  a  young  lady,  and  so  wreaking  his 
hatred  upon  Lord  Kew.  "  Besides,  Frank  has  had  no 
rivals — except — except  one  young  gentleman  who  has 
carried  his  paint-boxes  to  Italy,"  says  Lady  Kew.  "  You 
don't  think  your  dear  Colonel's  son  would  leave  such  a 
piece  of  mischief  behind  him?  You  must  act,  my  dear," 
continued  her  ladyship,  "  as  if  this  letter  had  never  been, 
written  at  all:  the  person  who  wrote  it  no  doubt  will 
watch  you.  Of  course  we  are  too  proud  to  allow  him 
to  see  that  we  are  wounded ;  and  pray,  pray  do  not  think 
of  letting  poor  Frank  know  a  word  about  this  horrid 
transaction." 

"  Then  the  letter  is  true!  "  burst  out  Ethel.  "  You 
know  it  is  true,  grandmamma,  and  that  is  why  you  would 
have  me  keep  it  a  secret  from  my  cousin;  besides,"  she 
added  with  a  little  hesitation,  "  your  caution  comes  too 
late,  Lord  Kew  has  seen  the  letter." 

"  You  fool,"  screamed  the  old  lady,  "  you  were  not  so 
mad  as  to  show  it  to  him?  " 

"  I  am  sure  the  letter  is  true,"  Ethel  said,  rising  up 
very  haughtity.  "  It  is  not  by  calling  me  bad  names 
that  your  ladyship  will  disprove  it.  Keep  them,  if  you 
please,  for  my  Aunt  Julia,  she  is  sick  and  weak,  and 
can't  defend  herself.  I  do  not  choose  to  bear  abuse  from 
you,  or  lectures  from  Lord  Kew.  He  happened  to  be 
here  a  short  while  since,  when  the  letter  arrived.  He 
had  been  good  enough  to  come  to  preach  me  a  sermon 
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on  his  own  account.  He  to  find  fault  with  my  actions!  " 
cried  JNIiss  Ethel,  quivering  with  wrath  and  clenching 
the  luckless  paper  in  her  hand.  "He  to  accuse  me  of 
levity,  and  to  warn  me  against  making  improper  ac- 
quaintances !  He  began  his  lectures  too  soon.  I  am  not 
a  lawful  slave  yet,  and  prefer  to  remain  unmolested,  at 
least  as  long  as  I  am  free." 

"  And  you  told  Frank  all  this.  Miss  Newcome,  and 
you  showed  him  that  letter?  "  said  the  old  lady. 

"  The  letter  was  actually  brought  to  me  whilst  his 
lordship  was  in  the  midst  of  his  sermon,"  Ethel  replied. 
"  I  read  it  as  he  was  making  his  speech,"  she  continued, 
gathering  anger  and  scorn  as  she  recalled  the  circum- 
stances of  the  interview.  "  He  was  perfectly  polite  in 
his  language.  He  did  not  call  me  a  fool  or  use  a  single 
other  bad  name.  He  was  good  enough  to  advise  me  and 
to  make  such  virtuous  pretty  speeches,  that  if  he  had 
been  a  bishop  he  could  not  have  spoken  better;  and  as 
I  thought  the  letter  was  a  nice  commentary  on  his  lord- 
ship's sermon  I  gave  it  to  him.  I  gave  it  to  him,"  cried 
the  young  woman,  "  and  much  good  may  it  do  him.  I 
don't  think  my  Lord  Kew  will  preach  to  me  again  for 
some  time." 

"  I  don't  think  he  will  indeed,"  said  Lady  Kew,  in  a 
hard  dry  voice.  "  You  don't  know  what  you  may  have 
done.  Will  you  be  pleased  to  ring  the  bell  and  order 
my  carriage?  I  congratulate  you  on  having  performed 
a  most  charming  morning's  work." 

Ethel  made  her  grandmother  a  very  stately  curtsey. 
I  pity  Lady  Juha's  condition  when  her  mother  reached 
home. 

All  who  know  I^ord  Kew  may  be  pretty  sure  that 
in  that  unluckv  interview  with  Ethel,  to  which  the  young 
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lady  had  just  alluded,  he  said  no  single  word  to  her  that 
was  not  kind,  and  just,  and  gentle.  Considering  the 
relation  between  them,  he  thought  himself  justified  in 
remonstrating  with  her  as  to  the  conduct  which  she  chose 
to  pursue,  and  in  warning  her  against  acquaintances 
of  whom  his  own  experience  had  taught  him  the  danger- 
ous character.  He  knew  Madame  d'lvry  and  her 
friends  so  well  that  he  would  not  have  his  wife  elect 
a  member  of  their  circle.  He  could  not  tell  Ethel  what 
he  knew  of  those  women  and  their  history.  She  chose 
not  to  understand  his  hints — did  not,  very  hkely,  com- 
prehend them.  She  was  quite  young,  and  the  stories 
of  such  lives  as  theirs  had  never  been  told  before  her. 
She  was  indignant  at  the  surveillance  which  Lord  Kew 
exerted  over  her,  and  the  authority  which  he  began  to 
assume.  At  another  moment  and  in  a  better  frame  of 
mind  she  would  have  been  thankful  for  his  care,  and 
very  soon  and  ever  after  she  did  justice  to  his  many 
admirable  qualities — his  frankness,  honesty,  and  sweet 
temper.  Only  her  high  spirit  was  in  perpetual  revolt 
at  this  time  against  the  bondage  in  which  her  family 
strove  to  keep  her.  The  very  worldly  advantages  of 
the  position  which  they  oif ered  her  served  but  to  chafe 
her  the  more.  Had  her  proposed  husband  been  a  young 
prince  with  a  crown  to  lay  at  her  feet,  she  had  been  yet 
more  indignant  very  likely,  and  more  rebellious.  Had 
Kew's  younger  brother  been  her  suitor,  or  Kew  in  his 
place,  she  had  been  not  unwilling  to  follow  her  parents* 
wishes.  Hence  the  revolt  in  which  she  was  engaged — 
the  wayward  freaks  and  outbreaks  her  haughty  temper 
indulged  in.  No  doubt  she  saw  the  justice  of  Lord 
Kew's  reproofs.  That  self -consciousness  was  not  likely 
to  add  to  her  good  humour.     No  doubt  she  was  sorry 
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for  having  shown  Lord  Kew  the  letter  the  moment  after 
she  had  done  that  act,  of  which  the  poor  young  lady 
could  not  calculate  the  consequences  that  were  now  to 
ensue. 

Lord  Kew,  on  glancing  over  the  letter,  at  once  divined 
the  quarter  whence  it  came.  The  portrait  drawn  of  him 
was  not  unlike,  as  our  characters  described  by  those  who 
hate  us  are  not  unlike.  He  had  passed  a  reckless  youth, 
indeed  he  was  sad  and  ashamed  of  that  past  life,  longed 
like  the  poor  prodigal  to  return  to  better  courses,  and  had 
embraced  eagerly  the  chance  afforded  him  of  a  union 
with  a  woman  j^oung,  virtuous,  and  beautiful,  against 
whom  and  against  heaven  he  hoped  to  sin  no  more.  If 
we  have  told  or  hinted  at  more  of  his  story  than  will 
please  the  ear  of  modern  conventionalism,  I  beseech  the 
reader  to  believe  that  the  writer's  purpose  at  least  is  not 
dishonest,  nor  unkindly.  The  young  gentleman  hung 
his  head  with  sorrow  over  that  sad  detail  of  his  life  and 
its  follies.  What  would  he  have  given  to  be  able  to  say 
to  Ethel,  "  This  is  not  true!  " 

His  reproaches  to  JNIiss  Newcome  of  course  were  at 
once  stopped  by  this  terrible  assault  on  himself.  The 
letter  had  been  put  in  the  Baden  post-box,  and  so  had 
come  to  its  destination.  It  was  in  a  disguised  hand- 
writing. Lord  Kew  could  form  no  idea  even  of  the  sex 
of  the  scribe.  He  put  the  envelope  in  his  pocket,  when 
Ethel's  back  was  turned.  He  examined  the  paper  when 
he  left  her.  He  could  make  little  of  the  superscription 
or  of  the  wafer  which  had  served  to  close  the  note.  He 
did  not  choose  to  caution  Ethel  as  to  whether  she  should 
burn  the  letter  or  divulge  it  to  her  friends.  He  took 
his  share  of  the  pain,  as  a  boy  at  school  takes  his  flog- 
ging, stoutly  and  in  silence. 
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When  he  saw  Ethel  again,  which  he  did  in  an  hour's 
time,  the  generous  young  gentleman  held  his  hand  out 
to  her.  "  My  dear,"  he  said,  "  if  you  had  loved  me 
you  never  would  have  shown  me  that  letter."  It  was  his 
only  reproof.  After  that  he  never  again  reproved  or 
advised  her. 

Ethel  blushed.  "  You  are  very  brave  and  generous, 
Frank,"  she  said,  bending  her  head,  "  and  I  am  captious 
and  wicked."  He  felt  the  hot  tear  blotting  on  his  hand 
from  his  cousin's  downcast  eyes. 

He  kissed  her  little  hand.  Lady  Ann,  who  was  in  the 
room  with  her  children  when  these  few  words  passed 
between  the  two  in  a  very  low  tone — thought  it  was  a 
reconciliation.  Ethel  knew  it  was  a  renunciation  on 
Kew's  part — she  never  liked  him  so  much  as  at  that 
moment.  The  young  man  was  too  modest  and  simple 
to  guess  himself  what  the  girl's  feelings  were.  Could 
he  have  told  them,  his  fate  and  hers  might  have  been 
changed. 

"  You  must  not  allow  our  kind  letter-writing  friend," 
Lord  Kew  continued,  "  to  fancy  we  are  hurt.  We  must 
walk  out  this  afternoon,  and  we  must  appear  very  good 
friends." 

"  Yes,  always,  Kew,"  said  Ethel,  holding  out  her 
hand  a«^ain.  The  next  minute  her  cousin  was  at  the 
table  carving  roast-fowls  and  distributing  the  portions 
to  the  hungry  children. 

The  assembly  of  the  previous  evening  had  been  one 
of  those  which  the  fermier  des  jeiicc  at  Baden  benefi- 
cently provides  for  the  frequenters  of  the  place,  and 
now  was  to  come  oif  a  much  more  brilliant  entertain- 
ment, in  which  poor  Clive,  who  is  far  into  Switzerland 
by  this  time,  was  to  have  taken  a  share.    The  Bachelors 
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had  agreed  to  give  a  ball,  one  of  the  last  entertainments 
of  the  season,  a  dozen  or  more  of  them  had  subscribed 
the  funds,  and  we  may  be  sure  Lord  Kew's  name  was 
at  the  head  of  the  list,  as  it  was  of  any  list,  of  any  scheme, 
whether  of  charity  or  fun.  The  English  were  invited, 
and  the  Russians  were  invited;  the  Spaniards  and  Ital- 
ians, Poles,  Prussians,  and  Hebrews ;  all  the  motley  fre- 
quenters of  the  place,  and  the  warriors  in  the  Duke  of 
Baden's  army.  Unlimited  supper  was  set  in  the  res- 
taurant. The  dancing-room  glittered  with  extra  hghts, 
and  a  profusion  of  cut-paper  flowers  decorated  the  fes- 
tive scene.  Everybody  was  present:  those  crowds  with 
whom  our  story  has  nothing  to  do,  and  those  two  or  three 
groups  of  persons  who  enact  minor  or  greater  parts  in 
it.  INladame  d'lvry  came  in  a  dress  of  stupendous  splen- 
dour, even  more  brilliant  than  that  in  which  JNIiss  Ethel 
had  figured  at  the  last  assembly.  If  the  Duchess  in- 
tended to  ecraser  INIiss  Newcome  by  the  superior  mag- 
nificence of  her  toilet,  she  was  disappointed.  Miss 
Newcome  wore  a  plain  white  frock  on  the  occasion,  and 
resumed,  INIadame  d'lvry  said,  her  role  of  ingenue  for 
that  night. 

During  the  brief  season  in  which  gentlemen  enjoyed 
the  favour  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  that  wandering 
sovereign  led  them  through  all  the  paces  and  vagaries 
of  a  regular  passion.  As  in  a  fair,  where  time  is  short 
and  pleasures  numerous,  the  master  of  the  theatrical 
booth  shows  you  a  tragedy,  a  farce,  and  a  pantomime, 
all  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  having  a  dozen  new  audiences 
to  witness  his  entertainments  in  the  course  of  the  fore- 
noon ;  so  this  lady  with  her  platonic  lovers  went  through 
the  complete  dramatic  course, — tragedies  of  jealousy, 
pantomimes  of  rapture  and  farces  of  parting.     There 
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were  billets  on  one  side  and  the  other;  hints  of  a  fatal 
destiny,  and  a  ruthless  lynx-eyed  tyrant,  who  held  a 
demoniac  grasp  over  the  Duchess  by  means  of  certain 
secrets  which  he  knew;  there  were  regrets  that  we  had 
not  known  each  other  sooner ;  why  were  we  brought  out 
of  our  convent  and  sacrificed  to  Monsieur  le  Due? 
There  were  frolic  interchanges  of  fancy  and  poesy: 
pretty  bouderies;  sweet  reconciliations;  yawns  finally 
— and  separation.  Adolphe  went  out  and  Alphonse 
came  in.  It  was  the  new  audience;  for  which  the  bell 
rang,  the  band  played,  and  the  curtain  rose;  and  the 
tragedy,  comedy  and  farce  were  repeated. 

Those  Greenwich  performers  who  appear  in  the  the- 
atrical pieces  above  mentioned,  make  a  great  deal  more 
noise  than  your  stationary  tragedians ;  and  if  they  have 
to  denounce  a  villain,  to  declare  a  passion,  or  to  threaten 
an  enemy,  they  roar,  stamp,  shake  their  fists,  and  bran- 
dish their  sabres,  so  that  every  man  who  sees  the  play  has 
surely  a  full  pennyworth  for  his  penny.  Thus  JNIadame 
la  Duchesse  d'lvry  perhaps  a  little  exaggerated  her 
heroines'  parts;  liking  to  strike  her  audiences  quickly, 
and  also  to  change  them  often.  Like  good  performers, 
she  flung  herself  heart  and  soul  into  the  business  of  the 
stage,  and  was  what  she  acted.  She  was  Phedre,  and  if, 
in  the  first  part  of  the  play,  she  was  uncommonly  tender 
to  Hippolyte,  in  the  second  she  hated  him  furiously.  She 
was  Medea,  and  if  Jason  was  volage,  woe  to  Creusa! 
Perhaps  our  poor  Lord  Kew  had  taken  the  first  charac- 
ter in  a  performance  with  Madame  d'lvry;  for  his  be- 
haviour in  which  part  it  was  difficult  enough  to  forgive 
him;  but  when  he  appeared  at  Baden  the  affianced  hus- 
band of  one  of  the  most  beautiful  young  creatures  in 
Europe,— when  his  relatives  scorned  Madame  d'lvry, — 
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no  wonder  she  was  maddened  and  enraged,  and  would 
have  recourse  to  revenge,  steel,  poison. 

There  was  in  the  Duchess's  Court  a  young  fellow  from 
the  South  of  France,  whose  friends  had  sent  him  to  faire 
son  droit  at  Paris,  where  he  had  gone  through  the  usual 
course  of  pleasures  and  studies  of  the  young  inhabitants 
of  the  Latin  Quarter.  He  had  at  one  time  exalted  re- 
pubHcan  opinions,  and  had  fired  his  shot  with  distinction 
at  St.  jNIeri.  He  was  a  poet  of  some  little  note — a  book 
of  his  lyrics,  "  Les  Rales  d'un  Asphyxie,"  having  made 
a  sensation  at  the  time  of  their  appearance.  He  drank 
great  quantities  of  absinthe  of  a  morning,  smoked  in- 
cessantly, played  roulette  whenever  he  could  get  a  few 
pieces,  contributed  to  a  small  journal,  and  was  especially 
great  in  his  hatred  of  Vinfame  Angleterre.  Delenda  est 
Carthago  was  tattooed  beneath  his  shirt-sleeve.  Fifine 
and  Clarisse,  young  milliners  of  the  students'  district, 
had  punctured  this  terrible  motto  on  his  manly  right 
arm.  Le  leopard,  emblem  of  England,  was  his  aversion ; 
he  shook  his  fist  at  the  caged  monster  in  the  Garden  of 
Plants.  He  desired  to  have  "  Here  lies  an  enemj^  of 
England  "  engraved  upon  his  early  tomb.  He  was 
skilled  at  billiards  and  dominoes,  adroit  in  the  use  of 
arms,  of  unquestionable  courage  and  fierceness.  Mr. 
Jones  of  England  was  afraid  of  M.  de  Castillonnes,  and 
cowered  before  his  scowls  and  sarcasms.  Captain  Black- 
ball, the  other  English  aide-de-camp  of  the  Duchesse 
d'lvry,  a  warrior  of  undoubted  courage,  who  had  been 
"  on  the  ground  "  more  than  once,  gave  him  a  wide 
berth,  and  wondered  what  the  little  beggar  meant  when 
he  used  to  say,  "  Since  the  days  of  the  Prince  Noir,  ^lon- 
sieur,  my  family  has  been  at  feud  with  I'Angleterre!  " 
His  family  were  grocers  at  Bordeaux,  and  his  father's 
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name  was  M.  Cabasse.  Cabasse  had  married  a  noble  in 
the  revolutionary  times;  and  the  son  at  Paris  called 
himself  Victor  Cabasse  de  Castillonnes ;  then  Victor  C. 
de  Castillonnes;  then  M.  de  Castillonnes.  One  of  the 
followers  of  the  Black  Prince  had  insulted  a  lady  of  the 
house  of  Castillonnes,  when  the  English  were  lords  of 
Guienne ;  hence  our  friend's  wrath  against  the  Leopard. 
He  had  written,  and  afterwards  dramatized,  a  terrific 
legend  describing  the  circumstances,  and  the  punishment 
of  the  Briton  by  a  knight  of  the  Castillonnes  family.  A 
more  awful  coward  never  existed  in  a  melodrama  than 
that  felon  English  knight.  His  blanche  filler  of  course, 
died  of  hopeless  love  for  the  conquering  Frenchman, 
her  father's  murderer.  The  paper  in  which  the  feuille- 
ton  appeared  died  at  the  sixth  number  of  the  story.  The 
theatre  of  the  Boulevard  refused  the  drama;  so  the 
author's  rage  against  Vinfame  Albion  was  yet  unajD- 
peased.  On  beholding  Miss  Newcome,  Victor  had  fan- 
cied a  resemblance  between  her  and  Agnes  de  Calverley, 
the  blanche  Miss  of  his  novel  and  drama,  and  cast  an 
eye  of  favour  upon  the  young  creature.  He  even  com- 
posed verses  in  her  honour  (for  I  presume  that  the  "  JNIiss 
Betti  "  and  the  Princess  Crimhilde  of  the  poems  which 
he  subsequently  published,  were  no  other  than  Miss  New- 
come,  and  the  Duchess,  her  rival).  He  had  been  one 
of  the  lucky  gentlemen  who  had  danced  with  Ethel  on 
the  previous  evening.  On  the  occasion  of  the  ball  he 
came  to  her  with  a  high-flown  compliment,  and  a  request 
to  be  once  more  allowed  to  waltz  with  her— a  request 
to  which  he  expected  a  favourable  answer,  thinking,  no 
doubt,  that  his  wit,  his  powers  of  conversation,  and  the 
amour  qui  flambait  dans  son  regard,  had  had  their  ef- 
fect upon  the  charming  Meess.    Perhaps  he  had  a  copy 
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of  the  very  verses  in  his  breast-pocket,  with  which  he 
intended  to  complete  his  work  of  fascination.  For  her 
sake  alone,  he  Iiad  been  heard  to  say,  that  he  w^ould  enter 
into  a  truce  with  England,  and  forget  the  hereditary 
wrongs  of  his  race. 

But  the  blanche  JNIiss  on  this  evening  declined  to  waltz 
with  him.  His  compliments  were  not  of  the  least  avail. 
He  retired  with  them  and  his  unuttered  verses  in  his 
crumpled  bosom.  ^liss  Newcome  only  danced  in  one 
quadrille  with  Lord  Kew,  and  left  the  party  quite  early, 
to  the  despair  of  many  of  the  bachelors,  who  lost  the 
fairest  ornament  of  their  ball. 

Lord  Kew,  however,  had  been  seen  walking  with  her 
in  public,  and  particularly  attentive  to  her  during  her 
brief  appearance  in  the  ball-room ;  and  the  old  Dowager, 
who  regularly  attended  all  places  of  amusement,  and 
was  at  twenty  parties  and  six  dinners  the  week  before  she 
died,  thought  fit  to  be  particularly  gracious  to  ^ladame 
d'lvry  upon  this  evening,  and,  far  from  shunning  the 
Duchesse's  presence  or  being  rude  to  her,  as  on  former 
occasions,  was  entirely  smiling  and  good-humoured. 
Lady  Kew,  too,  thought  there  had  been  a  reconciliation 
between  Ethel  and  her  cousin.  Lady  Ann  had  given 
her  mother  some  account  of  the  handshaking.  Kew's 
walk  with  Ethel,  the  quadrille  which  she  had  danced  with 
him  alone,  induced  the  elder  lady  to  believe  that  matters 
had  been  made  up  between  the  young  people. 

So,  by  way  of  showing  the  Duchesse  that  her  little  shot 
of  the  morning  had  failed  in  its  effect,  as  Frank  left  the 
room  with  his  cousin,  Lady  Kew  gaily  hinted,  "  that  the 
young  earl  was  aux  petits  soins  with  Miss  Ethel;  that 
she  was  sure  her  old  friend,  the  Due  d'lvry,  would  be 
glad  to  hear  that  his  godson  was  about  to  range  himself. 
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He  would  settle  down  on  his  estates.  He  would  attend 
to  his  duties  as  an  English  peer  and  a  country  gentleman. 
We  shall  go  home,"  says  the  benevolent  Countess,  "  and 
kill  the  veau  gras,  and  you  shall  see  our  dear  prodigal 
will  become  a  very  quiet  gentleman." 

The  Duchesse  said  "  My  Lady  Kew's  plan  was  most 
edifying.  She  was  charmed  to  hear  that  Lord  Kew 
loved  veal;  there  were  some  who  thought  that  meat 
rather  insipid."  A  waltzer  came  to  claim  her  hand  at 
this  moment;  and  as  she  twirled  round  the  room  upon 
that  gentleman's  arm,  wafting  odours  as  she  moved,  her 
pink  silks,  pink  feathers,  pink  ribbons,  making  a  mighty 
rustling,  the  Countess  of  Kew  had  the  satisfaction  of 
thinking  that  she  had  planted  an  arrow  in  that  shrivelled 
little  waist  which  Count  Punter's  arms  embraced,  and 
had  returned  the  stab  which  Madame  d'lvry  had  deliv- 
ered in  the  morning. 

Mr.  Barnes,  and  his  elect  bride,  had  also  appeared, 
danced,  and  disappeared.  Lady  Kew  soon  followed  her 
young  ones;  and  the  ball  went  on  very  gaily,  in  spite 
of  the  absence  of  these  respectable  personages. 

Being  one  of  the  managers  of  the  entertainment.  Lord 
Kew  returned  to  it  after  conducting  Lady  Ann  and  her 
daughter  to  their  carriage,  and  now  danced  with  great 
vigour  and  with  his  usual  kindness,  selecting  those  ladies 
whom  other  waltzers  rejected  because  they  were  old,  or 
too  plain,  or  too  stout,  or  what  not.  But  he  did  not  ask 
Madame  d'lvry  to  dance.  He  could  condescend  to 
dissemble  so  far  as  to  hide  the  pain  which  he  felt;  but 
did  not  care  to  engage  in  that  more  advanced  hypoc- 
risy of  friendship,  which,  for  her  part,  his  old  grand- 
mother had  not  shown  the  least  scruple  in  assuming. 

Amongst  other  partners,  my  lord  selected  that  in- 
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trepid  waltzer,  the  Grafinn  von  Gumpelheim,  who,  in 
spite  of  her  age,  size,  and  large  family,  never  lost  a 
chance  of  enjoying  her  favourite  recreation.  "  Look 
with  what  a  camel  my  lord  waltzes,"  said  M.  Victor  to 
JNIadame  d'lvry,  whose  slim  waist  he  had  the  honour  of 
embracing  to  the  same  music.  "  What  man  but  an  Eng- 
lishman would  ever  select  such  a  dromedary?  " 

"  Avant  de  se  marier,"  said  Madame  d'lvry,  "  il  faut 
avourer  que  my  lord  se  permet  d'enormes  distractions." 

"  My  lord  marries  himself!  And  when  and  whom?  " 
cries  the  Duchesse's  partner. 

"  Miss  Newcome.  Do  you  not  approve  of  his  choice? 
I  thought  the  eyes  of  Stenio  (the  Duchess  called  ISl. 
Victor,  Stenio,)  looked  with  some  favour  upon  that 
little  person.  She  is  handsome,  even  very  handsome. 
Is  it  not  so  often  in  life,  Stenio?  Are  not  youth  and 
innocence  (I  give  INIiss  Ethel  the  compliment  of  her 
innocence,  now  surtout  that  the  little  painter  is  dis- 
missed) — are  we  not  cast  into  the  arms  of  jaded  roues? 
Tender  young  flowers,  are  we  not  torn  from  our  convent 
gardens,  and  flung  into  a  world  of  which  the  air  poisons 
our  pure  life,  and  withers  the  sainted  buds  of  hope  and 
love  and  faith?  Faith!  The  mocking  world  tramples 
on  it,  n'est-ce  pas?  Love!  The  brutal  world  strangles 
the  heaven-born  infant  at  its  birth.  Hope!  It  smiled 
at  me  in  my  little  convent  chamber,  played  among  the 
flowers  which  I  cherished,  warbled  witli  the  birds  that  I 
loved.  But  it  quitted  me  at  the  door  of  the  world,  Stenio. 
It  folded  its  white  wings  and  veiled  its  radiant  face !  In 
return  for  my  j^oung  love,  tliey  gave  me— sixty  years, 
the  dregs  of  a  selfish  heart,  egotism  cowering  over  its 
fire,  and  cold  for  all  its  mantle  of  ermine!  In  place  of 
the  sweet  flowers  of  my  young  years,  they  gave  me  these. 
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Stenio!  "  and  she  pointed  to  her  feathers  and  her  arti- 
ficial roses.  "  Oh,  I  should  like  to  crush  them  under  my 
feet!  "  and  she  put  out  the  neatest  little  slipper.  The 
Duchesse  was  great  upon  her  wrongs,  and  paraded  her 
blighted  innocence  to  every  one  who  would  feel  inter- 
ested by  that  piteous  spectacle.  The  music  here  burst 
out  more  swiftly  and  melodiously  than  before;  the 
pretty  little  feet  forgot  their  desire  to  trample  upon  the 
world.  She  shrugged  the  lean  little  shoulders — "  Eh!  " 
said  the  Queen  of  Scots,  "  dansons  et  oublions;  "  and 
Stenio's  arm  once  more  surrounded  her  fairy  waist,  ( she 
called  herself  a  fairy;  other  ladies  called  her  a  skeleton;) 
and  they  whirled  away  in  the  waltz  again :  and  presently 
she  and  Stenio  came  bumping  up  against  the  stalwart 
Lord  Kew  and  the  ponderous  Madame  de  Gumpel- 
heim,  as  a  wherry  dashes  against  the  oaken  ribs  of  a 
steamer. 

The  little  couple  did  not  fall ;  they  were  struck  on  to  a 
neighbouring  bench,  luckily:  but  there  was  a  laugh  at 
the  expense  of  Stenio  and  the  Queen  of  Scots — and 
Lord  Kew,  settling  his  panting  partner  on  to  a  seat, 
came  up  to  make  excuses  for  his  awkwardness  to  the 
lady  who  had  been  its  victim.  At  the  laugh  produced  by 
the  catastrophe,  the  Duchesse's  eyes  gleamed  with  anger. 

"  M.  de  Castillonnes,"  she  said,  to  her  partner,  "  have 
you  had  any  quarrel  with  that  Englishman?" 

"  With  ce  Milor?    But  no,"  said  Stenio. 

"  He  did  it  on  purpose.  There  has  been  no  day  but 
his  family  has  insulted  me ! "  hissed  out  the  Duchesse, 
and  at  this  moment  Lord  Kew  came  up  to  make  his 
apologies.  He  asked  a  thousand  pardons  of  Madame  la 
Duchesse  for  being  so  maladroit. 

"Maladroit!     et    tres    maladroit.    Monsieur,"    says 
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Stenio,  curling  his  moustache.  "  C'est  bien  le  mot,  jVlon- 
sieur." 

"  Also,,  I  make  my  excuses  to  Madame  la  Du- 
chesse,  which  I  hope  she  will  receive,"  said  Lord  Kew. 
The  Duchesse  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  sunk  her 
head. 

"  When  one  does  not  know  how  to  dance,  one  ought 
not  to  dance,"  continued  the  Duchesse's  knight. 

"  Monsieur  is  very  good  to  give  me  lessons  in  dan- 
cing," said  Lord  Kew. 

"  Any  lessons  which  you  please,  Milor!  "  cries  Stenio; 
"  and  everywhere  where  you  will  them." 

Lord  Kew  looked  at  the  little  man  with  surprise.  He 
could  not  understand  so  much  anger  for  so  trifling  an 
accident,  which  happens  a  dozen  times  in  every  crowded 
ball.  He  again  bowed  to  the  Duchesse,  and  walked 
away. 

"  This  is  your  Englishman — your  Kew,  whom  you 
vaunt  everywhere,"  said  Stenio  to  M.  de  Florae,  who 
was  standing  by  and  witnessed  the  scene.  "Is  he  sim- 
ply bete,  or  is  he  poltron  as  well?  I  believe  him  to  be 
both." 

"  Silence,  Victor,"  cried  Florae,  seizing  his  arm,  and 
drawing  him  away.  "  You  know  me,  and  that  I  am 
neither  one  nor  the  other.  Believe  my  word,  that  my 
Lord  Kew  wants  neither  courage  nor  wit!  " 

"Will  you  be  my  witness.  Florae?"  continues  the 
other. 

"  To  take  him  your  excuses?  yes.  It  is  you  who  have 
insulted — " 

"  Yes,  parbleu,  I  have  insulted!  "  says  the  Gascon. 

"  A  man  who  never  willingly  offended  soul  alive.  A 
man  full  of  heart:   the  most  frank:   the  most  loval.     I 
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have  seen  him  put  to  the  proof,  and  beheve  me  he  is  all 
I  say." 

"  Eh!  so  much  the  better  for  me!  "  cried  the  Southron. 
*'  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  meeting  a  gallant  man ;  and 
there  will  be  two  on  the  field." 

*'  They  are  making  a  tool  of  you,  my  poor  Gascon," 
said  M.  de  Florae,  who  saw  Madame  d'lvry's  eyes  watch- 
ing the  couple.  She  presently  took  the  arm  of  the  noble 
Count  de  Punter,  and  went  for  fresh  air  into  the  ad- 
joining apartment,  where  play  was  going  on  as  usual; 
and  Lord  Kew  and  his  friend  Lord  Rooster  were  pacing 
the  room  apart  from  the  gamblers. 

My  Lord  Rooster,  at  something  which  Kew  said, 
looked  puzzled,  and  said,  "  Pooh,  stuff,  damned  little 
Erenchman!   Confounded  nonsense!" 

"  I  was  searching  you,  Milor!  "  said  Madame  d'lvry, 
in  a  most  winning  tone,  tripping  behind  him  with  her 
noiseless  little  feet.  "  Allow  me  a  little  word.  Your 
arm !  You  used  to  give  it  me  once,  mon  filleul !  I  hope 
you  think  nothing  of  the  rudeness  of  M.  de  Castillonnes ; 
he  is  a  foolish  Gascon;  he  must  have  been  too  often  to 
the  buffet  this  evening." 

Lord  Kew  said,  No,  indeed,  he  thought  nothing  of 
M.  de  Castillonnes'  rudeness. 

"  I  am  so  glad!  These  heroes  of  the  salle  d'armes 
have  not  the  commonest  manners.  These  Gascons  are 
always  flamberge  au  vent.  What  would  the  charming 
Miss  Ethel  say,  if  she  heard  of  the  dispute?  " 

"  Indeed  there  is  no  reason  why  she  should  hear  of  it," 
said  Lord  Kew,  "  unless  some  obliging  friend  should 
communicate  it  to  her." 

"  Communicate  it  to  her — the  poor  dear!  who  would 
be  so  cruel  as  to  give  her  pain?  "  asked  the  innocent 
Duchesse.    "  Why  do  you  look  at  me  so,  Frank?  " 
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"  Because  I  admire  you,"  said  her  interlocutor,  with  a 
bow.  "  I  have  never  seen  INladame  la  Duchesse  to  such 
advantage  as  to-day." 

"  You  speak  in  enigmas!  Come  back  with  me  to  the 
ball-room.  Come  and  dance  with  me  once  more.  You 
used  to  dance  with  me.  Let  us  have  one  waltz  more, 
Kew.  And  then,  and  then,  in  a  day  or  two  I  shall  go 
back  to  ^Monsieur  le  Due,  and  tell  him  that  his  filleul  is 
going  to  marry  the  fairest  of  all  Englishwomen;  and 
to  turn  hermit  in  the  country,  and  orator  in  the  Chamber 
of  Peers.  You  have  wit!  ah  si — you  have  wit!  "  And 
she  led  back  Lord  Kew,  rather  amazed  himself  at  what 
he  was  doing,  into  the  ball-room;  so  that  the  good-na- 
tured people  who  were  there,  and  who  beheld  them  dan- 
cing, could  not  refrain  from  clapping  their  hands  at  the 
sight  of  this  couple. 

The  Duchess  danced  as  if  she  was  bitten  by  that  Nea- 
politan spider  which,  according  to  the  legend,  is  such  a 
wonderful  dance  incentor.  She  would  have  the  music 
quicker  and  quicker.  She  sank  on  Kew's  arm,  and  clung 
on  his  support.  She  poured  out  all  the  light  of  her  lan- 
guishing eyes  into  his  face.  Their  glances  rather  con- 
fused than  charmed  him.  But  the  bystanders  were 
pleased;  they  thought  it  so  good-hearted  of  the  Du- 
chesse, after  the  little  quarrel,  to  make  a  public  avowal 
of  reconciliation! 

Lord  Rooster  looking  on,  at  the  entrance  of  the  dan- 
cing-room, over  Monsieur  de  Florae's  shoulder,  said, 
"It's  all  right!  She's  a  chpper  to  dance,  the  little 
Duchess." 

"  The  viper!  "  said  Florae,  "  how  she  writhes!  " 

"  I  suppose  that  business  with  the  Frenchman  is  all 
over,"  says  Lord  Rooster.  "  Confounded  piece  of  non- 
sense." 
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"  You  believe  it  finished?  We  shall  see!  "  said  Florae, 
who  perhaps  knew  his  fair  cousin  better.  When  the 
waltz  was  over,  Kew  led  his  partner  to  a  seat,  and  bowed 
to  her;  but  though  she  made  room  for  him  at  her  side, 
pointing  to  it,  and  gathering  up  her  rustling  robes  so 
that  he  might  sit  down,  he  moved  away,  his  face  full  of 
gloom.  He  never  wished  to  be  near  her  again.  There 
was  something  more  odious  to  him  in  her  friendship  than 
her  hatred.  He  knew  hers  was  the  hand  that  had  dealt 
that  stab  at  him  and  Ethel  in  the  morning.  He  went 
back  and  talked  with  his  two  friends  in  the  doorway. 
"  Couch  yourself,  my  little  Kiou,"  said  Florae.  "  You 
are  all  pale.    You  were  best  in  bed,  mon  gar^on!  " 

"  She  has  made  me  promise  to  take  her  in  to  supper," 
Kew  said,  with  a  sigh. 

"  She  will  poison  you,"  said  the  other.  "  Why  have 
they  abolished  the  roue  chez  nous?  My  word  of  honour 
they  should  re-establish  it  for  this  woman." 

"  There  is  one  in  the  next  room,"  said  Kew,  with  a 
laugh.  "  Come,  Vicomte,  let  us  try  our  fortune,"  and 
he  walked  back  into  the  play -room. 

That  was  the  last  night  on  which  Lord  Kew  ever 
played  a  gambling  game.  He  won  constantly.  The 
double  zero  seemed  to  obey  him;  so  that  the  croupiers 
wondered  at  his  fortune.  Florae  backed  it ;  saying  with 
the  superstition  of  a  gambler,  "  I  am  sure  something 
goes  to  arrive  to  this  boy."  From  time  to  time  M.  de 
Florae  went  back  to  the  dancing-room,  leaving  his  mise 
under  Kew's  charge.  He  always  found  his  heaps  in- 
creased; indeed  the  worthy  Vicomte  wanted  a  turn  of 
luck  in  his  favour.  On  one  occasion  he  returned  with 
a  grave  face,  saying  to  Lord  Rooster,  "  She  has  the  other 
one  in  hand.    We  are  going  to  see."    "  Trente-six  encor! 
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et  rouge  gagne,"  cried  the  croupier  with  his  nasal  tone. 
Monsieur  de  Florae's  pockets  overflowed  with  double 
Napoleons,  and  he  stopped  his  play,  luckily,  for  Kew 
putting  down  his  winnings,  once,  twice,  thrice,  lost  them 
all. 

When  Lord  Kew  had  left  the  dancing-room,  Madame 
d'lvry  saw  Stenio  following  him  with  fierce  looks,  and 
called  back  that  bearded  bard.  "  You  were  going  to 
pursue  ]M.  de  Kew,"  she  said,  "  I  knew  you  were.  Sit 
down  here,  sir,"  and  she  patted  him  down  on  her  seat 
with  her  fan. 

"  Do  you  wish  that  I  should  call  him  back,  Madame?  " 
said  the  poet,  with  the  deepest  tragic  accents. 

"  I  can  bring  him  when  I  want  him,  Victor,"  said  the 
lady. 

"  Let  us  hope  others  will  be  equally  fortunate,"  the 
Gascon  said,  with  one  hand  in  his  breast,  the  other  strok- 
ing his  moustachio. 

"  Fi,  Monsieur,  que  vous  sentez  le  tabac!  je  vous  le 
defends,  entendez-vous.  Monsieur?  " 

"  Pourtant,  I  have  seen  the  day  when  INIadame  la 
Duchesse  did  not  disdain  a  cigar,"  said  Victor.  "  If  the 
odour  incommodes,  permit  that  I  retire." 

"  And  you  also  would  quit  me,  Stenio?  Do  j^ou  think 
I  did  not  mark  your  eyes  towards  Miss  Newcome? 
your  anger  when  she  refused  you  to  dance?  Ah!  we 
see  all.  A  woman  does  not  deceive  herself,  do  you 
see?  You  send  me  beautiful  verses.  Poet.  You 
can  write  as  well  of  a  statue  or  a  picture,  of  a  rose 
or  a  sunset,  as  of  the  heart  of  a  woman.  You  were 
angry  just  now  because  I  danced  with  M.  de  Kew. 
Do  you  think  in  a  woman's  eyes  jealousy  is  unpardon- 
able? " 
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"  You  know  how  to  provoke  it,  Madame,"  continued 
the  tragedian. 

"  Monsieur,"  repHed  the  lady,  with  dignity,  "  am  I 
to  render  you  an  account  of  all  my  actions,  and  ask  your 
permission  for  a  walk?" 

"  In  fact,  I  am  but  the  slave,  Madame,"  groaned  the 
Gascon,  "  I  am  not  the  master." 

"  You  are  a  very  rebellious  slave.  Monsieur,"  contin- 
ues the  lady,  with  a  pretty  moue,  and  a  glance  of  the 
large  eyes  artfully  brightened  by  her  rouge.  "  Suppose 
— suppose  I  danced  with  M.  de  Kew,  not  for  his  sake — 
heaven  knows  to  dance  with  him  is  not  a  pleasure — but 
for  yours.  Suppose  I  do  not  want  a  foolish  quarrel  to 
proceed.  Suppose  I  know  that  he  is  ni  sot  ni  poltron 
as  you  pretend.  I  overheard  you,  sir,  talking  with  one 
of  the  basest  of  men,  my  good  cousin,  M.  de  Florae: 
but  it  is  not  of  him  I  speak.  Suppose  I  know  the  Comte 
de  Kew  to  be  a  man,  cold  and  insolent,  ill-bred,  and 
grossier,  as  the  men  of  his  nation  are — but  one  who  lacks 
no  courage — one  who  is  terrible  when  roused;  might  I 
have  no  occasion  to  fear,  not  for  him,  but — " 

"But  for  me!  Ah  Marie!  Ah  Madame!  Believe  you 
that  a  man  of  my  blood  will  yield  a  foot  to  any  English- 
man? Do  you  know  the  story  of  my  race?  do  you  know 
that  since  my  childhood  I  have  vowed  hatred  to  that 
nation?  Tenez,  Madame,  this  M.  Jones  who  frequents 
your  salon,  it  was  but  respect  for  you  that  has  enabled 
me  to  keep  my  patience  with  this  stupid  islander.  This 
Captain  Blackball,  whom  you  distinguish,  who  certainly 
shoots  well,  who  mounts  well  to  horse,  I  have  always 
thought  his  manners  were  those  of  the  marker  of  a  bil- 
liard. But  I  respect  him  because  he  has  made  war  with 
Don  Carlos  against  the  English.     But  this  young  M. 
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de  Kew,  his  laugh  crisps  me  the  nerves;  his  insolent  air 
makes  me  bound;  in  beholding  him  I  said  to  myself,  I 
hate  you;  think  whether  I  love  him  better  after  having 
seen  him  as  I  did  but  now,  Madame!  "  Also,  but  this 
Victor  did  not  say,  he  thought  Kew  had  laughed  at  him 
at  the  beginning  of  the  evening,  when  the  blanche  Miss 
had  refused  to  dance  with  him. 

"  Ah,  Victor,  it  is  not  him,  but  j^ou  that  I  would  save," 
said  the  Duchess.  And  the  people  round  about,  and  the 
Duchess  herself  afterwards,  said,  yes,  certainly,  she  had 
a  good  heart.  She  entreated  Lord  Kew;  she  implored 
M.  Victor;  she  did  everything  in  her  power  to  appease 
the  quarrel  between  him  and  the  Frenchman. 

After  the  ball  came  the  supper,  which  was  laid  at 
separate  little  tables,  where  parties  of  half-a-dozen  en- 
joyed themselves.  Lord  Kew  was  of  the  Duchess's 
party,  where  our  Gascon  friend  had  not  a  seat.  But 
being  one  of  the  managers  of  the  entertainment,  his 
lordship  went  about  from  table  to  table,  seeing  that  the 
guests  at  each  lacked  nothing.  He  supposed,  too,  that 
the  dispute  with  the  Gascon  had  possibly  come  to  an  end; 
at  any  rate,  disagreeable  as  the  other's  speech  had  been, 
he  had  resolved  to  put  up  with  it,  not  having  the  least 
inclination  to  drink  the  Frenchman's  blood,  or  to  part 
with  his  own  on  so  absurd  a  quarrel.  He  asked  people, 
in  his  good-natured  way,  to  drink  wine  with  him;  and 
catching  M.  Victor's  eye  scowling  at  him  from  a  distant 
table,  he  sent  a  waiter  with  a  champagne  bottle  to  his 
late  opponent,  and  lifted  his  glass  as  a  friendly  chal- 
lenge. The  waiter  carried  the  message  to  M.  Victor,  who 
when  he  heard  it,  turned  up  his  glass,  and  folded  his 
arms  in  a  stately  manner.    "  INI.  de  Castillonnes  dit  qu'il 

refuse,  Milor,"  said  the  waiter,  rather  scared.     "  He 

VOL.  ir. 
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charged  me  to  bring  that  message  to  Milor."  Florae 
ran  across  to  the  angry  Gascon.  It  was  not  while  at 
Madame  d'lvry's  table  that  Lord  Kew  sent  his  chal- 
lenge and  received  his  reply;  his  duties  as  steward  had 
carried  him  away  from  that  pretty  early. 

Meanwhile  the  glimmering  dawn  peered  into  the  win- 
dows of  the  refreshment-room,  and  behold,  the  sun  broke 
in  and  scared  all  the  revellers.  The  ladies  scurried  away 
like  so  many  ghosts  at  cock-crow,  some  of  them  not  car- 
ing to  face  that  detective  luminary.  Cigars  had  been 
lighted  ere  this;  the  men  remained  smoking  them  with 
those  sleepless  German  waiters  still  bringing  fresh  sup- 
phes  of  di'ink.  Lord  Kew  gave  the  Duchesse  d'lvry  his 
arm,  and  was  leading  her  out ;  M.  de  Castillonnes  stood 
scowling  directly  in  their  way,  upon  which,  with  rather 
an  abrupt  turn  of  the  shoulder,  and  a  "  Pardon,  Mon- 
sieur," Lord  Kew  pushed  by,  and  conducted  the  Duch- 
ess to  her  carriage.  She  did  not  in  the  least  see  what 
had  happened  between  the  two  gentlemen  in  the  passage ; 
she  ogled,  and  nodded,  and  kissed  her  hands  quite  affec- 
tionately to  Kew  as  the  fly  drove  away. 

Florae,  in  the  meanwhile,  had  seized  his  compatriot, 
who  had  drunk  champagne  copiously  with  others,  if  not 
with  Kew,  and  was  in  vain  endeavouring  to  make  him 
hear  reason.  The  Gascon  was  furious;  he  vowed  that 
Lord  Kew  had  struck  him.  "  By  the  tomb  of  my 
mother,"  he  bellowed,  "  I  swear  I  will  have  his  blood!  " 

Lord  Rooster  was  bawling  out—"  D him,  carry  him 

to  bed,  and  shut  him  up ;  "  which  remarks  Victor  did 
not  understand,  or  two  victims  would  doubtless  have 
been  sacrificed  on  his  mamma's  mausoleum. 

When  Kew  came  back  (as  he  was  only  too  sure  to 
do),  the  little  Gascon  rushed  forward  with  a  glove  in 
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his  hand,  and  having  an  audience  of  smokers  round 
about  him,  made  a  furious  speech  about  England,  leop- 
ards, cowardice,  insolent  islanders,  and  Napoleon  at  St. 
Helena;  and  demanded  reason  for  Kevv's  conduct  dur- 
ing the  night.  As  he  spoke,  he  advanced  towards  Lord 
Kew,  glove  in  hand,  and  lifted  it  as  if  he  was  actually 
going  to  strike. 

"  There  is  no  need  for  further  words,"  said  Lord  Kew, 
taking  his  cigar  out  of  his  mouth.  "  If  you  don't  drop 
that  glove,  upon  my  word  I  will  pitch  you  out  of  the 
window.  Ha!  .  .  .  Pick  the  man  up,  somebody.  You'll 
bear  witness,  gentlemen,  I  couldn't  help  myself.  If 
he  wants  me  in  the  morning,  he  knows  where  to  find 
me." 

"  I  declare  that  my  Lord  Kew  has  acted  with  great 
forbearance,  and  under  the  most  brutal  provocation — 
the  most  brutal  provocation,  entendez-vous,  M.  Cabasse,'* 
cried  out  M.  de  Florae,  rushing  forward  to  the  Gascon, 
who  had  now  risen;  "  Monsieur's  conduct  has  been  un- 
worthy of  a  Frenchman  and  a  galant  homme." 

"  D it,  he  has  had  it  on  his  nob,  though,"  said 

Lord  Viscount  Rooster,  laconically. 

"Ah,  Roosterre!  ceci  n'est  pas  pour  rire,"  Florae 
cried  sadly,  as  they  both  walked  away  with  Lord  Kew; 
"  I  wish  that  first  blood  was  all  that  was  to  be  shed  in 
this  quarrel." 

"  Gaw!  how  he  did  go  down!"  cried  Rooster,  con- 
vulsed with  laughter. 

"  I  am  very  sorry  for  it,"  said  Kew,  quite  seriously; 
"  I  couldn't  help  it.  God  forgive  me."  And  he  hung 
down  his  head.  He  thought  of  the  past,  and  its  levities, 
and  pimishment  coming  after  him  pede  claudo.  It  was 
with  all  his  heart  the  contrite  young  man  said  "  God 
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forgive  me."  He  would  take  what  was  to  follow  as  the 
penalty  of  what  had  gone  before. 

"  Pallas  te  hoc  vulnere,  Pallas  immolat,  mon  pauvre 
Kiou,"  said  his  French  friend.  And  Lord  Rooster, 
whose  classical  education  had  been  much  neglected, 
turned  round  and  said,  "  Hullo,  mate,  what  ship's  that?  " 

Viscount  Rooster  had  not  been  two  hours  in  bed,  when 
the  Count  de  Punter  (formerly  of  the  Black  Jagers,) 
waited  upon  him  upon  the  part  of  M.  de  Castillonnes  and 
the  Earl  of  Kew,  who  had  referred  him  to  the  Viscount 
to  arrange  matters  for  a  meeting  between  them.  As  the 
meeting  must  take  place  out  of  the  Baden  territory,  and 
they  ought  to  move  before  the  police  prevented  them, 
the  Count  proposed  that  they  should  at  once  make  for 
France ;  where,  as  it  was  an  affair  of  honour,  they  would 
assuredly  be  let  to  enter  without  passports. 

Lady  Ann  and  Lady  Kew  heard  that  the  gentlemen 
after  the  ball  had  all  gone  out  on  a  hunting  party,  and 
were  not  alarmed  for  four-and-twenty  hours  at  least. 
On  the  next  day  none  of  them  returned ;  and  on  the  day 
after,  the  family  heard  that  Lord  Kew  had  met  with 
rather  a  dangerous  accident;  but  all  the  town  knew  he 
had  been  shot  by  M.  de  Castillonnes  on  one  of  the  islands 
on  the  Rhine,  opposite  Kehl,  where  he  was  now  lying. 
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ACROSS   THE   ALPS 


UR  discursive  muse  must  now 
take  her  place  in  the 
Httle  britzska  in  which 
Clive  Newcome  and 
his  companions  are 
travelling,  and  cross 
the  Alps  in  that  ve- 
hicle, beholding  the 
snows  on  St.  Gothard, 
and  the  beautiful  re- 
gion through  which 
the  Ticino  rushes  on 
its  way  to  the  Lom- 
bard lakes,  and  the 
great  corn  -  covered 
plains  of  the  Mila- 
nese; and  that  royal 
city,  with  the  cathe- 
dral for  its  glittering 
crown,  only  less  mag- 
nificent than  the  imperial  dome  of  Rome.  I  have  some 
long  letters  from  Mr.  Clive,  written  during  this  youth- 
ful tour,  every  step  of  which,  from  the  departure  at 
Baden,  to  the  gate  of  JNIilan,  he  describes  as  beautiful; 
and  doubtless,  the  delightful  scenes  through  which  the 
j'^oung  man  went,  had  their  effect  in  soothing  any  private 
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annoyances  with  which  his  journey  commenced.  The 
aspect  of  nature,  in  that  fortunate  route  which  he  took, 
is  so  noble  and  cheering,  that  our  private  affairs  and 
troubles  shrink  away  abashed  before  that  serene  splen- 
dour. O  sweet  peaceful  scene  of  azure  lake  and  snow- 
crowned  mountain,  so  wonderfully  lovely  is  your  as- 
pect, that  it  seems  like  heaven  almost  and  as  if  grief  and 
care  could  not  enter  it !  What  young  Clive's  private  cares 
w^ere  I  knew  not  as  yet  in  those  days ;  and  he  kept  them 
out  of  his  letters;  it  was  only  in  the  intimacy  of  future 
Ufe  that  some  of  these  pains  were  revealed  to  me. 

Some  three  months  after  taking  leave  of  INIiss  Ethel, 
our  young  gentleman  found  himself  at  Rome,  with  his 
friend  Ridley  still  for  a  companion.  Many  of  us,  young 
or  middle-aged,  have  felt  that  delightful  shock  which 
the  first  sight  of  the  great  city  inspires.  There  is  one 
other  place  of  which  the  view  strikes  one  with  an  emotion 
even  greater  than  that  with  which  we  look  at  Rome, 
where  Augustus  was  reigning  when  He  saw  the  day, 
whose  birth-place  is  separated  but  by  a  hill  or  two 
from  the  awful  gates  of  Jerusalem.  Who  that  has  be- 
held both  can  forget  that  first  aspect  of  either.  At  the 
end  of  years  the  emotion  occasioned  by  the  sight  still 
thrills  in  your  memory,  and  it  smites  you  as  at  the  mo- 
ment when  you  first  viewed  it. 

The  business  of  the  present  novel,  however,  lies  neither 
with  priest  nor  pagan,  but  with  Mr.  Clive  Xewxome,  and 
his  affairs  and  his  companions  at  this  period  of  his  life. 
Nor,  if  the  gracious  reader  expects  to  hear  of  cardinals 
in  scarlet,  and  noble  Roman  princes  and  princesses,  will 
he  find  such  in  this  history.  The  only  noble  Roman  into 
whose  mansion  our  friend  got  admission  was  the  Prince 
Polonia,  whose  footmen  wear  the  liveries  of  the  English 
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Royal  family,  who  gives  gentlemen  and  even  painters 
cash  upon  good  letters  of  credit;  and,  once  or  twice  in 
a  season,  opens  his  Transtiberine  palace  and  treats  his 
customers  to  a  ball.  Our  friend  Clive  used  jocularly  to 
say,  he  believed  there  were  no  Romans.  There  were 
priests  in  portentous  hats ;  there  were  friars  with  shaven 
crowns;  there  were  the  sham  peasantry,  who  dressed 
themselves  out  in  masquerade  costumes,  with  bagpipe 
and  goat-skin,  with  crossed  leggings  and  scarlet  petti- 
coats, who  let  themselves  out  to  artists  at  so  many  pauls 
per  sitting;  but  he  never  passed  a  Roman's  door  except 
to  buy  a  cigar  or  to  purchase  a  handkerchief.  Thither, 
as  elsewhere,  we  carry  our  insular  habits  with  us.  We 
have  a  little  England  at  Paris,  a  little  England  at  ^lu- 
nich,  Dresden,  everywhere.  Our  friend  is  an  English- 
man, and  did  at  Rome  as  the  English  do. 

There  was  the  polite  English  society,  the  society  that 
flocks  to  see  the  Colosseum  lighted  up  with  blue  fire,  that 
flocks  to  the  Vatican  to  behold  the  statues  by  torchlight, 
that  hustles  into  the  churches  on  public  festivals  in  black 
veils  and  deputy-lieutenant's  uniforms,  and  stares,  and 
talks,  and  uses  opera-glasses  while  the  pontiff's  of  the 
Roman  Church  are  performing  its  ancient  rites,  and  the 
crowds  of  faithful  are  loieeling  round  the  altars ;  the  so- 
ciety which  gives  its  balls  and  dinners,  has  its  scandal 
and  bickerings,  its  aristocrats,  parvenus,  toadies  imported 
from  Belgravia ;  has  its  club,  its  hunt,  and  its  Hyde  Park 
on  the  Pincio:  and  there  is  the  other  little  English  world, 
the  broad-hatted,  long-bearded,  velvet- jacketed,  jovial 
colony  of  the  artists,  who  have  their  own  feasts,  haunts, 
and  amusements  by  the  side  of  their  aristocratic  compa- 
triots, with  whom  but  few  of  them  have  the  honour  to 
mingle. 
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J.  J.  and  Clive  engaged  pleasant  lofty  apartments  in 
the  Via  Gregoriana.  Generations  of  painters  had  occu- 
pied these  chambers  and  gone  their  way.  The  windows 
of  their  painting-room  looked  into  a  quaint  old  garden, 
where  there  were  ancient  statues  of  the  Imperial  time,  a 
babbling  fountain  and  noble  orange-trees,  with  broad 
clustering  leaves  and  golden  balls  of  fruit,  glorious  to 
look  upon.  Their  walks  abroad  were  endlessly  pleasant 
and  delightful.  In  every  street  there  were  scores  of 
pictures  of  the  graceful  characteristic  Italian  life,  which 
our  painters  seem  one  and  all  to  reject,  preferring  to 
depict  their  quack  brigands,  Contadini,  Pifferari,  and 
the  like,  because  Thompson  painted  them  before  Jones, 
and  Jones  before  Thompson,  and  so  on,  backwards  into 
time.  There  were  the  children  at  play,  the  women  hud- 
dled round  the  steps  of  the  open  doorways,  in  the  kindly 
Roman  winter;  grim  portentous  old  hags,  such  as  ISIi- 
chael  Angelo  painted,  draped  in  majestic  raggery; 
mothers  and  swarming  bambinos ;  slouching  countrymen, 
dark  of  beard  and  noble  of  countenance,  posed  in  superb 
attitudes,  lazy,  tattered,  and  majestic.  There  came  the 
red  troops,  the  black  troops,  the  blue  troops  of  the  army 
of  priests ;  the  snuffy  regiments  of  Capuchins,  grave  and 
grotesque;  the  trim  French  abbes;  my  lord  the  bishop, 
with  his  footman  (those  wonderful  footmen)  ;  my  lord 
the  cardinal,  in  his  ramshackle  coach  and  his  two,  nay 
three,  footmen  behind  him ;  flunkeys  that  look  as  if  they 
had  been  dressed  by  the  costumier  of  a  British  panto- 
mime ;  coach  with  prodigious  emblazonments  of  hats  and 
coat-of-arms,  that  seems  as  if  it  came  out  of  the  panto- 
mime too,  and  was  about  to  turn  into  something  else.  So 
it  is,  that  what  is  grand  to  some  persons'  eyes  appears 
grotesque  to  others;  and  for  certain  sceptical  persons, 
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that  step,  which  we  have  heard  of,  between  the  sublime 
and  the  ridiculous,  is  not  visible. 

"  I  wish  it  were  not  so,"  writes  Clive,  in  one  of  the  let- 
ters wherein  he  used  to  pour  his  full  heart  out  in  those 
days.  "  I  see  these  people  at  their  devotions,  and  envy 
them  their  rapture.  A  friend,  who  belongs  to  the  old 
religion,  took  me,  last  week,  into  a  church  where  the  Vir- 
gin lately  appeared  in  person  to  a  Jewish  gentleman, 
flashed  down  upon  him  from  heaven  in  light  and  splen- 
dour celestial,  and,  of  course,  straightway  converted  him. 
JNly  friend  bade  me  look  at  the  picture,  and,  kneeling 
down  beside  me,  I  know  prayed  with  all  his  honest  heart 
that  the  truth  might  shine  down  upon  me  too ;  but  I  saw 
no  glimpse  of  heaven  at  all,  I  saw  but  a  poor  picture,  an 
altar  with  blinking  candles,  a  church  hung  with  tawdry 

strips  of  red  and  white  calico.     The  good,  kind  W 

went  away,  humbly  saying  '  that  such  might  have  hap- 
pened again  if  heaven  so  willed  it.'  I  could  not  but  feel 
a  kindness  and  admiration  for  the  good  man.  I  know  his 
works  are  made  to  square  with  his  faith,  that  he  dines  on 
a  crust,  lives  as  chastely  as  a  hermit,  and  gives  his  all  to 
the  poor. 

"  Our  friend  J.  J.,  very  different  to  myself  in  so  many 
respects,  so  superior  in  all,  is  immensely  touched  by  these 
ceremonies.  They  seem  to  answer  to  some  spiritual  want 
of  his  nature,  and  he  comes  away  satisfied  as  from  a 
feast,  where  I  have  only  found  vacancy.  Of  course  our 
first  pilgrimage  was  to  St.  Peter's.  What  a  walk! 
Under  what  noble  shadows  does  one  pass ;  how  great  and 
liberal  the  houses  are,  with  generous  casements  and 
courts,  and  great  grey  portals  which  giants  might  get 
through  and  keep  their  turbans  on.  Why,  the  houses 
are  twice  as  tall  as  Lamb  Court  itself;  and  over  them 
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hangs  a  noble  dinge,  a  venerable  mouldy  splendour. 
Over  the  solemn  portals  are  ancient  mystic  escutcheons 
— vast  shields  of  princes  and  cardinals,  such  as  Ariosto's 
knights  might  take  down;  and  every  figure  about  them 
is  a  picture  by  himself.  At  every  turn  there  is  a  temple ; 
in  every  court  a  brawling  fountain.  Besides  the  people 
of  the  streets  and  houses,  and  the  army  of  priests  black 
and  brown,  there's  a  great  silent  population  of  marble. 
There  are  battered  gods  tumbled  out  of  Olympus  and 
broken  in  the  fall,  and  set  up  under  niches  and  over  foun- 
tains; there  are  senators  namelessly,  noselessly,  noise- 
lessly seated  under  archways,  or  lurking  in  courts  and 
gardens.  And  then,  besides  these  defunct  ones,  of  whom 
these  old  figures  may  be  said  to  be  the  corpses,  there  is 
the  reigning  family,  a  countless  carved  hierarchy  of  an- 
gels, saints,  confessors  of  the  latter  dynasty  which  has 
conquered  the  court  of  Jove.  I  say.  Pen,  I  wish  War- 
rington would  write  the  history  of  the  '  Last  of  the  Pa- 
gans.' Did  you  never  have  a  sympathy  for  them  as  the 
monks  came  rushing  into  their  temples,  kicking  down 
their  poor  altars,  smashing  the  fair  calm  faces  of  their 
gods,  and  sending  their  vestals  a-flying?  They  are  al- 
ways preaching  here  about  the  persecution  of  the  Chris- 
tians. Are  not  the  churches  full  of  martyrs  with  chop- 
pers in  their  meek  heads;  virgins  on  gridirons;  riddled 
St.  Sebastians,  and  the  like?  But  have  they  never  per- 
secuted in  their  turn  ?  Oh,  me !  You  and  I  know  better, 
who  were  bred  up  near  to  the  pens  of  Smithfield,  where 
Protestants  and  Catholics  have  taken  their  turn  to  be 
roasted. 

"  You  pass  through  an  avenue  of  angels  and  saints  on 
the  bridge  across  Tiber  all  in  action;  their  great  wings 
seem  clanking,  their  marble  garments  clapping ;  St.  Mi- 


THE  NEWCOMES  175 

chad,  descending  upon  the  Fiend,  has  been  caught 
and  bronzified  just  as  he  hghted  on  the  Castle  of  St. 
Angelo,  his  enemy  doubtless  fell  crushing  through  the 
roof  and  so  downwards.  He  is  as  natural  as  blank  verse 
—that  bronze  angel — set,  rhythmic,  grandiose.  You'll 
see,  some  day  or  other,  he's  a  great  sonnet,  sir,  I'm  sure 
of  that.  jNIilton  wrote  in  bronze:  I  am  sure  Virgil  pol- 
ished off  his  '  Georgics  '  in  marble — sweet  calm  shapes! 
exquisite  harmonies  of  line!  As  for  the  '  ^neid;  '  that, 
sir,  I  consider  to  be  so  many  bas-reliefs,  mural  ornaments 
whicli  affect  me  not  much. 

"  I  think  I  have  lost  sight  of  St.  Peter's,  haven't  I? 
Yet  it  is  big  enough.  How  it  makes  your  heart  beat 
when  you  first  see  it!  Ours  did  as  we  came  in  at  night 
from  Civita  Vecchia,  and  saw  a  great  ghostly  darkling 
dome  rising  solemnly  up  into  the  grey  night,  and  keep- 
ing us  company  ever  so  long  as  we  drove,  as  if  it  had  been 
an  orb  fallen  out  of  heaven  with  its  light  put  out.  As 
you  look  at  it  from  the  Pincio,  and  the  sun  sets  behind 
it,  surely  that  aspect  of  earth  and  sky  is  one  of  the  grand- 
est in  the  world.  I  don't  like  to  say  that  the  fa9ade  of 
the  church  is  ugly  and  obtrusive.  As  long  as  the  dome 
overawes,  that  fa9ade  is  supportable.  You  advance  to- 
wards it — through,  oh,  such  a  noble  court!  with  foun- 
tains flashing  up  to  meet  the  sunbeams;  and  right 
and  left  of  you  two  sweeping  half -crescents  of  great 
columns;  but  you  pass  bj^  the  courtiers  and  up  to  the 
steps  of  the  throne,  and  the  dome  seems  to  disappear  be- 
hind it.  It  is  as  if  the  throne  was  upset,  and  the  king 
had  toppled  over. 

"  There  must  be  moments,  in  Rome  especially,  when 
ever}'-  man  of  friendly  heart,  who  writes  himself  Eng- 
lish and  Protestant,  must  feel  a  pang  at  thinking  that  he 


176  THE  NEWCOMES 

and  his  countrymen  are  insulated  from  European  Chris- 
tendom. An  ocean  separates  us.  From  one  shore  or  the 
other  one  can  see  the  neighbour  cMfFs  on  clear  days :  one 
must  wish  sometimes  that  there  were  no  stormy  gulf 
between  us;  and  from  Canterbury  to  Rome  a  pilgrim 
could  pass,  and  not  drown  beyond  Dover.  Of  the  beau- 
tiful parts  of  the  great  Mother  Church  I  believe  among 
us  many  people  have  no  idea;  we  think  of  lazy  friars, 
of  pining  cloistered  virgins,  of  ignorant  peasants  wor- 
shipping wood  and  stones,  bought  and  sold  indulgences, 
absolutions,  and  the  like  common-places  of  Protestant 
satire.  Lo!  yonder  inscription,  which  blazes  round  the 
dome  of  the  temple,  so  great  and  glorious  it  looks  like 
heaven  almost,  and  as  if  the  words  were  written  in  stars, 
it  proclaims  to  all  the  world  that  this  is  Peter,  and  on  this 
rock  the  Church  shall  be  built,  against  which  Hell  shall 
not  prevail.  Under  the  bronze  canopy  his  throne  is  lit 
with  lights  that  have  been  burning  before  it  for  ages. 
Round  this  stupendous  chamber  are  ranged  the  gran- 
dees of  his  court.  Faith  seems  to  be  realized  in  their 
marble  figures.  Some  of  them  were  alive  but  yesterday ; 
others,  to  be  as  blessed  as  they,  walk  the  world  even 
now  doubtless;  and  the  commissioners  of  heaven,  here 
holding  their  court  a  hundred  years  hence,  shall  authori- 
tatively announce  their  beatification.  The  signs  of  their 
power  shall  not  be  wanting.  They  heal  the  sick,  open 
the  eyes  of  the  blind,  cause  the  lame  to  walk  to-day  as 
they  did  eighteen  centuries  ago.  Are  there  not  crowds 
ready  to  bear  witness  to  their  wonders?  Is  not  there  a 
a  tribunal  appointed  to  try  their  claims;  advocates  to 
plead  for  and  against;  prelates  and  clergj^  and  multi- 
tudes of  faithful  to  back  and  believe  them?  Thus  you 
shall  kiss  the  hand  of  a  priest  to-day,  who  has  given  his 
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to  a  friar  whose  bones  are  already  beginning  to  work 
miracles,  who  has  been  the  disciple  of  another  whom  the 
Church  has  just  proclaimed  a  saint, — hand  in  hand  they 
hold  by  one  another  till  the  hne  is  lost  up  in  heaven. 
Come,  friend,  let  us  acknowledge  this,  and  go  and  kiss 
the  toe  of  St.  Peter.  Alas!  there's  the  Channel  always 
between  us;  and  we  no  more  believe  in  the  miracles  of 
St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury,  than  that  the  bones  of  His 
Grace  John  Bird,  who  sits  in  St.  Thomas's  chair  pres- 
ently, will  work  wondrous  cures  in  the  year  2,000:  that 
his  statue  will  speak,  or  his  portrait  by  Sir  Thomas  Law- 
rence will  wink. 

"  So,  you  see,  at  those  grand  ceremonies  which  the 
Roman  Church  exhibits  at  Christmas,  I  looked  on  as  a 
Protestant.  Holy  Father  on  his  throne  or  in  his  palan- 
quin, cardinals  with  their  tails  and  their  train-bearers, 
mitred  bishops  and  abbots,  regiments  of  friars  and 
clergy,  relics  exposed  for  adoration,  columns  draped,  al- 
tars illuminated,  incense  smoking,  organs  pealing,  and 
boxes  of  piping  soprani,  Swiss  guards  with  slashed 
breeches  and  fringed  halberts; — between  us  and  all  this 
splendour  of  old-world  ceremony,  there's  an  ocean  flow- 
ing: and  yonder  old  statue  of  Peter  might  have  been 
Jupiter  again,  surrounded  by  a  procession  of  flamens 
and  augurs,  and  Augustus  as  Pontifex  Maximus,  to  in- 
spect the  sacrifices,— and  my  feelings  at  the  spectacle 
had  been,  doubtless,  pretty  much  the  same. 

"  Shall  I  utter  any  more  heresies?  I  am  an  unbeliever 
in  Raphael's  '  Transfiguration  '—the  scream  of  that 
devil-possessed  boy,  in  the  lower  part  of  the  figure  of 
eight  (a  stolen  boy  too),  jars  the  Avhole  music  of  the 
composition.  On  Michael  Angelo's  great  wall  the  gro- 
tesque and  terrible  are  not  out  of  place.    What  an  awful 
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achievement !  Fancy  the  state  of  mind  of  the  man  who 
worked  it — as  alone,  day  after  day,  he  devised  and 
drew  those  dreadful  figures!  Suppose  in  the  days  of 
the  Olympian  dynasty,  the  subdued  Titan  rebels  had 
been  set  to  ornament  a  palace  for  Jove,  they  would  have 
brought  in  some  such  tremendous  work ;  or  suppose  that 
Michael  descended  to  the  Shades,  and  brought  up  this 
picture  out  of  the  halls  of  Limbo.  I  like  a  thousand  and 
a  thousand  times  better  to  think  of  Raphael's  loving 
spirit.  As  he  looked  at  women  and  children,  his  beauti- 
ful face  must  have  shone  like  sunshine;  his  kind  hand 
must  have  caressed  the  sweet  figures  as  he  formed  them. 
If  I  protest  against  the  '  Transfiguration,'  and  refuse  to 
worship  at  that  altar  before  which  so  many  generations 
have  knelt,  there  are  hundreds  of  others  which  I  salute 
thankfully.  It  is  not  so  much  in  the  set  harangues  (to 
take  another  metaphor)  as  in  the  daily  tones  and  talk 
that  his  voice  is  so  delicious.  Sweet  poetry  and  music, 
and  tender  hymns  drop  from  him :  he  lifts  his  pencil,  and 
something  gracious  falls  from  it  on  the  paper.  How 
noble  his  mind  must  have  been!  it  seems  but  to  receive, 
and  his  eye  seems  only  to  rest  on,  what  is  great,  and 
generous,  and  lovely.  You  walk  through  crowded  gal- 
leries, where  are  pictures  ever  so  large  and  pretentious; 
and  come  upon  a  grey  paper,  or  a  little  fresco,  bearing 
his  mark — and  over  all  the  brawl  and  the  throng  you 
recognise  his  sweet  presence.  '  I  would  like  to  have  been 
Giulio  Romano,'  J.  J.  says  (who  does  not  care  for 
Giulio's  pictures ) ,  '  because  then  I  would  have  been 
Raphael's  favourite  pupil.'  We  agreed  that  we  would 
rather  have  seen  him  and  William  Shakspeare,  than  all 
the  men  we  ever  read  of.  Fancy  poisoning  a  fellow  out 
of  envy — as   Spagnoletto   did!    There   are   some   men 
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whose  admiration  takes  that  bilious  shape.  There's  a 
fellow  in  our  mess  at  the  '  Lepre,'  a  clever  enough  fellow 
too— and  not  a  bad  fellow  to  the  poor.  He  was  a  Gan- 
dishite.  He  is  a  genre  and  portrait  painter  by  the  name 
of  Haggard.  He  hates  J.  J.  because  Lord  Fareham, 
who  is  here,  has  given  J.  J.  an  order;  and  he  hates  me, 
because  I  wear  a  clean  shirt,  and  ride  a  cock-horse. 

"  I  wish  you  could  come  to  our  mess  at  the  '  Lepre.' 
It's  such  a  dinner !  such  a  table-cloth !  such  a  waiter !  such 
a  company!  Every  man  has  a  beard  and  a  sombrero: 
and  you  would  fancy  we  were  a  band  of  brigands.  We 
are  regaled  with  woodcocks,  snipes,  wild  swans,  ducks, 
robins,  and  owls  and  oltovolai  ts  tiolgi  for  dinner;  and 
with  three  pauls'  worth  of  wines  and  victuals  the 
hungriest  has  enough,  even  Claypole  the  sculptor.  Did 
you  ever  know  him?  He  used  to  come  to  the  '  Haunt.' 
He  looks  like  the  Saracen's  head  with  his  beard  now. 
There  is  a  French  table  still  more  hairy  than  ours,  a 
German  table,  an  American  table.  After  dinner  we  go 
and  have  coffee  and  mezzo-caldo  at  the  '  Cafe  Greco ' 
over  the  way.  Mezzo-caldo  is  not  a  bad  drink;  a  little 
rum,  a  slice  of  fresh  citron,  lots  of  pounded  sugar,  and 
boiling  water  for  the  rest.  Here  in  various  parts  of  the 
cavern  (it  is  a  vaulted  low  place),  the  various  nations 
have  their  assigned  quarters,  and  we  drink  our  coffee 
and  strong  waters,  and  abuse  Guido,  or  Rubens,  or  Ber- 
nini, selon  les  goutSj  and  blow  such  a  cloud  of  smoke  as 
would  make  Warrington's  lungs  dilate  with  pleasure. 
We  get  very  good  cigars  for  a  bajocco  and  a  half —that 
is,  very  good  for  us,  cheap  tobacconalians ;  and  capital 
when  you  have  got  no  others.  M'Collop  is  here:  he 
made  a  great  figure  at  a  cardinal's  reception  in  the  tartan 
of  the  M'Collop.     He  is  splendid  at  the  tomb  of  the 

VOL.  II. 
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Stuarts,  and  wanted  to  cleave  Haggard  down  to  the 
chine  with  his  claymore  for  saying  that  Charles  Edward 
was  often  drunk. 

"  Some  of  us  have  our  breakfasts  at  the  '  Cafe  Greco  ' 
at  dawn.  The  birds  are  very  early  birds  here ;  and  you'll 
see  the  great  sculptors — the  old  Dons  j^ou  know  who  look 
down  on  us  young  fellows — at  their  coffee  here  when  it 
is  yet  twilight.  As  I  am  a  swell,  and  have  a  servant, 
J.  J.  and  I  breakfast  at  our  lodgings.  I  wish  you  could 
see  Terribile  our  attendant,  and  Ottavia  our  old  woman ! 
You  will  see  both  of  them  on  the  canvas  one  day.  When 
he  hasn't  blacked  our  boots  and  has  got  our  breakfast, 
Terribile  the  valet-de-chambre  becomes  Terribile  the 
model.  He  has  figured  on  a  hundred  canvases  ere  this, 
and  almost  ever  since  he  was  born.  All  his  family  were 
models.  His  mother,  having  been  a  Venus,  is  now  a 
Witch  of  Endor.  His  father  is  in  the  patriarchal  line: 
he  has  himself  done  the  cherubs,  the  shepherd-boys,  and 
now  is  a  grown  man  and  ready  as  a  warrior,  a  piff  eraro, 
a  Capuchin,  or  what  you  will. 

"  After  the  coffee  and  the  '  Cafe  Greco  '  we  all  go  to 
the  Life  Academj^.  After  the  Life  Academy,  those 
who  belong  to  the  world  dress  and  go  out  to  tea-parties 
just  as  if  we  were  in  London.  Those  who  are  not  in 
society  have  plenty  of  fun  of  their  own — and  better  fun 
than  the  tea-party  fun  too.  Jack  Screwby  has  a  night 
once  a  week,  sardines  and  ham  for  supper,  and  a  cask 
of  Marsala  in  the  corner.  Your  humble  servant  enter- 
tains on  Thursdays:  which  is  Lady  Fitch's  night  too; 
and  I  flatter  myself  some  of  the  London  dandies  who 
are  passing  the  winter  here,  prefer  the  cigars  and  humble 
liquors  which  we  dispense,  to  tea  and  Miss  Fitch's  per- 
formance on  the  pianoforte. 


THE  NEWCOMES  181 

"  What  is  that  I  read  in  Galignani  about  Lord  K— 
and  an  affair  of  honour  at  Baden?  Is  it  my  dear  kind 
jolly  Kew  with  whom  some  one  has  quarrelled?  I  know 
those  who  will  be  even  more  grieved  than  I  am,  should 
anything  happen  to  the  best  of  good  fellows.  A  great 
friend  of  Lord  Kew's,  Jack  Belsize  commonly  called, 
came  M'ith  us  from  Baden  through  Switzerland,  and  we 
left  him  at  ^Nlilan.  I  see  by  the  paper  that  his  elder 
brother  is  dead,  and  so  poor  Jack  will  be  a  great  man 
some  day.  I  wish  the  chance  had  happened  sooner  if  it 
was  to  befall  at  all.  So  my  amiable  cousin,  Barnes 
Xewcome  Newcome,  Esq.,  has  married  my  Lady  Clara 
Pulleyn;  I  wish  her  joy  of  her  bridegroom.  All  I  have 
heard  of  that  family  is  from  the  newspaper.  If  you 
meet  them,  tell  me  anything  about  them.  We  had 
a  very  pleasant  time  altogether  at  Baden.  I  sup- 
pose the  accident  to  Kew  will  put  off  his  marriage  with 
Miss  Newcome.  They  have  been  engaged  you  know 
ever  so  long. — And — do,  do  write  to  me  and  tell  me 
something  about  London.  It's  best  I  should  stay  here 
and  work  this  winter  and  the  next.  J.  J.  has  done  a  fa- 
mous picture,  and  if  I  send  a  couple  home,  you'll  give 
them  a  notice  in  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette — won't  you? — for 
the  sake  of  old  times  and  yours  affectionately 

"  Clht:  Newcome." 


CHAPTER  XXXVI 


IN  WHICH  M.  DE  FLORAC  IS  PROMOTED 


1  O WE VER  much  JNIadame  la 
Duchesse  d'lvry  was  dis- 
posed to  admire  and  praise 
her  own  conduct  in  the  af- 
fair which  ended  so  unfortu- 
nately for  poor  Lord  Kew, 
between  whom  and  the  Gas- 
con her  Grace  vowed  that  she 
had  done  everything  in  her 
power  to  prevent  a  battle, 
the  old  Duke,  her  lord,  was, 
it  appeared,  by  no  means  de- 
lighted with  his  wife's  behaviour,  nay,  visited  her  with  his 
very  sternest  displeasure.  Miss  O' Grady,  the  Duchess's 
companion,  and  her  little  girl's  instructress,  at  this  time 
resigned  her  functions  in  the  Ivry  family;  it  is  possible 
that  in  the  recriminations  consequent  upon  the  gover- 
ness's dismissal,  the  Miss  Irelandaise,  in  whom  the 
family  had  put  so  much  confidence,  divulged  stories  un- 
favourable to  her  patroness,  and  caused  the  indignation 
of  the  Duke  her  husband.  Between  Florae  and  the 
Duchess  there  was  also  open  war  and  rupture.  He  had 
been  one  of  Kew's  seconds  in  the  latter's  affair  with  the 
Vicomte's  countryman.  He  had  even  cried  out  for  fresh 
pistols  and  proposed  to  engage  Castillonnes  when  his 
gallant  principal  fell;  and  though  a  second  duel  was 
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luckily  averted  as  murderous  and  needless,  M.  de  Florae 
never  hesitated  afterwards,  and  in  all  companies,  to  de- 
nounce with  the  utmost  virulence  the  instigator  and  the 
champion  of  the  odious  original  quarrel.  He  vowed  that 
the  Duchess  had  shot  le  ijetit  Kiou  as  effectually  as  if 
she  had  herself  fired  the  pistol  at  his  breast.  Murderer, 
poisoner,  Brinvilliers,  a  hundred  more  such  epithets  he 
used  against  his  kinswoman,  regretting  that  the  good 
old  times  were  past — that  there  was  no  Chambre  Ar- 
dente  to  try  her,  and  no  rack  and  wheel  to  give  her  her 
due. 

The  biographer  of  the  Xewcomes  has  no  need  (al- 
though he  possesses  the  fullest  information)  to  touch 
upon  the  Duchess's  doings,  farther  than  as  they  relate 
to  that  most  respectable  English  family.  When  the 
Duke  took  his  wife  into  the  country,  Florae  never  hesi- 
tated to  say  that  to  live  with  her  was  dangerous  for  the 
old  man,  and  to  cry  out  to  his  friends  of  the  Boulevards 
or  the  Jockey  Club,  "  ]\Ia  parole  d'honneur,  cette  femme 
le  tuera!" 

Do  you  know,  O  gentle  and  unsuspicious  readers,  or 
have  you  ever  reckoned  as  you  have  made  your  calcula- 
tion of  society,  how  many  most  respectable  husbands 
help  to  kill  their  wives — how  many  respectable  wives  aid 
in  sending  their  husbands  to  Hades?  The  wife  of  a 
chimney-sweep  or  a  journeyman  butcher  comes  shud- 
dering before  a  police  magistrate — her  head  bound  up 
— her  body  scarred  and  bleeding  with  wounds,  which  the 
drunken  ruffian  her  lord  has  administered ;  a  poor  shop- 
keeper or  mechanic  is  driven  out  of  his  home  by  the  fu- 
rious ill-temper  of  the  shrill  virago  his  wife— takes  to 
the  public-house — to  evil  courses — to  neglecting  his 
business — to   the   gfn-bottle — to   delirium   tremens — to 
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perdition.  Bow  Street,  and  policemen,  and  the  newspa- 
per reporters,  have  cognizance  and  a  certain  jurisdiction 
over  these  vulgar  matrimonial  crimes;  but  in  politer 
company  how  many  murderous  assaults  are  there  by 
husband  or  wife — where  the  woman  is  not  felled  by  the 
actual  fist,  though  she  staggers  and  sinks  under  blows 
quite  as  cruel  and  eiFectual ;  where,  with  old  wounds  j'^et 
unhealed,  which  she  strives  to  hide  under  a  smiling  face 
from  the  world,  she  has  to  bear  up  and  to  be  stricken 
down  and  to  rise  to  her  feet  again,  under  fresh  daily 
strokes  of  torture;  where  the  husband,  fond  and  faith- 
ful, has  to  suffer  slights,  coldness,  insult,  desertion,  his 
children  sneered  away  from  their  love  for  him,  his 
friends  driven  from  his  door  by  jealousy,  his  happi- 
ness strangled,  his  whole  life  embittered,  poisoned,  de- 
stroyed! If  you  were  acquainted  Math  the  history  of 
every  family  in  your  street,  don't  you  know  that  in  two 
or  three  of  the  houses  there  such  tragedies  have  been 
playing?  Is  not  the  j^oung  mistress  of  number  20  al- 
ready pining  at  her  husband's  desertion?  The  kind 
master  of  number  30  racking  his  fevered  brains  and  toil- 
ing through  sleepless  nights  to  pay  for  the  jewels  on  his 
wife's  neck,  and  the  carriage  out  of  which  she  ogles 
Lothario  in  the  park?  The  fate  under  which  man  or 
woman  falls,  blow  of  brutal  tyranny,  heartless  desertion, 
weight  of  domestic  care  too  heavy  to  bear — are  not  blows 
such  as  these  constantly  striking  people  down?  In  this 
long  parenthesis  we  are  wandering  ever  so  far  awaj'-  from 
M.  le  Due  and  Madame  la  Duchesse  d'lvry,  and  from 
the  vivacious  Florae's  statement  regarding  his  kinsman, 
that  that  woman  will  kill  him. 

There  is  this  at  least  to  be  said,  that  if  the  Due  d'lvry 
did  die  he  was  a  very  old  gentleman,  and  had  been  a  great 
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viveur  for  at  least  three-score  years  of  his  life.  As 
Prince  de  INIontcontour  in  his  father's  time  before  the 
Revolution,  during  the  Emigration,  even  after  the  Re- 
storation, ]M.  le  Due  had  vccu  with  an  extraordinary  vi- 
tality. He  had  gone  through  good  and  bad  fortune: 
extreme  poverty,  display  and  sj)lendour,  affairs  of  love, 
affairs  of  honour,  and  of  one  disease  or  another  a  man 
must  die  at  the  end.  After  the  Baden  business — and  he 
had  dragged  off  his  wife  to  Champagne — the  Duke  be- 
came greatly  broken;  he  brought  his  little  daughter  to 
a  convent  at  Paris,  putting  the  child  under  the  special 
guardianship  of  ^Madame  de  Florae,  with  whom  and  with 
whose  family  in  these  latter  days  the  old  chief  of  the 
house  effected  a  complete  reconciliation.  The  Duke  was 
now  for  ever  coming  to  jNIadame  de  Florae;  he  poured 
all  his  wTongs  and  griefs  into  her  ear  with  garrulous 
senile  eagerness.  "  That  little  Duchesse  is  a  ]Medee,  a 
monstre,  a  femme  d'Eugene  Sue,"  the  Vicomte  used  to 
say;  "  the  poor  old  Duke  he  cry — ma  parole  d'honneur, 
he  cry  and  I  cry  too  when  he  comes  to  recount  to  my 
poor  mother,  whose  sainted  heart  is  the  asile  of  all  griefs, 
a  real  Hotel  Dieu,  my  word  the  most  sacred,  with  beds 
for  all  the  afflicted,  with  sweet  words,  like  Sisters  of 
Charity,  to  minister  to  them: — I  cry,  mon  bon  Penden- 
nis,  when  this  vieillard  tells  his  stories  about  his  wife  and 
tears  his  white  hairs  to  the  feet  of  my  mother." 
'  When  the  little  Antoinette  was  separated  by  her  fa- 
ther from  her  mother,  the  Duchesse  d'lvry,  it  might  have 
been  expected  that  that  poetess  would  have  dashed  off  a 
few  more  cris  de  Vcime,  shrieking  according  to  her  wont, 
and  baring  and  beating  that  shrivelled  maternal  bosom 
of  hers,  from  which  her  child  had  been  just  torn.  The 
child  skipped  and  laughed  to  go  away  to  the  convent.    It 
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was  only  when  she  left  JNIadame  de  Florae  that  she  used 
to  cry;  and  when  urged  by  that  good  lady  to  exhibit 
a  little  decorous  sentiment  in  writing  to  her  mamma, 
Antoinette  would  ask,  in  her  artless  way,  "  Pourquoi? 
JNIamma  used  never  to  speak  to  me  except  sometimes 
before  the  world,  before  ladies,  that  understands  itself. 
When  her  gentleman  came,  she  put  me  to  the  door ;  she 
gave  me  tapes,  oh  ouij  she  gave  me  tapes !  I  cry  no  more ; 
she  has  so  much  made  to  cry  M.  le  Due,  that  it  is  quite 
enough  of  one  in  a  family."  So  Madame  la  Duchesse 
d'lvry  did  not  weep,  even  in  print,  for  the  loss  of  her 
pretty  little  Antoinette;  besides,  she  was  engaged,  at 
that  time,  by  other  sentimental  occupations.  A  young 
grazier  of  their  neighbouring  town,  of  an  asj)iring  mind 
and  remarkable  poetic  talents,  engrossed  the  Duchesse's 
platonic  affections  at  this  juncture.  When  he  had  sold 
his  beasts  at  market,  he  would  ride  over  and  read  Rous- 
seau and  Schiller  with  Madame  la  Duchesse,  who  formed 
him.  His  pretty  young  wife  was  rendered  miserable  by 
all  these  readings,  but  what  could  the  poor  little  ignorant 
countrywoman  know  of  Platonism?  Faugh!  there  is 
more  than  one  woman  we  see  in  society  smiling  about 
from  house  to  house,  pleasant  and  sentimental  and  for- 
mosa  superne  enough ;  but  I  fancy  a  fish's  tail  is  flapping 
under  her  fine  flounces,  and  a  forked  fin  at  the  end  of  it  1 

Finer  flounces,  finer  bonnets,  more  lovely  wreaths, 
more  beautiful  lace,  smarter  carriages,  bigger  white 
bows,  larger  footmen,  were  not  seen,  during  all  the  sea- 
son of  18 — ,  than  appeared  round  about  St.  George's, 
Hanover  Square,  in  the  beautiful  month  of  June  suc- 
ceeding that  September  when  so  many  of  our  friends  the 
Newcomes  were  assembled  at  Baden.     Those  flaunting 
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carriages,  powdered  and  favoured  footmen,  were  in  at- 
tendance upon  members  of  the  Newcome  family  and 
their  connexions,  wlio  were  celebrating  what  is  called  a 
marriage  in  high  life  in  the  temple  within.  Shall  we  set 
down  a  catalogue  of  the  Dukes,  jMarquises,  Earls,  who 
were  present,  cousins  of  the  lovely  bride?  Are  they  not 
already  in  the  Morning  Herald  and  Court  Journal,  as 
well  as  in  the  Neiccome  Sentinel  and  Independent,  and 
the  Dorking  Intelligencer  and  Chanticlere  Weekly  Ga- 
zette? There  they  are,  all  printed  at  full  length  sure 
enough ;  the  name  of  the  bride,  Lady  Clara  Pulleyn,  the 
lovely  and  accomplished  daughter  of  the  Earl  and 
Countess  of  Dorking;  of  the  beautiful  bridesmaids,  the 
Ladies  Henrietta,  Belinda,  Adelaide,  Pullej^n,  JNIiss 
Newcome,  Miss  Alice  Newcome,  JNIiss  jNIaude  New- 
come,  Miss  Anna  ]\Iaria  (Hobson)  Newcome;  and  all 
the  other  persons  engaged  in  the  ceremony.  It  was  per- 
formed by  the  Right  Honourable  and  Right  Reverend 
Viscount  Gallowglass,  Bishop  of  Ballyshannon,  brother- 
in-law  to  the  bride,  assisted  by  the  Honourable  and  Rev- 
erend Hercules  O'Grady,  his  lordship's  Chaplain,  and 
the  Reverend  John  Bulders,  Rector  of  St.  JNIary's,  New- 
come.  Then  follow  the  names  of  all  the  nobility  who 
were  present,  and  of  the  noble  and  distinguished  per- 
sonages who  signed  the  book.  Then  comes  an  account 
of  the  principal  dresses,  chefs-d'oeuvre  of  ^Madame 
Crinoline;  of  the  bride's  coronal  of  brilliants,  supplied 
by  IVIessrs.  Morr  and  Stortimer;  of  the  veil  of  priceless 
Chantilly  lace,  the  gift  of  the  Dowager  Countess  of 
Kew.  Then  there  is  a  description  of  the  wedding-break- 
fast at  the  house  of  the  bride's  noble  parents,  and  of  the 
cake,  decorated  by  JNIessrs.  Gunter  with  the  most  deli- 
cious taste  and  the  sweetest  hymeneal  allusions. 
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Xo  mention  was  made  by  the  fashionable  chronicler 
of  a  slight  disturbance  which  occurred  at  St.  George's, 
and  which,  indeed,  was  out  of  the  province  of  such  a  gen- 
teel purveyor  of  news.  Before  the  marriage  service  be- 
gan, a  woman  of  vulgar  appearance  and  disorderly  as- 
pect, accompanied  by  two  scared  children  who  took  no 
part  in  the  disorder  occasioned  by  their  mother's  pro- 
ceeding, except  by  their  tears  and  outcries  to  augment 
the  disquiet,  made  her  appearance  in  one  of  the  pews  of 
the  church,  was  noted  there  by  persons  in  the  vestry,  was 
requested  to  retire  by  a  beadle,  and  was  finally  induced 
to  quit  the  sacred  precincts  of  the  building  by  the  very 
strongest  persuasion  of  a  couple  of  policemen ;  X  and  Y 
laughed  at  one  another,  and  nodded  their  heads  know- 
ingly as  the  poor  wretch  with  her  whimpering  boys  was 
led  away.  They  understood  very  well  who  the  personage 
was  who  had  come  to  disturb  the  matrimonial  ceremony ; 
it  did  not  commence  until  Mrs.  Delacy  (as  this  ladj^ 
chose  to  be  called,)  had  quitted  this  temple  of  Hymen. 
She  slunk  through  the  throng  of  emblazoned  carriages, 
and  the  press  of  footmen  arrayed  as  splendidly  as  Solo- 
mon in  his  glory.  John  jeered  at  Thomas,  William 
turned  his  powdered  head,  and  signalled  Jeames,  who 
answered  with  a  corresponding  grin,  as  the  woman,  with 
sobs,  and  wild  imprecations,  and  frantic  appeals,  made 
her  way  through  the  splendid  crowd,  escorted  by  her 
aides-de-camp  in  blue.  I  dare  say  her  little  history  was 
discussed  at  many  a  dinner-table  that  day  in  the  base- 
ment story  of  several  fashionable  houses.  I  know  that 
at  clubs  in  St.  James's  the  facetious  little  anecdote  was 
narrated.  A  young  fellow  came  to  Bays's  after  the 
marriage  breakfast  and  mentioned  the  circumstance  with 
funny  comments;  although  the  Morning  Post,  in  de- 
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scribing  this  affair  in  high  Hfe,  naturally  omitted  all 
mention  of  such  low  people  as  ]Mrs.  Delac\^  and  her 
children. 

Those  people  who  knew  the  noble  families  whose  union 
had  been  celebrated  by  such  a  profusion  of  grandees,  fine 
equipages,  and  footmen,  brass-bands,  brilliant  toilettes, 
and  wedding  favours,  asked  how  it  was  that  Lord  Kew 
did  not  assist  at  Barnes  Xewcome's  marriage ;  other  per- 
sons in  society  inquired  waggishly  why  Jack  Belsize  was 
not  present  to  give  Lady  Clara  away. 

As  for  Jack  Belsize,  his  clubs  had  not  been  ornamented 
by  his  presence  for  a  year  past.  It  was  said  he  had 
broken  the  bank  at  Hombourg  last  autumn;  had  been 
heard  of  during  the  winter  at  JNlilan,  Venice,  and  Vi- 
enna; and  when,  a  few  months  after  the  marriage  of 
Barnes  Xewcome  and  Lady  Clara,  Jack's  elder  brother 
died,  and  he  himself  became  the  next  in  succession  to  the 
title  and  estates  of  Highgate,  many  folks  said  it  was  a 
pity  little  Barney's  marriage  had  taken  place  so  soon. 
Lord  Kew  was  not  present,  because  Kew  was  still 
abroad ;  he  had  had  a  gambling  duel  with  a  Frenchman, 
and  a  narrow  squeak  for  his  life.  He  had  turned  Roman 
Catholic,  some  men  said;  others  vowed  that  he  had  joined 
the  ^Methodist  persuasion.  At  all  events,  Kew  had  given 
up  his  wild  courses,  broken  with  the  turf,  and  sold  his 
stud  off;  he  was  delicate  yet,  and  his  mother  was  taking 
care  of  him ;  between  whom  and  the  old  dowager  of  Kew, 
who  had  made  up  Barney's  marriage,  as  everybody 
knew,  there  was  no  love  lost. 

Then  who  was  the  Prince  de  ^lontcontour,  who,  with 
his  princess,  figured  at  this  noble  marriage?  There  was 
a  ^lontcontour,  the  Due  dTvry's  son,  but  he  died  at  Paris 
before  the  revolution  of  '30 :  one  or  two  of  the  oldsters  at 
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Bays's,  Major  Pendennis,  General  Tufto,  old  Cackleby 
— the  old  fogies  in  a  word — remembered  the  Duke  of 
Ivry  when  he  was  here  during  the  Emigration,  and  when 
he  was  called  Prince  de  Montcontour,  the  title  of  the  eld- 
est son  of  the  family.  Ivry  was  dead,  having  buried  his 
son  before  him,  and  having  left  only  a  daughter  by  that 
young  woman  whom  he  married,  and  who  led  him  such  a 
life.    Who  was  this  present  Montcontour? 

He  was  a  gentleman  to  whom  the  reader  has  already 
been  presented,  though,  when  we  lately  saw  him  at  Ba- 
den, he  did  not  enjoy  so  magnificent  a  title.  Early  in 
the  year  of  Barnes  Newcome's  marriage,  there  came  to 
England,  and  to  our  modest  apartment  in  the  Temple, 
a  gentleman  bringing  a  letter  of  recommendation  from 
our  dear  young  Clive,  who  said  that  the  bearer,  the  Vi- 
comte  de  Florae,  was  a  great  friend  of  his,  and  of  the 
Colonel's,  who  had  known  his  family  from  boyhood.  A 
friend  of  our  Clive  and  our  Colonel  was  sure  of  a  wel- 
come in  Lamb  Court;  we  gave  him  the  hand  of  hospi- 
tality, the  best  cigar  in  the  box,  the  easy-chair  with  only 
one  broken  leg,  the  dinner  in  chambers  and  at  the  club, 
the  banquet  at  Greenwich  (where,  ma  foi,  the  little 
whites  haites  elicited  his  profound  satisfaction)  ;  in  a 
word,  did  our  best  to  honour  that  bill  which  our  young 
Clive  had  drawn  upon  us.  We  considered  the  young  one 
in  the  light  of  a  nephew  of  our  own ;  we  took  a  pride  in 
him,  and  were  fond  of  him ;  and  as  for  the  Colonel,  did 
we  not  love  and  honour  him — would  we  not  do  our  ut- 
most in  behalf  of  any  stranger  who  came  recommended 
to  us  by  Thomas  Newcome's  good  word?  So  Florae 
was  straightway  admitted  to  our  companionship.  We 
showed  him  the  town,  and  some  of  the  modest  pleasures 
thereof;  we  introduced  him  to  the  "  Haunt,"  and  aston- 
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ished  him  by  the  company  which  he  met  there.  Between 
Brent's  "  Deserter  "  and  Mark  Wilder's  "  Garryowen," 
Florae  sang — 

"Tiens,  voici  ma  pipe,  voil^  mon  bri — quet; 
Et  quand  la  Tulipe  fait  le  noir  tra — jet 
Que  tu  sois  la  seule  dans  le  regi — ment 
Avec  la  bi'Ale-gueule,  de  ton  cher  z^a — mant!  ^ 

to  the  delight  of  Tom  Sarjent,  who,  though  he  only  par- 
tially comprehended  the  words  of  the  song,  pronounced 
the  singer  to  be  a  rare  gentleman,  full  of  most  excellent 
differences.  We  took  our  Florae  to  the  Derby ;  we  pre- 
sented him  in  Fitzroy  Square,  whither  we  still  occasion- 
ally went,  for  Clive's  and  our  dear  Colonel's  sake. 

The  Vicomte  pronounced  himself  strongly  in  favour 
of  the  blanche  INliss,  little  Rosey  IMackenzie,  of  whom  we 
have  lost  sight  for  some  few  chapters.  ]Mrs.  IVIack  he 
considered,  my  faith,  to  be  a  woman  superb.  He  used  to 
kiss  the  tips  of  his  own  fingers,  in  token  of  his  admira- 
tion for  the  lovely  widow ;  he  pronounced  her  again  more 
pretty  than  her  daughter,  and  paid  her  a  thousand  com- 
pliments which  she  received  with  exceeding  good-hu- 
mour. If  the  Vicomte  gave  us  to  understand  presently 
that  Rosey  and  her  mother  were  both  in  love  with  him, 
but  that  for  all  the  world  he  would  not  meddle  with  the 
happiness  of  his  dear  little  Clive,  nothing  unfavourable 
to  the  character  or  constancy  of  the  before-mentioned 
ladies  must  be  inferred  from  jNI.  de  Florae's  speech ;  his 
firm  conviction  being  that  no  woman  could  pass  many 
hours  in  his  society  without  danger  to  her  subsequent 
peace  of  mind. 

For  some  little  time  we  had  no  reason  to  suspect  that 
our  French  friend  was  not  particularly  well  furnished 
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with  the  current  coin  of  the  realm.  Without  making 
any  show  of  wealth,  he  would,  at  first,  cheerfully  engage 
in  our  little  parties;  his  lodgings  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Leicester  Square,  though  dingy,  were  such  as  many 
noble  foreign  exiles  have  inhabited.  It  was  not  until  he 
refused  to  join  some  pleasure  trip  which  we  of  Lamb 
Court  proposed,  honestly  confessing  his  poverty,  that  we 
were  made  aware  of  the  Vicomte's  little  temporary  ca- 
lamity; and,  as  we  became  more  intimate  with  him,  he 
acquainted  us,  with  great  openness,  with  the  history  of 
all  his  fortunes.  He  described  energetically  that  splen- 
did run  of  luck  which  had  set  in  at  Baden  with  Clive's 
loan ;  his  winnings,  at  that  fortunate  period,  had  carried 
him  through  the  winter  with  considerable  brilliancy,  but 
Bouillotte  and  Mademoiselle  Atala,  of  the  Varietes, 
( line  ogresse,  mon  cher!  who  devours  thirty  of  our  young 
men  every  year  in  her  cavern,  in  the  Rue  de  Breda!)  had 
declared  against  him,  and  the  poor  Vicomte's  pockets 
were  almost  empty  when  he  came  to  London. 

He  was  amiably  communicative  regarding  himself, 
and  told  us  his  virtues  and  his  faults  ( if  indeed  a  passion 
for  play  and  for  women  could  be  considered  as  faults 
in  a  gay  young  fellow  of  two  or  three-and-forty),  with 
a  like  engaging  frankness.  He  would  weep  in  describ- 
ing his  angel  mother;  he  would  fly  off  again  into  tirades 
respecting  the  wickednesss,  the  wit,  the  extravagance, 
the  charms  of  the  young  lady  of  the  Varietes.  He  would 
then  (in  conversation)  introduce  us  to  Madame  de 
Florae,  nee  Higg,  of  Manchesterre.  His  prattle  was 
incessant,  and  to  my  friend  Mr.  Warrington  especially, 
he  was  an  object  of  endless  delight  and  amusement  and 
wonder.  He  would  roll  and  smoke  countless  paper  ci- 
gars, talking  unrestrainedly  when  we  were  not  busy, 
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silent  when  we  are  engaged;  he  would  only  rarely  par- 
take of  our  meals,  and  altogether  refused  all  offers  of 
pecuniary  aid.  He  disappeared  at  dinner-time  into  the 
mysterious  purlieus  of  Leicester  Square,  and  dark  ordi- 
naries only  frequented  by  Frenchmen.  As  we  walked 
with  him  in  the  Regent  Street  precincts,  he  would  ex- 
change marks  of  recognition  with  many  dusky  person- 
ages, smoking  bravos,  and  whiskered  refugees  of  his  na- 
tion. "  That  gentleman,"  he  would  say,  "  who  has  done 
me  the  honour  to  salute  me,  is  a  coiffeur  of  the  most 
celebrated;  he  forms  the  delices  of  our  table-d'hote. 
*  Bon  jour,  mon  cher  ^Monsieur!'  We  are  friends, 
though  not  of  the  same  opinion.  INIonsieur  is  a  repub- 
lican of  the  most  distinguished;  conspirator  of  profes- 
sion, and  at  this  time  engaged  in  constructing  an  infernal 
machine  to  the  address  of  his  JNIajesty,  Louis  Philippe, 
King  of  the  French.  Who  is  my  friend  with  the  scarlet 
beard  and  the  white  paletot?  My  good  Warring- 
ton !  you  do  not  move  in  the  world :  you  make  yourself  a 
hermit,  my  dear!  Not  know  JNIonsieur! — jNIonsieur  is 
secretary  to  JNIademoiselle  Caracoline,  the  lovely  rider 
at  the  circus  of  Astley;  I  shall  be  charmed  to  introduce 
you  to  this  amiable  society  some  day  at  our  table-d'hote." 

AVarrington  vowed  that  the  company  of  Florae's 
friends  would  be  infinitely  more  amusing  than  the  no- 
blest society  ever  chronicled  in  the  Morning  Post;  but 
we  were  neither  sufficiently  familiar  with  the  French 
language  to  make  conversation  in  that  tongue  as  pleasant 
to  us  as  talking  in  our  own;  and  so  were  content  with 
Florae's  description  of  his  compatriots,  which  the  Vi- 
comte  delivered  in  that  charming  French-English  of 
which  he  was  a  master. 

However  threadbare  in  his  garments,  poor  in  purse, 
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and  eccentric  in  morals  our  friend  was,  his  manners  were 
always  perfectly  gentlemanlike,  and  he  draped  himself 
in  his  poverty  with  the  grace  of  a  Spanish  grandee.  It 
must  be  confessed,  that  the  grandee  loved  the  estaminet 
where  he  could  play  billiards  with  the  first  comer;  that 
he  had  a  passion  for  the  gambling-house;  that  he  was 
a  loose  and  disorderly  nobleman;  but,  in  whatever  com- 
pany he  found  himself,  a  certain  kindness,  simplicity, 
and  politeness  distinguished  him  always.  He  bowed  to 
the  damsel  who  sold  him  a  penny  cigar,  as  graciously  as 
to  a  duchess;  he  crushed  a  manant's  impertinence  or  fa- 
miliarity as  haughtily  as  his  noble  ancestors  ever  did  at 
the  Louvre,  at  Marli,  or  Versailles.  He  declined  to  ob- 
temperer  to  his  landlady's  request  to  pay  his  rent,  but 
he  refused  with  a  dignity  which  struck  the  woman  with 
awe;  and  King  Alfred,  over  the  celebrated  muffin  (on 
which  Gandish  and  other  painters  have  exercised  their 
genius),  could  not  have  looked  more  noble  than  Florae 
in  a  robe-de-chambre,  once  gorgeous,  but  shady  now  as 
became  its  owner's  clouded  fortunes;  toasting  his  bit  of 
bacon  at  his  lodgings,  when  the  fare  even  of  his  table- 
d'hote  had  grown  too  dear  for  him. 

As  we  know  from  Gandish's  work,  that  better  times 
were  in  store  for  the  wandering  monarch,  and  that  the 
officers  came  acquainting  him  that  his  people  demanded 
his  presence,  a  grands  oris,  when  of  course  King  Alfred 
laid  down  the  toasting-fork  and  resumed  the  sceptre ;  so 
in  the  case  of  Florae,  two  humble  gentlemen,  inhabi- 
tants of  Lamb  Court,  and  members  of  the  Upper  Tem- 
ple, had  the  good  luck  to  be  the  heralds  as  it  were,  nay 
indeed  the  occasion  of  the  rising  fortunes  of  the  Prince 
de  Montcontour.  Florae  had  informed  us  of  the  death 
of  his  cousin  the  Due  d'lvry,  by  whose  demise  the  Vi- 
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comte's  father,  the  old  Count  de  Florae,  became  the  rep- 
resentative of  the  house  of  Ivry,  and  possessor,  through 
his  relative's  bequest,  of  an  old  chateau  still  more  gloomy 
and  spacious  than  the  count's  own  house  in  the  Faubourg 
St.  Germain — a  chateau,  of  which  the  woods,  domains, 
and  appurtenances,  had  been  lopped  off  by  the  Revolu- 
tion. "  ^Monsieur  le  Comte,"  Florae  says,  "  has  not 
washed  to  change  his  name  at  his  age;  he  has  shrugged 
his  old  shoulder,  and  said  it  was  not  the  trouble  to  make 
to  engrave  a  new  card;  and  for  me,"  the  philosophical 
Vicomte  added,  "  of  what  good  shall  be  a  title  of  prince 
in  the  position  where  I  find  myself?  "  It  is  wonderful 
for  us  who  inhabit  a  country  where  rank  is  worshipped 
with  so  admirable  a  reverence,  to  think  that  there  are 
many  gentlemen  in  France  who  actually  have  authentic 
titles  and  do  not  choose  to  bear  them. 

]Mr.  George  Warrington  was  hugely  amused  with  this 
notion  of  Florae's  ranks  and  dignities.  The  idea  of  the 
Prince  purchasing  penny  cigars;  of  the  Prince  mildly 
expostulating  with  his  landlady  regarding  the  rent;  of 
his  punting  for  half-crowns  at  a  neighbouring  hell  in 
Air  Street,  whither  the  poor  gentleman  desperately  ran 
when  he  had  money  in  his  pocket,  tickled  George's  sense 
of  humour.  It  was  Warrington  who  gravely  saluted  the 
Vicomte,  and  compared  him  to  King  Alfred,  on  that 
afternoon  when  we  happened  to  call  upon  him  and  found 
him  engaged  in  cooking  his  modest  dinner. 

We  were  bent  upon  an  excursion  to  Greenwich,  and 
on  having  our  friend's  company  on  that  voyage,  and  we 
induced  the  Vicomte  to  forego  his  bacon,  and  be  our 
guest  for  once.  George  Warrington  chose  to  indulge 
in  a  great  deal  of  ironical  pleasantry  in  the  course  of 
the  afternoon's  excursion.    As  we  went  down  the  river, 

VOL.  II. 


196  THE  NEWCOMES 

he  pointed  out  to  Florae  the  very  window  in  the  Tower 
where  the  captive  Duke  of  Orleans  used  to  sit  when  he 
was  an  inhabitant  of  that  fortress.  At  Greenwich,  which 
palace  Florae  informed  us  was  built  by  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, George  showed  the  very  spot  where  Raleigh  laid 
his  cloak  down  to  enable  her  JNIajesty  to  step  over  a 
puddle.  In  a  word,  he  mystified  M.  de  Florae:  such  was 
Mr.  Warrington's  reprehensible  spirit. 

It  happened  that  Mr.  Barnes  Newcome  came  to  dine 
at  Greenwich  on  the  same  day  when  our  little  party  took 
place.  He  had  come  down  to  meet  Rooster  and  one  or 
two  other  noble  friends  whose  names  he  took  care  to  give 
us,  cursing  them,  at  the  same  time,  for  having  thrown 
him  over.  Having  missed  his  own  company,  Mr.  Barnes 
condescended  to  join  ours,  Warrington  gravely  thank- 
ing him  for  the  great  honour  which  he  conferred  upon 
us  by  volunteering  to  take  a  place  at  our  table.  Barnes 
drank  freely  and  was  good  enough  to  resume  his  ac- 
quaintance with  Monsieur  de  Florae,  whom  he  perfectly 
well  recollected  at  Baden,  but  had  thought  proper  to 
forget  on  the  one  or  two  occasions  when  they  had  met  in 
public  since  the  Vicomte's  arrival  in  this  country.  There 
are  few  men  who  can  drop  and  resume  an  acquaintance 
with  such  admirable  self-possession  as  Barnes  Newcome. 
When,  over  our  dessert,  bj^  which  time  all  tongues  were 
unloosed  and  each  man  talked  gaily,  George  Warring- 
ton feelingly  thanked  Barnes,  in  a  little  mock  speech,  for 
his  great  kindness  in  noticing  us,  presenting  him  at  the 
same  time  to  Florae  as  the  ornament  of  the  City,  the 
greatest  banker  of  his  age,  the  beloved  kinsman  of  their 
friend  Clive  who  was  always  writing  about  him ;  Barnes 
said,  with  one  of  his  accustomed  curses,  he  did  not  know 
whether  Mr.  Warrington  was  "  chaffing  "  him  or  not. 
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and  indeed  could  never  make  him  out.  Warrington  re- 
plied that  he  never  could  make  himself  out :  and  if  ever 
]Mr.  Barnes  could,  George  would  thank  him  for  infor- 
mation on  that  suhject. 

Florae,  like  most  Frenchmen,  very  sober  in  his  pota- 
tions, left  us  for  a  while  over  ours,  which  were  conducted 
after  the  more  liberal  English  manner,  and  retired  to 
smoke  his  cigar  on  the  terrace.  Barnes  then  freely  ut- 
tered his  sentiments  regarding  him,  which  were  not  more 
favourable  than  those  which  the  young  gentleman  gen- 
erally emitted  respecting  gentlemen  whose  backs  were 
turned.  He  had  known  a  little  of  Florae  the  year  be- 
fore, at  Baden :  he  had  been  mixed  up  with  Kew  in  that 
confounded  row  in  M'hich  Kew  was  hit;  he  was  an  ad- 
venturer, a  pauper,  a  blackleg,  a  regular  Greek ;  he  had 
heard  Florae  was  of  old  family,  that  was  true :  but  what 

of  that  ?  He  was  only  one  of  those  d French  counts ; 

everybody  was  a  count  in  France,  confound  'em!  The 
claret  was  beastly — not  fit  for  a  gentleman  to  drink! — 
He  swigged  off  a  great  bumper  as  he  was  making  the 
remark ;  for  Barnes  Xewcome  abuses  the  men  and  things 
which  he  uses,  and  perhajDs  is  better  served  than  more 
grateful  persons. 

"  Count !  "  cries  Warrington,  "  what  do  you  mean  by 
talking  about  beggarly  counts?  Florae's  family  is  one 
of  the  noblest  and  most  ancient  in  Europe.  It  is  more 
ancient  than  your  illustrious  friend  the  barber-surgeon ; 
it  was  illustrious  before  the  house,  ay,  or  the  pagoda  of 
Kew  was  in  existence."  And  he  went  on  to  describe  how 
Florae,  by  the  demise  of  his  kinsman,  was  now  actually 
Prince  de  ]Montcontour,  though  he  did  not  choose  to  as- 
sume that  title.  Very  likely  the  noble  Gascon  drink  in 
which  George  had  been  indulging,  imparted  a  certain 
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warmth  and  eloquence  to  his  descriptions  of  Florae's 
good  qualities,  high  birth,  and  considerable  patrimony; 
Barnes  looked  quite  amazed  and  scared  at  these  an- 
nouncements, then  laughed  and  declared  once  more  that 
Warrington  was  chaffing  him. 

"  As  sure  as  the  Black  Prince  was  lord  of  Aquitaine 
— as  sure  as  the  English  were  masters  of  Bordeaux — and 
why  did  we  ever  lose  the  country?  "  cries  George,  filling 
himself  a  bumjier, — "  every  word  I  have  said  about 
Florae  is  true;  "  and  Florae  coming  in  at  this  juncture, 
having  just  finished  his  cigar,  George  turned  round  and 
made  him  a  fine  speech  in  the  French  language,  in  which 
he  lauded  his  constancy  and  good  humour  under  evil  for- 
tune, paid  him  two  or  three  more  cordial  compliments, 
and  finished  by  drinking  another  great  bumper  to  his 
good  health. 

Florae  took  a  little  wine,  replied  "  with  effusion  "  to 
the  toast  which  his  excellent,  his  noble  friend  had  just 
carried.  We  rapped  our  glasses  at  the  end  of  the  speech. 
The  landlord  himself  seemed  deeply  touched  by  it  as  he 
stood  by  with  a  fresh  bottle.  "It  is  good  wine — it  is 
honest  wine — it  is  capital  wine,"  says  George,  "  and  honi 
soit  qui  mal  y  pense !  What  business  have  you,  j^ou  little 
beggar,  to  abuse  it?  my  ancestor  drank  the  wine  and 
wore  the  motto  round  his  leg  long  before  a  Newcome 
ever  showed  his  pale  face  in  Lombard  Street."  George 
Warrington  never  bragged  about  his  pedigree  except 
under  certain  influences.  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  on 
this  occasion  he  really  did  find  the  claret  very  good. 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say,"  says  Barnes,  addressing 
Florae  in  French,  on  which  he  piqued  himself,  "  que  vous 
avez  un  tel  manche  a  votre  nom,  et  que  vous  ne  I'usez 
pas? " 
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Florae  shrugged  his  shoulders;  he  at  first  did  not  un- 
derstand that  familiar  figure  of  English  speech,  or  what 
was  meant  by  "  having  a  handle  to  your  name."  "  Mont- 
contour  cannot  dine  better  than  Florae,"  he  said.  "  Flo- 
rae has  two  louis  in  his  pocket,  and  ]Montcontour  ex- 
actly forty  shillings.  Florae's  proprietor  will  ask  Mont- 
contour  to-morrow  for  five  weeks'  rent;  and  as  for 
Florae's  friends,  nty  dear,  they  will  burst  out  laughing 
to  ^Nlontcontour's  nose!"  "How  droll  you  English 
are!  "  this  acute  French  observer  afterwards  said,  laugh- 
ing, and  recalling  the  incident.  "  Did  j^ou  not  see  how 
that  little  Barnes,  as  soon  as  he  knew  m}"  title  of  Prince, 
changed  his  manner  and  became  all  respect  towards 
me?  "  This,  indeed.  Monsieur  de  Florae's  two  friends 
remarked  with  no  little  amusement.  Barnes  began  quite 
well  to  remember  their  pleasant  days  at  Baden,  and 
talked  of  their  acquaintance  there:  Barnes  offered  the 
Prince  the  vacant  seat  in  his  brougham,  and  was  ready 
to  set  him  down  anywhere  that  he  wished  in  town. 

"  Bah!  "  says  Florae;  "  w^e  came  by  the  steamer,  and 
I  prefer  the  peniboat."  But  the  hospitable  Barnes  nev- 
ertheless called  upon  Florae  the  next  daj^  And  now, 
having  partially  explained  how  the  Prince  de  Monteon- 
tour  was  present  at  ]Mr.  Barnes  Neweome's  wedding,  let 
us  show  how  it  was  that  Barnes's  first  cousin,  the  Earl 
of  Kew,  did  not  attend  that  ceremony. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII 


RETURNS   TO   LORD    KEW 


E  do  not 
propose  to 
describe  at 
length  or 
with  pre- 
cision the 
circumstan- 
ces   of   the 

duel  which  ended  so  unfortunately  for  young  Lord  Kew. 
The  meeting  was  inevitable:  after  the  public  acts  and 
insult  of  the  morning,  the  maddened  Frenchman  went  to 
it  convinced  that  his  antagonist  had  wilfully  outraged 
him,  eager  to  show  his  bravery  upon  the  body  of  an  Eng- 
lishman, and  as  proud  as  if  he  had  been  going  into  actual 
war.  That  commandment,  the  sixth  in  our  decalogue, 
which  forbids  the  doing  of  murder,  and  the  injunction 
which  directly  follows  on  the  same  table,  have  been 
repealed  by  a  very  great  number  of  Frenchmen  for 
many  years  past;  and  to  take  the  neighbour's  wife,  and 
his  life  subsequently,  has  not  been  an  uncommon  practice 
with  the  politest  people  in  the  world.  Castillonnes  had 
no  idea  but  that  he  was  going  to  the  field  of  honour; 
stood  with  an  undaunted  scowl  before  his  enemy's  pistol ; 
and  discharged  his  own  and  brought  down  his  opponent 
with  a  grim  satisfaction,  and  a  comfortable  conviction 
afterwards  that  he  had  acted  en  galant  homme.    "  It  was 
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■well  for  this  ISIilor  that  he  fell  at  the  first  shot,  my  dear," 
the  exemplary  young  Frenchman  remarked;  "  a  second 
might  have  been  yet  more  fatal  to  him ;  ordinarily  I  am 
sure  of  my  coup,  and  you  conceive  that  in  an  aifair  so 
grave  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  one  or  other  should 
remain  on  the  ground."  Nay,  should  INI.  de  Kew  recover 
from  his  wound,  it  was  ]M.  de  Castillonnes'  intention  to 
propose  a  second  encounter  between  himself  and  that 
nobleman.  It  had  been  Lord  Kew's  determination  never 
to  fire  upon  his  opponent,  a  confession  which  he  made 
not  to  his  second,  poor  scared  Lord  Rooster,  who  bore 
the  young  Earl  to  Kehl,  but  to  some  of  his  nearest  rela- 
tives, who  happened  fortunately  to  be  not  far  from  him 
when  he  received  his  wound,  and  who  came  with  all  the 
eagerness  of  love  to  watch  by  his  bed-side. 

We  have  said  that  Lord  Kew's  mother.  Lady  Wal- 
ham,  and  her  second  son  were  stajdng  at  Hombourg, 
when  the  Earl's  disaster  occurred.  They  had  proposed 
to  come  to  Baden  to  see  Kew's  new  bride,. and  to  welcome 
her ;  but  the  presence  of  her  mother-in-law  deterred  Lady 
Walham,  who  gave  up  her  heart's  wish  in  bitterness  of 
spirit,  knowing  very  well  that  a  meeting  between  the  old 
Countess  and  herself  could  only  produce  the  wrath,  pain, 
and  humiliation  which  their  coming  together  always  oc- 
casioned. It  was  Lord  Kew  who  bade  Rooster  send  for 
his  mother,  and  not  for  Lady  Kew;  and  as  soon  as  she 
received  those  sad  tidings,  you  may  be  sure  the  poor 
lady  hastened  to  the  bed  where  her  wounded  boy  lay. 

The  fever  had  declared  itself,  and  the  young  man  had 
been  delirious  more  than  once.  His  wan  face  lighted 
up  with  joy  when  he  saw  his  mother;  he  put  his  little 
feverish  hand  out  of  the  bed  to  her — "  I  knew  you  would 
come,  dear,"  he  said,  "  and  you  know  I  never  would 
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have  fired  upon  the  poor  Frenchman."  The  fond  mother 
allowed  no  sign  of  terror  or  grief  to  appear  upon  her 
face,  so  as  to  disturb  her  first-born  and  darling ;  but,  no 
doubt,  she  prayed  by  his  side  as  such  loving  hearts  know 
how  to  pray,  for  the  forgiveness  of  his  trespass,  who  had 
forgiven  those  who  sinned  against  him.  "  I  knew  I 
should  be  hit,  George,"  said  Kew  to  his  brother  when 
they  were  alone;  "  I  always  expected  some  such  end  as 
this.  My  life  has  been  very  wild  and  reckless ;  and  you, 
George,  have  always  been  faithful  to  our  mother.  You 
will  make  a  better  Lord  Kew  than  I  have  been,  George. 
God  bless  you."  George  flung  himself  down  with  sobs 
by  his  brother's  bedside,  and  swore  Frank  had  always 
been  the  best  fellow,  the  best  brother,  the  kindest  heart, 
the  w^armest  friend  in  the  world.  Love— prayer— re- 
pentance, thus  met  over  the  young  man's  bed.  Anxious 
and  humble  hearts,  his  own  the  least  anxious  and  the 
most  humble,  awaited  the  dread  award  of  life  or  death; 
and  the  world,  and  its  ambition  and  vanities,  were  shut 
out  from  the  darkened  chamber  where  the  awful  issue 
was  being  tried. 

Our  history  has  had  little  to  do  with  characters  resem- 
bling this  lady.  It  is  of  the  world,  and  things  pertain- 
ing to  it.  Things  beyond  it,  as  the  writer  imagines, 
scarcely  belong  to  the  novelist's  province.  Who  is  he, 
that  he  should  assume  the  divine's  office,  or  turn  his  desk 
into  a  preacher's  pulpit?  In  that  career  of  pleasure,  of 
idleness,  of  crime  we  might  call  it  (but  that  the  chroni- 
cler of  worldly  matters  had  best  be  chary  of  applying 
hard  names  to  acts  which  young  men  are  doing  in  the 
world  every  day),  the  gentle  widowed  lady,  mother  of 
Lord  Kew,  could  but  keep  aloof,  deploring  the  course 
upon  which  her  dear  young  prodigal  had  entered;  and 
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praying  with  that  saintly  love,  those  pure  supplications, 
with  which  good  mothers  follow  their  children,  for  her 
boy's  repentance  and  return.  Very  likely  her  mind  was 
narrow;  very  likely  the  precautions  which  she  had  used 
in  the  lad's  early  days,  the  tutors  and  directors  she  had 
set  about  him,  the  religious  studies  and  practices  to  which 
she  would  have  subjected  him,  had  served  only  to  vex 
and  weary  the  j^oung  pupil,  and  to  drive  his  high  spirit 
into  revolt.  It  is  hard  to  convince  a  woman  perfectly 
pure  in  her  life  and  intentions,  ready  to  die  if  need  were 
for  her  own  faith,  having  absolute  confidence  in  the  in- 
struction of  her  teachers,  that  she  and  they  (with  all 
their  sermons)  may  be  doing  harm.  When  the  young 
catechist  yawns  over  his  reverence's  discourse,  who  knows 
but  it  is  the  doctor's  vanity  which  is  enraged,  and  not 
heaven  which  is  offended?  It  may  have  been,  in  the 
differences  which  took  place  between  her  son  and  her, 
the  good  Lady  Walham  never  could  comprehend  the 
lad's  side  of  the  argument;  or  how  his  protestantism 
against  her  doctrines  should  exhibit  itself  on  the  turf,  the 
gaming-table,  or  the  stage  of  the  opera-house ;  and  thus, 
but  for  the  misfortune  under  which  poor  Kew  now  lay 
bleeding,  these  two  loving  hearts  might  have  remained 
through  life  asunder.  But  by  the  boy's  bedside :  in  the 
paroxysms  of  his  fever ;  in  the  wild  talk  of  his  delirium ; 
in  the  sweet  patience  and  kindness  with  which  he  received 
his  dear  nurse's  attentions;  the  gratefulness  with  which 
he  thanked  the  servants  who  waited  on  him ;  the  fortitude 
with  which  he  suffered  the  surgeon's  dealings  with  his 
wounds;  the  widowed  woman  had  an  opportunity  to 
admire  with  an  exquisite  thankfulness  the  generous 
goodness  of  her  son;  and,  in  those  hours,  those  sacred 
hours  passed  in  her  own  chamber,  of  prayers,  fears. 
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hopes,  recollections,  and  passionate  maternal  love,  wres- 
tling with  fate  for  her  darling's  life,  no  doubt  the  hum- 
bled creature  came  to  acknowledge  that  her  own  course 
regarding  him  had  been  wrong ;  and,  even  more  for  her- 
self than  for  him,  implored  forgiveness. 

For  some  time  George  Barnes  had  to  send  but  doubt- 
ful and  melancholy  bulletins  to  Lady  Kew  and  the  New- 
come  family  at  Baden,  who  were  all  greatly  moved  and 
affected  by  the  accident  which  had  befallen  poor  Kew. 
Lady  Kew  broke  out  in  wrath  and  indignation.  We 
may  be  sure  the  Duchesse  d'lvry  offered  to  condole  with 
her  upon  Kew's  mishap  the  day  after  the  news  arrived 
at  Baden ;  and,  indeed,  came  to  visit  her.  The  old  lady 
had  just  received  other  disquieting  intelligence.  She 
was  just  going  out,  but  she  bade  her  servant  to  in- 
form the  Duchesse  that  she  was  never  more  at  home  to 
the  Duchesse  d'lvry.  The  message  was  not  delivered 
properly,  or  the  person  for  whom  it  was  intended  did  not 
choose  to  understand  it,  for  presently,  as  the  Countess 
was  hobbling  across  the  walk  on  her  way  to  her  daugh- 
ter's residence,  she  met  the  Duchesse  d'lvry,  who  saluted 
her  with  a  demure  curtsey  and  a  commonplace  expres- 
sion of  condolence.  The  Queen  of  Scots  was  surrounded 
by  the  chief  part  of  her  court,  saving,  of  course,  MM. 
Castillonnes  and  Punter,  absent  on  service.  "  We  were 
speaking  of  this  deplorable  affair,"  said  Madame  d'lvry 
(which  indeed  was  the  truth,  although  she  said  it). 
"  How  we  pity  you,  Madame! "  Blackball  and  Loder, 
Cruchecassee  and  Schlangenbad,  assumed  sympathetic 
countenances. 

Trembling  on  her  cane,  the  old  Countess  glared  out 
upon  Madame  d'lvry—"  I  pray  you,  Madame,"  she 
said  in  French,  "  never  again  to  address  me  the  word. 
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If  I  had,  like  you,  assassins  in  my  pay,  I  would  liave 
you  killed;  do  you  hear  me?"  and  she  hobbled  on  her 
way.  The  household  to  which  she  went  was  in  terrible 
agitation;  the  kind  Lady  Ann  frightened  beyond  mea- 
sure, poor  Ethel  full  of  dread,  and  feeling  guilty  al- 
most as  if  she  had  been  the  cause,  as  indeed  she  was  the 
occasion,  of  Kew's  misfortune.  And  the  family  had  fur- 
ther cause  of  alarm  from  the  shock  which  the  news  had 
given  to  Sir  Brian.  It  has  been  said  that  he  had  had 
illnesses  of  late  which  caused  his  friends  much  anx- 
iety. He  had  passed  two  months  at  Aix-la-Chapelle,  his 
physicians  dreading  a  paralytic  attack;  and  JNIadame 
d'lvry's  party  still  sauntering  on  the  walk,  the  men 
smoking  their  cigars,  the  women  breathing  their  scan- 
dal, now  beheld  Doctor  Finck  issuing  from  Lady  Ann's 
apartments,  and  wearing  such  a  face  of  anxiety,  that 
the  Duchesse  asked,  with  some  emotion,  "  Had  there 
been  a  fresh  bulletin  from  Kehl?  " 

"  No,  there  had  been  no  fresh  bulletin  from  Kehl ; 
but  two  hours  since  Sir  Brian  Newcome  had  had  a  para- 
lytic seizure." 

"Is  he  very  bad?" 

"  No,"  says  Dr.  Finck,  "  he  is  not  very  bad." 

"How  inconsolable  M.  Barnes  will  be!"  said  the 
Duchesse,  shrugging  her  haggard  shoulders.  Whereas 
the  fact  was  that  JNIr.  Barnes  retained  perfect  presence 
of  mind  under  both  of  the  misfortunes  which  had  be- 
fallen his  family.  Two  days  afterwards  the  Duchesse's 
husband  arrived  himself,  when  we  may  presume  that 
exemplary  woman  was  too  much  engaged  with  her  own 
affairs  to  be  able  to  be  interested  about  the  doings  of 
other  people.  With  the  Duke's  arrival  the  court  of 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots  was  broken  up.     Her  JNIajesty 
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was  conducted  to  Lochleven,  where  her  tyrant  soon 
dismissed  her  very  last  lady-in-waiting,  the  confidential 
Irish  secretary,  whose  performance  had  produced  such 
a  fine  effect  amongst  the  Newcomes. 

Had  poor  Sir  Brian  Newcome's  seizure  occurred  at 
an  earlier  period  of  the  autumn,  his  illness  no  doubt 
would  have  kept  him  for  some  months  confined  at 
Baden ;  but  as  he  was  pretty  nearly  the  last  of  Dr.  Von 
Finck's  bath  patients,  and  that  eminent  physician  longed 
to  be  off  to  the  Residenz,  he  was  pronounced  in  a  fit  con- 
dition for  easy  travelling  in  rather  a  brief  period  after 
his  attack,  and  it  was  determined  to  transport  him  to 
Mannheim,  and  thence  by  water  to  London  and  New- 
come. 

During  all  this  period  of  their  father's  misfortune  no 
Sister  of  Charity  could  have  been  more  tender,  active, 
cheerful,  and  watchful,  than  Miss  Ethel.  She  had  to 
wear  a  kind  face  and  exhibit  no  anxiety  when  occasion- 
ally the  feeble  invalid  made  inquiries  regarding  poor 
Kew  at  Baden;  to  catch  the  phrases  as  they  came  from 
him;  to  acquiesce,  or  not  to  deny,  when  Sir  Brian  talked 
of  the  marriages — both  marriages — taking  place  at 
Christmas.  Sir  Brian  was  especially  eager  for  his 
daughter's,  and  repeatedly,  with  his  broken  words,  and 
smiles,  and  caresses,  which  were  now  quite  senile,  de- 
clared that  his  Ethel  would  make  the  prettiest  countess 
in  England.  There  came  a  letter  or  two  from  Clive,  no 
doubt,  to  the  young  nurse  in  her  sick-room.  Manly  and 
generous,  full  of  tenderness  and  affection,  as  those  let- 
ters surely  were,  they  could  give  but  little  pleasure  to 
the  young  lady — indeed,  only  add  to  her  doubts  and 
pain. 

She  had  told  none  of  her  friends  as  yet  of  those  last 
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words  of  Kew's,  which  she  interpreted  as  a  farewell  on 
the  young  nobleman's  part.  Had  she  told  them  they 
very  likely  would  not  have  understood  Kew's  meaning 
as  she  did,  and  persisted  in  thinking  that  the  two  were 
reconciled.  At  any  rate,  whilst  he  and  her  father  were 
still  lying  stricken  by  the  blows  which  had  prostrated 
them  both,  all  questions  of  love  and  marriage  had  been 
put  aside.  Did  she  love  him?  She  felt  such  a  kind  pity 
for  his  misfortune,  such  an  admiration  for  his  generous 
gallantry,  such  a  remorse  for  her  own  waj^vard  conduct 
and  cruel  behaviour  towards  this  most  honest,  and 
kindly,  and  affectionate  gentleman,  that  the  sum  of  re- 
gard which  she  could  bestow  upon  him  might  surely  be 
said  to  amount  to  love.  For  such  a  union  as  that  con- 
templated between  them,  perhaps  for  any  marriage,  no 
greater  degree  of  attachment  was  necessary  as  the  com- 
mon cement.  Warm  friendship  and  thorough  esteem 
and  confidence  (I  do  not  say  that  our  young  lady  cal- 
culated in  this  matter-of-fact  way)  are  safe  properties 
invested  in  the  prudent  marriage  stock,  multiplying  and 
bearing  an  increasing  value  with  every  year.  ]Many  a 
young  couple  of  spendthrifts  get  through  their  capital 
of  passion  in  the  first  twelve  months,  and  have  no  love 
left  for  the  daily  demands  of  after  life.  Oh  me !  for  the 
day  when  the  bank  account  is  closed,  and  the  cupboard 
is  empty,  and  the  firm  of  Damon  and  Phyllis  insolvent ! 
Miss  Xewcome,  we  say,  without  doubt,  did  not  make 
her  calculations  in  this  debtor  and  creditor  fashion;  it 
was  only  the  gentlemen  of  that  family  who  went  to  Lom- 
bard Street.  But  suppose  she  thought  that  regard,  and 
esteem,  and  affection  being  sufficient,  she  could  joyfully 
and  with  almost  all  her  heart  bring  such  a  portion  to 
Lord  Kew ;  that  her  harshness  towards  him  as  contrasted 
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with  his  own  generosity,  and  above  all  with  his  present 
pain,  infinitely  touched  her;  and  suppose  she  fancied 
that  there  was  another  person  in  the  world  to  whom,  did 
fates  permit,  she  could  offer  not  esteem,  affection,  pity 
only,  but  something  ten  thousand  times  more  precious? 
We  are  not  in  the  young  lady's  secrets,  but  if  she  has 
some  as  she  sits  by  her  father's  chair  and  bed,  who  daj^ 
or  night  will  have  no  other  attendant ;  and,  as  she  busies 
herself  to  interpret  his  wants,  silently  moves  on  his  er- 
rands, administers  his  potions,  and  watches  his  sleep, 
thinks  of  Clive  absent  and  unhappy,  of  Kew  wounded 
and  in  danger,  she  must  have  subject  enough  of  thought 
and  pain.  Little  wonder  that  her  cheeks  are  pale  and 
her  eyes  look  red ;  she  has  her  cares  to  endure  now  in  the 
world,  and  her  burden  to  bear  in  it,  and  somehow  she 
feels  she  is  alone,  since  that  day  when  poor  Clive's  car- 
riage drove  away. 

In  a  mood  of  more  than  ordinary  depression  and 
weakness  Lady  Kew  must  have  found  her  grand- 
daughter upon  one  of  the  few  occasions  after  the  double 
mishap,  when  Ethel  and  her  elder  were  together.  Sir 
Brian's  illness,  as  it  may  be  imagined,  affected  a  lady 
very  slightly  who  was  of  an  age  when  these  calamities 
occasion  but  small  disquiet,  and  who  having  survived  her 
own  father,  her  husband,  her  son,  and  witnessed  their 
lordships'  respective  demises  with  perfect  composure, 
could  not  reasonably  be  called  upon  to  feel  any  particu- 
lar dismay  at  the  probable  departure  from  this  life  of  a 
Lombard  Street  banker,  who  happened  to  be  her  daugh- 
ter's husband.  In  fact  not  Barnes  Newcome  himself 
could  await  that  event  more  philosophically.  So,  find- 
ing Ethel  in  this  melancholy  mood,  Lady  Kew  thought 
a  drive  in  the  fresh  air  would  be  of  service  to  her,  and, 
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Sir  Brian  happening  to  be  asleep,  carried  the  young 
girl  away  in  her  barouche. 

They  talked  about  Lord  Kew,  of  whom  the  accounts 
were  encouraging,  and  who  is  mending  in  spite  of  his 
silly  mother  and  her  medicines,  "  and  as  soon  as  he  is  able 
to  move  we  must  go  and  fetch  him,  my  dear,"  Lad}^  Kew 
graciously  said,  "  before  that  foolish  woman  has  made 
a  ]Methodist  of  him.  He  is  always  led  by  the  woman 
M'ho  is  nearest  him,  and  I  know  one  who  will  make  of 
him  just  the  best  little  husband  in  England."  Before 
they  had  come  to  this  delicate  point  the  lady  and  her 
grandchild  had  talked  Kew's  character  over,  the  girl, 
you  may  be  sure,  having  spoken  feelingly  and  eloquently 
about  his  kindness  and  courage,  and  many  admirable 
qualities.  She  kindled  when  she  heard  the  report  of  his 
behaviour  at  the  commencement  of  the  fracas  with  ]M. 
de  Castillonnes,  his  great  forbearance  and  good-nature, 
and  his  resolution  and  magnanimity  when  the  moment 
of  collision  came. 

But  when  Lady  Kew  arrived  at  that  period  of  her 
discourse  in  which  she  stated  that  Kew  would  make  the 
best  little  husband  in  England,  poor  Ethel's  eyes  filled 
with  tears;  ^^e  must  remember  that  her  high  spirit  was 
worn  down  by  watching  and  much  varied  anxiety,  and 
then  she  confessed  that  there  had  been  no  reconciliation, 
as  all  the  family  fancied,  between  Frank  and  herself — 
on  the  contrary,  a  parting,  which  she  understood  to  be 
final ;  and  she  owned  that  her  conduct  towards  her  cousin 
had  been  most  captious  and  cruel,  and  that  she  could  not 
expect  they  should  ever  again  come  together.  Lady 
Kew,  who  hated  sick-beds  and  surgeons,  except  for  her- 
self, who  hated  her  daughter-in-law  above  all,  was 
greatly  annoyed  at   the  news   which  Ethel  gave  her; 
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made  light  of  it,  however,  and  was  quite  confident  that 
a  very  few  words  from  her  would  place  matters  on  their 
old  footing,  and  determined  on  forthwith  setting  out 
for  Kehl.  She  would  have  carried  Ethel  with  her,  but 
that  the  poor  Baronet  with  cries  and  moans  insisted  on 
retaining  his  nurse,  and  Ethel's  grandmother  was  left 
to  undertake  this  mission  by  herself,  the  girl  remaining 
behind  acquiescent,  not  unwilling,  owning  openly  a  great 
regard  and  esteem  for  Kew,  and  the  wrong  which  she 
had  done  him,  feeling  secretly  a  sentiment  which  she 
had  best  smother.  She  had  received  a  letter  from  that 
other  person,  and  answered  it  with  her  mother's  cogni- 
sance, but  about  this  little  affair  neither  Lady  Ann  nor 
her  daughter  happened  to  say  a  word  to  the  manager  of 
the  whole  family. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII 

IN    WHICH    LADY    KEW    LEAVES    HIS   LORDSHIP 
QUITE    CONVALESCENT 

MMEDIATELY  after  Lord  Kew's 
wound,  and  as  it  was  necessary  to 
apprise  the  Newcome  family  of 
the  accident  which  had  occurred, 
^  the  good-natured  young  Kew  had 
himself  written  a  brief  note  to 
acquaint  his  relatives  with  his  mis- 
hap, and  had  even  taken  the  pre- 
caution to  antedate  a  couple  of 
billets  to  be  despatched  on  future 
days;  kindly  forgeries,  which  told 
the  Newcome  family  and  the 
Countess  of  Kew,  that  Lord  Kew  was  progressing  verj'- 
favourably,  and  that  his  hurt  was  trifling.  The  fever 
had  set  in,  and  the  young  patient  was  lying  in  great 
danger,  as  most  of  the  laggards  at  Baden  knew,  when 
his  friends  there  were  set  at  ease  by  this  fallacious  bul- 
letin. On  the  third  day  after  the  accident.  Lady  Wal- 
ham  arrived  with  her  younger  son,  to  find  Lord  Kew  in 
the  fever  which  ensued  after  the  wound.  As  the  terrible 
anxiety  during  the  illness  had  been  Lady  Walham's,  so 
was  hers  the  delight  of  the  recovery.  The  commander- 
in-chief  of  the  family,  the  old  lady  at  Baden,  showed 
her  sympathy  by  sending  couriers,  and  repeatedly  issu- 
ing orders  to  have  news  of  Kew.     Sick-beds  scared  her 
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away  invariably.  When  illness  befel  a  member  of  her 
family  she  hastily  retreated  from  before  the  sufferer, 
showing  her  agitation  of  mind,  however,  by  excessive  ill- 
humour  to  all  the  others  within  her  reach. 

A  fortnight  passed,  a  ball  had  been  found  and  ex- 
tracted, the  fever  Avas  over,  the  wound  was  progressing 
favourably,  the  patient  advancing  towards  convales- 
cence, and  the  mother,  with  her  child  once  more  under 
her  wing,  happier  than  she  had  been  for  seven  years  past, 
during  which  her  young  prodigal  had  been  running  the 
thoughtless  career  of  which  he  himself  was  weary,  and 
which  had  occasioned  the  fond  lady  such  anguish.  Those 
doubts  which  perplex  many  a  thinking  man,  and  when 
formed  and  uttered,  give  many  a  fond  and  faithful  wo- 
man pain  so  exquisite,  had  most  fortunately  never  crossed 
Kew's  mind.  His  early  impressions  were  such  as  his 
mother  had  left  them,  and  he  came  back  to  her  as  she 
would  have  him,  as  a  little  child,  owning  his  faults  with 
a  hearty  humble  repentance,  and  with  a  thousand  simple 
confessions  lamenting  the  errors  of  his  past  days.  We 
have  seen  him  tired  and  ashamed  of  the  pleasures  which 
he  was  pursuing,  of  the  companions  who  surrounded 
him,  of  the  brawls  and  dissipation  which  amused  him  no 
more;  in  those  hours  of  danger  and  doubt,  when  he  had 
lain,  with  death  perhaps  before  him,  making  up  his  ac- 
count of  the  vain  life  which  probably  he  would  be  called 
upon  to  surrender,  no  wonder  this  simple,  kindly,  mod- 
est, and  courageous  soul  thought  seriously  of  the  past 
and  of  the  future ;  and  prayed,  and  resolved,  if  a  future 
were  awarded  to  him,  it  should  make  amends  for  the 
days  gone  by;  and  surely  as  the  mother  and  son  read 
together  the  beloved  assurance  of  the  divine  forgiveness, 
and  of  that  joy  which  angels  feel  in  heaven  for  a  sinner 
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repentant,  we  may  fancy  in  the  happy  mother's  breast 
a  feehng  somewhat  akin  to  that  angehc  fehcity,  a  grati- 
tude and  joy  of  all  others  the  loftiest,  the  purest,  the 
keenest.  Lady  Walham  might  shrink  with  terror  at 
the  Frenchman's  name,  but  her  son  could  forgive  him, 
with  all  his  heart,  and  kiss  his  mother's  hand,  and  thank 
him  as  the  best  friend  of  his  life. 

During  all  the  days  of  his  illness,  Kew  had  never  once 
mentioned  Ethel's  name,  and  once  or  twice  as  his  recov- 
ery progressed,  when  with  doubt  and  tremor  his  mother 
alluded  to  it,  he  turned  from  the  subject  as  one  that  was 
disagreeable  and  painful.  Had  she  thought  seriously 
on  certain  things  ?  Lady  Walham  asked.  Kew  thought 
not,  "  but  those  who  are  bred  up  as  you  would  have 
them,  mother,  are  often  none  the  better,"  the  humble 
young  fellow  said.  "  I  believe  she  is  a  very  good  girl. 
She  is  very  clever.  She  is  exceedingly  handsome,  she 
is  very  good  to  her  parents  and  her  brothers  and  sisters ; 
but — "  he  did  not  finish  the  sentence.  Perhaps  he 
thought,  as  he  told  Ethel  afterwards,  that  she  would 
have  agreed  with  Lady  Walham  even  worse  than  with 
her  imperious  old  grandmother. 

Lady  Walham  then  fell  to  deplore  Sir  Brian's  condi- 
tion, accounts  of  whose  seizure,  of  course,  had  been  de- 
spatched to  the  Kehl  party,  and  to  lament  that  a  worldly 
man  as  he  was  should  have  such  an  affliction,  so  near  the 
grave  and  so  little  prepared  for  it.  Here  honest  Kew, 
however,  held  out.  "  E^'ery  man  for  himself,  mother," 
says  he.  "  Sir  Brian  was  bred  up  very  strictly,  perhaps 
too  strictly  as  a  young  man.  Don't  you  know  that  that 
good  Colonel,  his  elder  brother,  who  seems  to  me  about 
the  most  honest  and  good  old  gentleman  I  ever  met  in 
my  life,  was  driven  into  rebellion  and  all  sorts  of  wild 
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courses  by  old  Mrs.  Newcome's  tyranny  over  him?  As 
for  Sir  Brian,  he  goes  to  church  every  Sunday :  has  pray- 
ers in  the  family  every  day:  I'm  sure  has  led  a  hundred 
times  better  life  than  I  have,  poor  old  Sir  Brian.  I  often 
have  thought,  mother,  that  though  our  side  was  wrong, 
yours  could  not  be  altogether  right,  because  I  remember 
how  my  tutor,  and  Mr.  Bonner,  and  Dr.  Laud,  when 
they  used  to  come  down  to  us  at  Kewbury,  used  to  make 
themselves  so  unhappy  about  other  people."  So  the 
widow  withdrew  her  unhappiness  about  Sir  Brian;  she 
was  quite  glad  to  hope  for  the  best  regarding  that  in- 
valid. 

With  some  fears  yet  regarding  her  son, — for  many 
of  the  books  with  which  the  good  lady  travelled  could 
not  be  got  to  interest  him;  at  some  he  would  laugh  out- 
right,— with  fear  mixed  with  the  maternal  joy  that  he 
was  returned  to  her,  and  had  quitted  his  old  ways ;  with 
keen  feminine  triumph,  perhaps,  that  she  had  won  him 
back,  and  happiness  at  his  daily  mending  health,  all 
Lady  Walham's  hours  were  passed  in  thankful  and  de- 
lighted occupation.  George  Barnes  kept  the  New- 
comes  acquainted  with  the  state  of  his  brother's  health. 
The  skilful  surgeon  from  Strasbourg  reported  daily 
better  and  better  of  him,  and  the  little  family  were  liv- 
ing in  great  peace  and  contentment,  with  one  subject 
of  dread,  however,  hanging  over  the  mother  of  the  two 
young  men,  the  arrival  of  Lady  Kew,  the  fierce  old 
mother-in-law  who  had  worsted  Lady  Walham  in  many 
a  previous  battle. 

It  was  what  they  call  the  summer  of  St.  Martin,  and 
the  weather  was  luckily  very  line;  Kew  could  presently 
be  wheeled  into  the  garden  of  the  hotel,  whence  he  could 
see  the  broad  turbid  current  of  the  swollen  Rhine:  the 
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French  bank  fringed  with  alders,  the  vast  5'ellow  fields 
behind  them,  the  great  avenue  of  poplars  stretching 
away  to  the  Alsatian  city,  and  its  purple  minster  yon- 
der. Good  Lady  Walham  was  for  improving  the  shin- 
ing hour  by  reading  amusing  extracts  from  her  favour- 
ite volumes,  gentle  anecdotes  of  Chinese  and  Hottentot 
converts,  and  incidents  from  missionary  travel.  George 
Barnes,  a  wily  young  diplomatist,  insinuated  Galignani, 
and  hinted  that  Kew  might  like  a  novel;  and  a  profane 
work  called  "  Oliver  Twist "  having  appeared  about 
this  time,  which  George  read  out  to  his  family  with  ad- 
mirable emphasis,  it  is  a  fact  that  Lady  Walham  be- 
came so  interested  in  the  parish  boy's  progress,  that  she 
took  his  history  into  her  bed-room,  (where  it  was  discov- 
ered, under  Blatherwick's  "  Voice  from  JNIesopotamia," 
by  her  ladyship's  maid,)  and  that  Kew  laughed  so  im- 
mensely at  ]Mr.  Bumble,  the  Beadle,  as  to  endanger  the 
reopening  of  his  wound. 

^Vhile,  one  day,  they  were  so  harmlessly  and  pleas- 
antly occupied,  a  great  whacking  of  whips,  blowing  of 
horns,  and  whirring  of  wheels  was  heard  in  the  street 
without.  The  wheels  stopped  at  their  hotel  gate;  Lady 
Walliam  started  up;  ran  through  the  garden-door,  clos- 
ing it  behind  her;  and  divined  justly  who  had  arrived. 
The  landlord  was  bowing;  the  courier  pushing  about; 
waiters  in  attendance;  one  of  them,  coming  up  to  pale- 
faced  Lady  Walham,  said,  "  Her  Excellency  the  Frau 
Grafinn  von  Kew  is  even  now  absteiging." 

"  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  walk  into  our  salon, 
Lady  Kew?  "  said  the  daughter-in-law,  stepping  for- 
ward and  opening  the  door  of  that  apartment.  The 
countess,  leaning  on  her  staff,  entered  that  darkened 
chamber.     She  ran  up  towards  an  easy-chair,  where  she 
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supposed  Lord  Kew  was.  "  My  dear  Frank!  "  cries  the 
old  lady;  "  my  dear  boy,  what  a  pretty  fright  you  have 
given  us  all!  They  don't  keep  you  in  this  horrid  noisy 
room  facing  the —  Ho — what  is  this?"  cries  the 
countess,  closing  her  sentence  abruptly. 

"  It  is  not  Frank.  It  is  only  a  bolster,  Lady  Kew: 
and  I  don't  keep  him  in  a  noisy  room  towards  the  street," 
said  Lady  Walham. 

"  Ho!  how  do  you  do?  This  is  the  way  to  him,  I  sup- 
pose;" and  she  went  to  another  door — it  was  a  cup- 
board full  of  the  relics  of  Frank's  illness,  from  which 
Lady  Walham's  mother-in-law  shrunk  back  aghast. 
"  Will  you  please  to  see  that  I  have  a  comfortable  room, 
Maria ;  and  one  for  my  maid,  next  me?  I  will  thank  you 
to  see  yourself,"  the  Empress  of  Kew  said,  pointing  with 
her  stick,  before  which  many  a  time  the  younger  lady 
had  trembled. 

This  time  Lady  Walham  only  rang  the  bell.  "  I 
don't  speak  German;  and  have  never  been  on  any  floor 
of  the  house  but  this.  Your  servant  had  better  see  to 
your  room,  Lady  Kew.  That  next  is  mine;  and  I 
keep  the  door,  which  you  are  trying,  locked  on  the  other 
side." 

"  And  I  suppose  Frank  is  locked  up  there!  "  cried  the 
old  lady,  "  with  a  basin  of  gruel  and  a  book  of  Watts's 
hymns."  A  servant  entered  at  this  moment,  answering 
Lady  Walham's  summons.  "  Peacock,  the  Countess  of 
Kew  says  that  she  proposes  to  stay  here  this  evening. 
Please  to  ask  the  landlord  to  show  her  ladyship  rooms," 
said  Lady  Walham;  and  by  this  time  she  had  thought 
of  a  reply  to  Lady  Kew's  last  kind  speech. 

"  If  my  son  were  locked  up  in  my  room,  madam,  his 
mother  is  surely  the  best  nurse  for  him.    Why  did  you 
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not  come  to  him  three  weeks  sooner,  when  there  was  no- 
body with  him?  " 

Lady  Kew  said  nothing,  but  glared  and  showed  her 
teeth — those  pearls  set  in  gold. 

"  And  my  company  may  not  amuse  I^ord  Kew — " 

"He — e — e!"  grinned  the  elder,  savagely. 

"  But  at  least  it  is  better  than  some  to  which  you  in- 
troduced my  son,"  continued  Lady  Kew's  daughter-in- 
law,  gathering  force  and  wrath  as  she  spoke.  "  Your 
ladyship  may  think  lightly  of  me,  but  you  can  hardly 
think  so  ill  of  me  as  of  the  Duchesse  d'lvry,  I  should 
suppose,  to  whom  you  sent  my  boy,  to  form  him,  you 
said;  about  whom,  when  I  remonstrated — for  though  I 
live  out  of  the  world  I  hear  of  it  sometimes — you  were 
pleased  to  tell  me  that  I  was  a  prude  and  a  fool.  It  is 
you  I  thank  for  separating  my  child  from  me — yes,  j^ou 
—  for  so  many  years  of  my  life;  and  for  bringing  me  to 
him  when  he  was  bleeding  and  almost  a  corpse,  but  that 
God  preserved  him  to  the  widow's  prayers; — and  you, 
you  were  by,  and  never  came  near  him." 

"I  —  I  did  not  come  to  see  you — or — or — for  this  kind 
of  scene.  Lady  Walham,"  muttered  the  other.  Lady 
Kew  was  accustomed  to  triumph,  by  attacking  in  masses, 
like  Xapoleon.    Those  who  faced  her  routed  her. 

"  Xo;  you  did  not  come  for  me,  I  know  very  well," 
the  daughter  went  on.  "  You  loved  me  no  better  than 
you  loved  your  son,  whose  life,  as  long  as  you  meddled 
with  it,  you  made  wretched.  You  came  here  for  my  boy. 
Haven't  you  done  him  evil  enough?  And  now  God  has 
mercifully  preserved  him,  you  want  to  lead  him  back 
again  into  ruin  and  crime.  It  shall  not  be  so,  wicked 
woman!  bad  mother!  cruel,  heartless  parent!— George!  " 
(Here  her  younger  son  entered  the  room,  and  she  ran 
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towards  him  with  fluttering  robes  and  seized  his  hands. ) 
"  Here  is  your  grandmother;  here  is  the  Countess  of 
Kew,  come  from  Baden  at  last;  and  she  wants — she 
wants  to  take  Frank  from  us,  my  dear,  and  to — give 
— him — back  to  the — Frenchwoman  again.  No,  no! 
Oh,  my  God!  Never!  never!"  And  she  flung  herself 
into  George  Barnes's  arms,  fainting  with  an  hysteric 
burst  of  tears. 

"  You  had  best  get  a  strait- waistcoat  for  your  mo- 
ther, George  Barnes,"  Lady  Kew  said,  scorn  and  hatred 
in  her  face.  (If  she  had  been  lago's  daughter,  with  a 
strong  likeness  to  her  sire,  Lord  Steyne's  sister  could 
not  have  looked  more  diabolical.)  "  Have  you  had  ad- 
vice for  her?  Has  nursing  poor  Kew  turned  her  head? 
I  came  to  see  hiin.  Why  have  I  been  left  alone  for  half- 
an-hour  with  this  madwoman?  You  ought  not  to  trust 
her  to  give  Frank  medicine.     It  is  positively — " 

"Excuse  me,"  said  George,  with  a  bow;  "I  don't 
think  the  complaint  has  as  yet  exhibited  itself  in  my 
mother's  branch  of  the  family.  ( She  always  hated  me," 
thought  George;  "but  if  she  had  by  chance  left  me  a 
legacy,  there  it  goes.)  You  would  like,  ma'am,  to  see 
the  rooms  up  stairs?  Here  is  the  landlord  to  conduct 
your  ladyship.  Frank  will  be  quite  ready  to  receive  you 
when  you  come  down.  I  am  sure  I  need  not  beg  of 
your  kindness  that  nothing  may  be  said  to  agitate  him. 
It  is  barely  three  weeks  since  M.  de  Castillonnes'  ball 
was  extracted ;  and  the  doctors  wish  he  should  be  kept  as 
quiet  as  possible." 

Be  sure  that  the  landlord,  the  courier,  and  the  persons 
engaged  in  showing  the  Countess  of  Kew  the  apart- 
ments above  spent  an  agreeable  time  with  her  Excellency 
the  Frau  Griifinn  von  Kew.     She  must  have  had  better 
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luck  ill  her  encounter  with  these  than  in  her  previous 
passages  with  her  grandson  and  his  mother;  for  when 
she  issued  from  her  apartment  in  a  new  dress  and  fresh 
cap,  Lady  Kew's  face  wore  an  expression  of  perfect 
serenity.  Her  attendant  may  have  shook  her  fist  be- 
hind her,  and  her  man's  eyes  and  face  looked  Blitz  and 
Donnerwetter ;  but  their  mistress's  features  wore  that 
pleased  look  which  they  assumed  when  she  had  been  sat- 
isfactorily punishing  somebody.  Lord  Kew  had  by  this 
time  got  back  from  the  garden  to  his  own  room,  where 
he  awaited  grandmamma.  If  the  mother  and  her  two 
sons  had  in  the  interval  of  Lady  Kew's  toilette  tried  to 
resume  the  history  of  Bumble  the  Beadle,  I  fear  they 
could  not  have  found  it  very  comical. 

"Bless  me,  my  dear  child!  How  well  you  look! 
jNlany  a  girl  would  give  the  world  to  have  such  a  com- 
plexion. There  is  nothing  like  a  mother  for  a  nurse! 
Ah,  no !  ]Maria,  you  deserve  to  be  the  INIother  Superior 
of  a  House  of  Sisters  of  Charity,  you  do.  The  landlord 
has  given  me  a  delightful  apartment,  thank  you.  He 
is  an  extortionate  wretch ;  but  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  be 
very  comfortable.  The  Dodsburys  stopped  here,  I  see, 
by  the  travellers'  book — quite  right,  instead  of  sleeping 
at  that  odious  buggy  Strasbourg.  We  have  had  a  sad, 
sad  time,  my  dears,  at  Baden.  Between  anxiety  about 
poor  Sir  Brian,  and  about  you,  you  naughty  boy,  I  am 
sure  I  wonder  how  I  have  got  through  it  all.  Doctor 
Finck  would  not  let  me  come  away  to-day ;  but  I  would 
come." 

"  I  am  sure  it  was  uncommonly  kind,  ma'am,"  says 
poor  Kew,  with  a  rueful  face. 

"  That  horrible  woman  against  whom  I  always  warned 
you — but  young  men  will  not  take  the  advice  of  old 
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grandmamnias — has  gone  away  these  ten  days.  jNIon- 
sieur  le  Due  fetched  her;  and  if  he  locked  her  up  at 
Montcontour,  and  kept  her  on  bread-and-water  for  the 
rest  of  her  hfe,  I  am  sure  he  would  serve  her  right. 
When  a  woman  once  forgets  religious  principles,  Kew, 
she  is  sure  to  go  wrong.  The  Conversation  Room  is  shut 
up.  The  Dorkings  go  on  Tuesday.  Clara  is  really  a 
dear  little  artless  creature ;  one  that  you  will  like,  Maria 
— and  as  for  Ethel,  I  really  think  she  is  an  angel.  To 
see  her  nursing  her  poor  father  is  the  most  beautiful 
sight ;  night  after  night  she  has  sat  up  with  him.  I  know 
where  she  would  like  to  be,  the  dear  child.  And  if  Frank 
falls  ill  again,  Maria,  he  won't  need  a  mother  or  useless 
old  grandmother  to  nurse  him.  I  have  got  some  pretty 
messages  to  deliver  from  her ;  but  they  are  for  your  pri- 
vate ears,  my  lord ;  not  even  mammas  and  brothers  may 
hear  them." 

"  Do  not  go,  mother!  Pray  stay,  George!  "  cried  the 
sick  man  (and  again  Lord  Steyne's  sister  looked  uncom- 
monly like  that  lamented  marquis).  "My  cousin  is  a 
noble  young  creature,"  he  went  on.  "  She  has  admirable 
good  qualities,  which  I  appreciate  with  all  my  heart ;  and 
her  beauty,  you  know  how  I  admire  it.  I  have  thought 
of  her  a  great  deal  as  I  was  lying  on  the  bed  yonder  " 
(the  family  look  was  not  so  visible  in  Lady  Kew's  face) , 
"  and — and  —  I  wrote  to  her  this  very  morning;  she  will 
have  the  letter  by  this  time,  probably." 

"  Bien,  Frank!"  Lady  Kew  smiled  (in  her  super- 
natural way)  almost  as  much  as  her  portrait,  by  Har- 
lowe,  as  you  may  see  it  at  Kewbury  to  this  very  day. 
She  is  represented  seated  before  an  easel,  painting  a 
miniatiu-e  of  her  son.  Lord  Walham. 

"  I  wrote  to  her  on  the  subject  of  the  last  con  versa- 


THE  NEWCOMES  221 

tion  we  had  together,"  Frank  resumed,  in  rather  a  timid 
voice,  "  the  day  before  my  accident.  Perhaps  she  did 
not  tell  you,  ma'am,  of  what  passed  between  us.  We 
had  had  a  quarrel ;  one  of  many.  Some  cowardly  hand, 
which  we  both  of  us  can  guess  at,  had  written  to  her  an 
account  of  my  past  life,  and  she  showed  me  the  letter. 
Then  I  told  her,  that  if  she  loved  me  she  never  would 
have  showed  it  me:  without  any  other  words  of  reproof 
I  bade  her  farewell.  It  was  not  much,  the  showing  that 
letter ;  but  it  was  enough.  In  twenty  differences  we  have 
had  together  she  had  been  unjust  and  captious,  cruel  to- 
wards me,  and  too  eager,  as  I  thought,  for  other  people's 
admiration.  Had  she  loved  me,  it  seemed  to  me  Ethel 
would  have  shown  less  vanity  and  better  temper.  What 
was  I  to  expect  in  life  afterwards  from  a  girl  who  before 
her  marriage  used  me  so?  Neither  she  nor  I  could  be 
happy.  She  could  be  gentle  enough,  and  kind,  and  anx- 
ious to  please  any  man  whom  she  loves,  God  bless  her! 
As  for  me,  I  suppose,  I'm  not  worthy  of  so  much  talent 
and  beauty,  so  we  both  understood  that  that  was  a 
friendly  farewell;  and  as  I  have  been  lying  on  my  bed 
yonder,  thinking,  perhaps,  I  never  might  leave  it,  or  if 
I  did,  that  I  should  like  to  lead  a  different  sort  of  life 
to  that  which  ended  in  sending  me  there,  my  resolve  of 
last  month  was  only  confirmed.  God  forbid  that  she 
and  I  should  lead  the  lives  of  some  folks  we  know;  that 
Ethel  should  marry  without  love,  perhaj^s  to  fall  into  it 
afterwards;  and  that  I,  after  this  awful  warning  I  have 
had,  should  be  tempted  back  into  that  dreary  life  I  was 
leading.  It  was  wicked,  ma'am,  I  knew  it  was;  many 
and  many  a  day  I  used  to  say  so  to  myself,  and  longed 
to  get  rid  of  it.  I  am  a  poor  weak  devil,  I  know,  I  am 
only  too  easily  led  into  temptation,  and  I  should  only 
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make  matters  worse  if  I  married  a  woman  who  cares  for 
the  world  more  than  for  me,  and  would  not  make  me 
happy  at  home." 

"  Ethel  care  for  the  world! "  gasped  out  Lady  Kew, 
"  a  most  artless,  simple,  affectionate  creature;  my  dear 
Frank,  she — " 

He  interrupted  her,  as  a  blush  came  rushing  over  his 
pale  face.  "  Ah!  "  said  he,  "  if  I  had  been  the  painter, 
and  young  Clive  had  been  Lord  Kew,  which  of  us  do  you 
think  she  would  have  chosen?  And  she  was  right.  He 
is  a  brave,  handsome,  honest  young  fellow,  and  is  a  thou- 
sand times  cleverer  and  better  than  I  am." 

"  Not  better,  dear,  thank  God,"  cried  his  mother,  com- 
ing round  to  the  other  side  of  his  sofa,  and  seizing  her 
son's  hand. 

"No,  I  don't  think  he  is  better,  Frank,"  said  the  di- 
plomatist, walking  away  to  the  window  with  a  choking 
voice.  As  for  grandmamma  at  the  end  of  this  little 
speech  and  scene,  her  ladyship's  likeness  to  her  brother 
the  late  revered  Lord  Steyne  was  more  frightful  than 
ever. 

After  a  minute's  pause,  she  rose  up  on  her  crooked 
stick,  and  said,  "  I  really  feel  I  am  unworthy  to  keep 
company  with  so  much  exquisite  virtue.  It  will  be  en- 
hanced, my  lord,  by  the  thought  of  the  pecuniary  sacri- 
fice which  you  are  making,  for  I  suppose  you  know  that 
I  have  been  hoarding — yes,  and  saving,  and  pinching, — 
denying  myself  the  necessities  of  life,  in  order  that  my 
grandson  might  one  day  have  enough  to  support  his 
rank.  Go  and  live  and  starve  in  your  dreary  old  house, 
and  marry  a  parson's  daughter,  and  sing  psalms  with 
your  precious  mother;  and  I  have  no  doubt  you  and  she 
—she  who  has  thwarted  me  all  through  life,  and  whom 
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I  hated,— yes,  I  hated  from  the  moment  she  took  mj" 
son  from  me  and  brought  misery  into  my  family— will 
be  all  the  happier  when  she  thinks  that  she  has  made  a 
poor,  fond,  lonely  old  woman  more  lonely  and  miserable. 
If  you  please,  George  Barnes,  be  good  enough  to  tell 
my  people  that  I  shall  go  back  to  Baden;  "  and  waving 
her  children  away  from  her,  the  old  woman  tottered  out 
of  the  room  on  her  crutch. 

So  the  wicked  Fairy  drove  away  disappointed  in  her 
chariot  with  the  very  dragons  which  had  brought  her 
away  in  the  morning,  and  just  had  time  to  get  their 
feed  of  black  bread.  I  wonder  whether  they  were  the 
horses  Clive  and  J.  J.  and  Jack  Belsize  had  used  when 
they  passed  on  their  road  to  Switzerland?  Black  Care 
sits  behind  all  sorts  of  horses,  and  gives  a  trinkgeld  to 
postilions  all  over  the  map.  A  thrill  of  triumph  may 
be  permitted  to  Lady  Walham  after  her  victory  over 
her  mother-in-law.  What  Christian  woman  does  not 
like  to  conquer  another ;  and  if  that  other  were  a  mother- 
in-law,  would  the  victory  be  less  sweet?  Husbands  and 
wives  both  will  be  pleased  that  Lady  Walham  has  had 
the  better  of  this  bout :  and  you,  young  boys  and  virgins, 
when  your  turn  comes  to  be  married,  you  will  under- 
stand the  hidden  meaning  of  this  passage.  George 
Barnes  got  "  Oliver  Twist  "  out,  and  began  to  read 
therein.  ^Sliss  Nancy  and  Fagin  again  were  summoned 
before  this  little  company  to  frighten  and  delight  them. 
I  dare  say  even  Fagin  and  ]Miss  Xancy  failed  with  the 
widow,  so  absorbed  was  she  with  the  thoughts  of  the  vic- 
tory which  she  had  just  won.  For  the  evening  service, 
in  which  her  sons  rejoiced  her  fond  heart  by  joining,  she 
lighted  on  a  psalm  which  was  as  a  Te  Deum  after  the 
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battle — the  battle  of  Kelil  by  Rhine,  where  Kew's  soul, 
as  his  mother  thought,  was  the  object  of  contention  be- 
tween the  enemies.  I  have  said,  this  book  is  all  about 
the  world,  and  a  respectable  family  dwelling  in  it.  It 
is  not  a  sermon,  except  where  it  cannot  help  itself,  and 
the  speaker  pursuing  the  destiny  of  his  narrative  finds 
such  a  homily  before  him.  O  friend,  in  your  life  and 
mine,  don't  we  light  upon  such  sermons  daily — don't  we 
see  at  home  as  well  as  amongst  our  neighbours  that  battle 
betwixt  Evil  and  Good?  Here  on  one  side  is  Self  and 
Ambition  and  Advancement ;  and  Right  and  Love  on  the 
other.  Which  shall  we  let  to  triumph  for  ourselves — 
which  for  our  children? 

The  young  men  were  sitting  smoking  the  vesper  cigar. 
(Frank  would  do  it,  and  his  mother  actually  lighted  his 
cigar  for  him  now,  enjoining  him  straightway  after  to 
go  to  bed.)  Kew  smoked  and  looked  at  a  star  shining 
above  in  the  heaven.  "  Which  is  that  star?  "  he  asked: 
and  the  accomplished  j'^oung  diplomatist  answered  it  was 
Jupiter. 

"  What  a  lot  of  things  you  know,  George!  "  cries  the 
senior,  delighted.  "  You  ought  to  have  been  the  elder, 
you  ought,  by  Jupiter.  But  you  have  lost  your  chance 
this  time." 

"  Yes,  thank  God!  "  says  George. 

"  And  I  am  going  to  be  all  right — and  to  turn  over  a 
new  leaf,  old  boy — and  paste  down  the  old  ones,  eh?  I 
wrote  to  JNIartins  this  morning  to  have  all  my  horses 
sold;  and  I'll  never  bet  again — so  help  me — so  help  me, 
Juj)iter.  I  made  a  vow — a  promise  to  mj^self,  you  see, 
that  I  wouldn't  if  I  recovered.  And  I  wrote  to  cousin 
Ethel  this  morning. — As  I  thought  over  the  matter 
yonder,  I  felt  quite  certain  I  was  right,  and  that  we 
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could  never,  never  pull  together.  Xow  the  Countess  is 
gone,  I  wonder  whether  I  was  right — to  give  up  sixty- 
thousand  pounds,  and  the  prettiest  girl  in  London?  " 

"  Shall  I  take  horses  and  go  after  her?  jMy  mother's 
gone  to  bed,  she  won't  know,"  asked  George.  "  Sixty 
thousand  is  a  lot  of  money  to  lose." 

Kew  laughed.  "  If  you  were  to  go  and  tell  our  grand- 
mother that  I  could  not  live  the  night  through ;  and  that 
you  would  be  Lord  Kew  in  the  morning,  and  your  son. 
Viscount  Walham,  I  think  the  Countess  would  make 
up  a  match  between  you  and  the  sixty  thousand  pounds, 
and  the  prettiest  girl  in  England:  she  would  by — by 
Jupiter.  I  intend  only  to  swear  by  the  heathen  gods 
now,  Georgy.— No,  I  am  not  sorrj'^  I  wrote  to  Ethel. 
What  a  fine  girl  she  is! — I  don't  mean  her  beauty 
merely,  but  such  a  noble  bred  one!  And  to  think  that 
there  she  is  in  the  market  to  be  knocked  down  to — I 
say,  I  was  going  to  call  that  three-j^ear-old,  Ethelinda. 
— We  must  christen  her  over  again  for  Tattersall's, 
xcorgy. 

A  knock  is  heard  through  an  adjoining  door,  and  a 
maternal  voice  cries,  "It  is  time  to  go  to  bed."  So  the 
brothers  part,  and,  let  us  hope,  sleep  soundly. 

The  Countess  of  Kew,  meanwhile,  has  returned  to 
Baden;  where,  though  it  is  midnight  when  she  arrives, 
and  the  old  lady  has  had  two  long  bootless  journeys,  you 
will  be  grieved  to  hear  that  she  does  not  sleep  a  single 
wink.  In  the  morning  she  hobbles  over  to  the  Newcome 
quarters;  and  Ethel  comes  down  to  her  pale  and  calm. 
How  is  her  father?  He  has  had  a  good  night:  he  is  a 
little  better,  speaks  more  clearly,  has  a  little  more  the  use 
of  liis  limbs. 

VOL.  II. 
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"  I  wish  I  had  had  a  good  night!"  groans  out  the 
Countess. 

"  I  thought  you  were  going  to  Lord  Kew,  at  Kehl," 
remarked  her  granddaughter. 

"  I  did  go,  and  returned  with  wretches  who  would  not 
bring  me  more  than  five  miles  an  hour !  I  dismissed  that 
brutal  grinning  courier;  and  I  have  given  warning  to 
that  fiend  of  a  maid." 

"  And  Frank  is  pretty  well,  grandmamma?  " 

"  Well!  He  looks  as  pink  as  a  girl  in  her  first  season! 
I  found  him,  and  his  brother  George,  and  their  mamma. 
I  think  Maria  was  hearing  them  their  catechism,"  cries 
the  old  lady. 

"  N.  and  M.  together!  Very  pretty,"  says  EtheU 
gravely.  "  George  has  always  been  a  good  boy,  and  it 
is  quite  time  for  my  Lord  Kew  to  begin." 

The  elder  lady  looked  at  her  descendant,  but  Miss 
Ethel's  glance  was  impenetrable.  "  I  suppose  you  can 
fancy,  my  dear,  why  I  came  back?  "  said  Lady  Kew. 

"  Because  you  quarrelled  with  Lady  Walham,  grand- 
mamma. I  think  I  have  heard  that  there  used  to  be  dif- 
ferences between  you."  Miss  Newcome  was  armed  for 
defence  and  attack;  in  which  cases  we  have  said  Lady 
Kew  did  not  care  to  assault  her.  "  My  grandson  told 
me  that  he  had  written  to  you,"  the  Countess  said. 

"Yes:  and  had  you  waited  but  half  an  hour  yes- 
terday, yoH  might  have  spared  me  the  humiliation  of 
that  journey." 

"  You—\he  humiliation— Ethel!  " 

"  Yes,  me"  Ethel  flashed  out.  "  Do  you  suppose  it 
is  none  to  have  me  bandied  about  from  bidder  to  bidder, 
and  offered  for  sale  to  a  gentleman  who  will  not  buy 
me  ?    Why  have  you  and  all  my  family  been  so  eager  to 
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get  rid  of  me?  Why  should  you  suppose  or  desire  that 
Lord  Kew  should  like  me?  Hasn't  he  the  Opera;  and 
such  friends  as  ^Madame  la  Duehesse  d'lvry,  to  whom 
your  ladyship  introduced  him  in  early  life?  He  told  me 
so:  and  she  was  good  enough  to  inform  me  of  the  rest. 
What  attractions  have  I  in  comparison  with  such  wo- 
men? And  to  this  man  from  whom  I  am  parted  by 
good  fortune ;  to  this  man  who  writes  to  remind  me  that 
we  are  separated — your  ladyship  must  absoluteh^  go  and 
entreat  him  to  give  me  another  trial!  It  is  too  much, 
grandmamma.  Do  please  to  let  me  stay  where  I  am; 
and  worry  me  with  no  more  schemes  for  my  establish- 
ment in  life.  Be  contented  with  the  happiness  which 
you  have  secured  for  Clara  Pulleyn  and  Barnes;  and 
leave  me  to  take  care  of  my  poor  father.  Here  I  know 
I  am  doing  right.  Here,  at  least,  there  is  no  such  sor- 
row, and  doubt,  and  shame,  for  me,  as  my  friends  have 
tried  to  make  me  endure.  There  is  my  father's  bell.  He 
likes  me  to  be  with  him  at  breakfast  and  to  read  his  paper 
to  him." 

"  Stay  a  little,  Ethel,"  cried  the  Countess,  with  a  trem- 
bling voice.  "  I  am  older  than  your  father,  and  you 
owe  me  a  little  obedience,  that  is,  if  children  do  owe  any 
obedience  to  their  parents  now-a-days.  I  don't  know\ 
I  am  an  old  woman— the  world  perhaps  has  changed 
since  my  time;  and  it  is  you  who  ought  to  command,  I 
dare  say,  and  w^e  to  follow.  Perhaps  I  have  been  wrong 
all  through  life,  and  in  trying  to  teach  my  children  to 
do  as  I  was  made  to  do.  God  knows  I  have  had  very 
little  comfort  from  them:  whether  they  did  or  whether 
they  didn't.  You  and  Frank  I  had  set  my  heart  on;  1 
loved  you  out  of  all  my  grandchildren  — was  it  very  un- 
natural that  I  should  wish  to  see  you  together?    For  that 
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boy  I  have  been  saving  money  these  years  past.  He 
flies  back  to  the  arms  of  his  mother,  who  has  been  pleased 
to  hate  me  as  only  such  virtuous  people  can;  who  took 
away  my  own  son  from  me;  and  now  his  son — towards 
whom  the  only  fault  I  ever  committed  was  to  spoil  him 
and  be  too  fond  of  him.  Don't  leave  me  too,  my  child. 
Let  me  have  something  that  I  can  like  at  my  years.  And 
I  like  your  pride,  Ethel,  and  your  beauty,  my  dear ;  and 
I  am  not  angry  with  your  hard  words ;  and  if  I  wish  to 
see  you  in  the  place  in  life  which  becomes  you — do  I  do 
wrong?  No.  Silly  girl!  There — give  me  the  little 
hand.  How  hot  it  is!  Mine  is  as  cold  as  a  stone — and 
shakes,  doesn't  it? — Eh!  it  was  a  pretty  hand  once! 
What  did  Ann — what  did  your  mother  say  to  Frank's 
letter?" 

"  I  did  not  show  it  to  her,"  Ethel  answered. 

"  Let  me  see  it,  my  dear,"  whispered  Lady  Kew,  in  a 
coaxing  way. 

"  There  it  is,"  said  Ethel,  pointing  to  the  fire-place, 
where  there  lay  some  torn  fragments  and  ashes  of  paper. 
It  was  the  same  fire-place  at  which  Clive's  sketches  had 
been  burned. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 


AMONGST    THE    PAINTERS 


HEX  Clive 
Newcome 
comes  to 
be  old, 
no  doubt 
he  will 
remember 
his  Ro- 
man days 
as  amongst 

the  happiest  which  fate  ever  awarded  him.  The  simplic- 
ity of  the  student's  life  there,  the  greatness  and  friendly 
splendour  of  the  scenes  surrounding  him,  the  delightful 
nature  of  the  occupation  in  which  he  is  engaged,  the 
pleasant  company  of  comrades  inspired  by  a  like  plea- 
sure over  a  similar  calling,  the  labour,  the  meditation, 
the  holiday  and  the  kindly  feast  afterwards,  should  make 
the  art-students  the  happiest  of  youth,  did  they  but 
know  their  good  fortune.  Their  work  is,  for  the  most 
part,  delightfully  eas^^  It  does  not  exercise  the  brain 
too  much,  but  gently  occupies  it,  and  with  a  subject  most 
agreeable  to  the  scholar.  The  mere  poetic  flame,  or  jet 
of  invention,  needs  to  be  lighted  up  but  very  seldom, 
namely,  when  the  young  painter  is  devising  his  subject, 
or  settling  the  composition  thereof.  The  posing  of 
figures  and  drapery;  the  dexterous  copying  of  the  line; 
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the  artful  processes  of  cross-hatching,  of  stumping,  of 
laying  on  lights,  and  what  not ;  the  arrangement  of  col- 
our, and  the  pleasing  operations  of  glazing  and  the  like, 
are  labours  for  the  most  part  merely  manual.  These, 
with  the  smoking  of  a  proper  number  of  pipes,  carry  the 
student  through  his  day's  work.  If  you  pass  his  door 
you  will  very  probably  hear  him  singing  at  his  easel.  I 
should  like  to  know  what  young  lawyer,  mathematician, 
or  divinity  scholar,  can  sing  over  his  volumes,  and  at  the 
same  time  advance  with  his  labour  ?  In  every  city  where 
Art  is  practised  there  are  old  gentlemen  who  never 
touched  a  pencil  in  their  lives,  but  find  the  occupation  and 
company  of  artists  so  agreeable  that  they  are  never  out  of 
the  studios ;  follow  one  generation  of  painters  after  an- 
other; sit  by  with  perfect  contentment  while  Jack  is 
drawing  his  pifferaro,  or  Tom  designing  his  cartoon, 
and  years  afterwards,  when  Jack  is  established  in  New- 
man Street,  and  Tom  a  Royal  Academician,  shall  still 
be  found  in  their  rooms,  occupied  now  by  fresh  painters 
and  pictures,  telling  the  youngsters,  their  successors, 
what  glorious  fellows  Jack  and  Tom  were.  A  poet  must 
retire  to  privy  places  and  meditate  his  rhymes  in  secret; 
a  painter  can  practise  his  trade  in  the  company  of  friends. 
Your  splendid  chef  d'ecole,  a  Rubens  or  a  Horace  Ver- 
net,  may  sit  with  a  secretary  reading  to  him;  a  troop  of 
admiring  scholars  watching  the  master's  hand;  or  a 
company  of  court  ladies  and  gentlemen  (to  whom  he 
addresses  a  few  kind  words  now  and  again)  looking  on 
admiringly;  whilst  the  humblest  painter,  be  he  ever  so 
poor,  may  have  a  friend  watching  at  his  easel,  or  a  gentle 
wife  sitting  by  with  her  work  in  her  lap,  and  with  fond 
smiles,  or  talk  or  silence,  cheering  his  labour. 

Amongst  all  ranks  and  degrees  of  painters  assembled 
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at  Rome  ]Mr.  Clive  found  companions  and  friends.  The 
cleverest  man  was  not  the  best  artist  very  often:  the 
ablest  artist  not  the  best  critic  nor  the  best  companion. 
jNIany  a  man  could  give  no  account  of  the  faculty  within 
him,  but  achieved  success  because  he  could  not  help  it; 
and  did,  in  an  hour  and  without  effort,  that  which  another 
could  not  effect  with  half  a  life's  labour.  There  were 
young  sculptors  who  had  never  read  a  line  of  Homer, 
who  took  on  themselves,  nevertheless,  to  interpret  and 
continue  the  heroic  Greek  art.  There  were  young  paint- 
ers with  the  strongest  natural  taste  for  low  humour, 
comic  singing,  and  Cyder-Cellar  jollifications,  who 
would  imitate  nothing  under  JNIichael  Angelo,  and  whose 
canvases  teemed  with  tremendous  allegories  of  fates, 
furies,  genii  of  death  and  battle.  There  were  long- 
haired lads  who  fancied  the  sublime  lay  in  the  Perugi- 
nesque  manner,  and  depicted  saintly  personages  with 
crisp  draperies,  crude  colours,  and  haloes  of  gold-leaf. 
Our  friend  marked  all  these  practitioners  of  Art  with 
their  various  oddities  and  tastes,  and  was  welcomed  in  the 
ateliers  of  all  of  them,  from  the  grave  dons  and  seniors, 
the  senators  of  the  French  and  English  Academy,  down 
to  the  jovial  students  who  railed  at  the  elders  over  their 
cheap  cups  at  the  "  Lepre."  What  a  gallant,  starving, 
generous,  kindly  life,  many  of  them  led!  What  fun  in 
their  grotesque  airs,  what  friendship  and  gentleness  in 
their  poverty!  How  splendidly  Carlo  talked  of  the 
marquis  his  cousin,  and  the  duke  his  intimate  friend! 
How  great  Federigo  was  on  the  subject  of  his  wrongs 
from  the  Academy  at  home,  a  pack  of  tradesmen  who 
could  not  understand  high  art,  and  who  had  never  seen 
a  good  picture !  With  what  haughtiness  Augusto  swag- 
gered about  at  Sir  John's  soirees,  though  he  was  known 
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to  have  borrowed  Fernando's  coat,  and  Luigi's  dress- 
boots!  If  one  or  the  other  was  ill,  how  nobly  and  gener- 
ously his  companions  flocked  to  comfort  him,  took  turns 
to  nurse  the  sick  man  through  nights  of  fever,  contrib- 
uted out  of  their  slender  means  to  help  him  through  his 
difficulty.  Max,  who  loves  fine  dresses  and  the  carnival 
so,  gave  up  a  costume  and  a  carriage  so  as  to  help  Paul. 
Paul,  when  he  sold  his  picture  (through  the  agency  of 
Pietro,  with  whom  he  had  quarrelled,  and  who  recom- 
mended him  to  a  patron),  gave  a  third  of  the  money 
back  to  Max,  and  took  another  third  portion  to  Lazaro, 
with  his  poor  wife  and  children,  who  had  not  got  a  single 
order  all  that  winter — and  so  the  story  went  on.  I  have 
heard  Clive  tell  of  two  noble  young  Americans  who  came 
to  Europe  to  study  their  art ;  of  whom  the  one  fell  sick 
whilst  the  other  supported  his  penniless  comrade,  and 
out  of  sixpence  a  day  absolutely  kept  but  a  penny  for 
himself,  giving  the  rest  to  his  sick  companion.  "  I 
should  like  to  have  known  that  good  Samaritan,  sir,"  our 
Colonel  said,  twirling  his  moustachios,  when  we  saw  him 
again,  and  his  son  told  him  that  story. 

J.  J.,  in  his  steady  silent  way,  worked  on  every  day, 
and  for  many  hours  every  day.  When  Clive  entered  their 
studio  of  a  morning,  he  found  J.  J.  there,  and  there 
he  left  him.  When  the  Life  Academy  was  over,  at 
night,  and  Clive  went  out  to  his  soirees,  J.  J.  lighted  his 
lamp  and  continued  his  happy  labour.  He  did  not  care 
for  the  brawling  supper-parties  of  his  comrades;  liked 
better  to  stay  at  home  than  to  go  into  the  world,  and  was 
seldom  abroad  of  a  night  except  during  the  illness  of 
Luigi  before  mentioned,  when  J.  J.  spent  constant  even- 
ings at  the  other's  bedside.  J.  J.  was  fortunate  as  well 
as  skilful :  people  in  the  world  took  a  liking  to  the  mod- 
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est  young  man,  and  he  had  more  than  one  order  for 
pictures.  The  Artists'  Club,  at  the  "  Lepre,"  set  him 
down  as  close  with  his  money;  but  a  year  after  he  left 
Rome,  Lazaro  and  his  wife,  who  still  remained  there, 
told  a  different  tale.  Clive  Newcome,  when  he  heard 
of  their  distress,  gave  them  something — as  much  as  he 
could  spare ;  but  J.  J.  gave  more,  and  Clive  was  as  eager 
in  acknowledging  and  admiring  his  friend's  generosity 
as  he  was  in  speaking  of  his  genius.  His  was  a  fortunate 
organisation  indeed.  Study  was  his  chief  amusement. 
Self-denial  came  easily  to  him.  Pleasure,  or  what  is 
generally  called  so,  had  little  charm  for  him.  His  or- 
dinary companions  were  pure  and  sweet  thoughts; 
his  out-door  enjoyment  the  contemplation  of  natural 
beauty;  for  recreation,  the  hundred  pleasant  dexterities 
and  manipulations  of  his  craft  were  ceaselessly  interest- 
ing to  him :  he  would  draw  every  knot  in  an  oak  panel, 
or  every  leaf  in  an  orange-tree,  smiling,  and  taking  a 
gay  delight  over  the  simple  feats  of  skill :  whenever  you 
found  him  he  seemed  watchful  and  serene,  his  modest 
virgin-lamp  always  lighted  and  trim.  No  gusts  of  pas- 
sion extinguished  it ;  no  hopeless  wandering  in  the  dark- 
ness afterwards  led  him  astray.  Wayfarers  through  tlie 
world,  we  meet  now  and  again  with  such  purity,  and 
salute  it,  and  hush  whilst  it  passes  on. 

We  have  it  under  Clive  Newcome's  own  signature 
that  he  intended  to  pass  a  couple  of  years  in  Italy,  de- 
voting himself  exclusively  to  the  study  of  his  profession. 
Other  besides  professional  reasons  were  working  secretly 
in  the  young  man's  mind,  causing  him  to  think  that  ab- 
sence from  England  was  the  best  cure  for  a  malady 
under  which  he  secretly  laboured.  But  change  of  air 
may  cure  some  sick  people  more  speedily  than  the  suf- 
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ferers  ever  hoped;  and  also  it  is  on  record  that  young 
men  with  the  very  best  intentions  respecting  study  do 
not  fulfil  them,  and  are  led  away  from  their  scheme  by 
accident,  or  pleasure,  or  necessity,  or  some  good  cause. 
Young  Clive  worked  sedulously  two  or  three  months  at 
his  vocation  at  Rome,  secretlj^  devouring,  no  doubt,  the 
pangs  of  sentimental  disappointment  under  which  he 
laboured ;  and  he  drew  from  his  models,  and  he  sketched 
round  about  everything  that  suited  his  pencil  on  both 
sides  of  Tiber;  and  he  laboured  at  the  Life  Academy 
of  nights — a  model  himself  to  other  young  students. 
The  sj^mptoms  of  his  sentimental  malady  began  to  abate. 
He  took  an  interest  in  the  affairs  of  Jack,  and  Tom,  and 
Hany  round  about  him:  Art  exercised  its  great  heal- 
ing influence  on  his  wounded  spirit,  which,  to  be  sure, 
had  never  given  in.  The  meeting  of  the  painters  at  the 
"  Cafe  Greco,"  and  at  their  private  houses,  was  very 
jovial,  pleasant,  and  lively.  CHve  smoked  his  pipe, 
drank  his  glass  of  INIarsala,  sang  his  song,  and  took  part 
in  the  general  chorus  as  gaily  as  the  j  oiliest  of  the  boys. 
He  was  the  cock  of  the  whole  painting  school,  the  fa- 
vourite of  all ;  and  to  be  liked  by  the  people,  you  may  be 
pretty  sure  that  we,  for  our  parts,  must  like  them. 

Then,  besides  the  painters,  he  had,  as  he  has  informed 
us,  the  other  societj^  of  Rome.  Every  winter  there  is  a 
gay  and  pleasant  English  colony  in  that  capital,  of 
course  more  or  less  remarkable  for  rank,  fashion,  and 
agreeability  with  every  varying  year.  In  Clive's  year 
some  very  pleasant  folks  set  up  their  winter  quarters  in 
the  usual  foreigners'  resort  round  about  the  Piazza  di 
Spagna.  I  was  amused  to  find,  lately,  on  looking  over 
the  travels  of  the  respectable  M.  de  Pollnitz,  that,  a 
hundred  and  twenty  years  ago,  the  same  quarter,  the 
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same  streets  and  palaces,  scarce  changed  from  tliose 
days,  were  even  then  pohte  foreigners'  resort.  Of  one 
or  two  of  the  gentlemen,  Clive  had  made  the  acquain- 
tance in  the  hunting-field;  others  he  had  met  during 
his  brief  appearance  in  the  London  world.  Being  a 
youth  of  great  personal  agility,  fitted  thereby  to  the 
graceful  performance  of  polkas,  &c. ;  having  good  man- 
ners, and  good  looks,  and  good  credit  with  Prince  Po- 
lonia,  or  some  other  banker,  ]Mr.  Newcome  was  thus 
made  very  welcome  to  the  Anglo-Roman  society;  and 
as  kindly  received  in  genteel  houses,  ^vhere  they  drank 
tea  and  danced  the  galop,  as  in  those  dusky  taverns  and 
retired  lodgings  where  his  bearded  comrades,  the  paint- 
ers, held  their  meetings. 

Thrown  together  every  day,  and  night  after  night; 
flocking  to  the  same  picture-galleries,  statue-galleries, 
Pincian  drives,  and  church  functions,  the  English  colo- 
nists at  Rome  perforce  become  intimate,  and  in  many 
cases  friendly.  They  have  an  English  library  where  the 
various  meets  for  the  week  are  placarded:  on  such  a 
day  the  Vatican  galleries  are  open ;  the  next  is  the  feast 
of  Saint  so-and-so;  on  Wednesday  there  will  be  music 
and  Vespers  at  the  Sistine  Chapel;  on  Thursday  the 
Pope  will  bless  the  animals — sheep,  horses,  and  what- 
not: and  flocks  of  English  accordingly  rush  to  witness 
the  benediction  of  droves  of  donkeys.  In  a  word,  the 
ancient  city  of  the  Caesars,  the  august  fanes  of  the  Popes, 
with  their  splendour  and  ceremony,  are  all  mapped  out 
and  arranged  for  English  diversion;  and  we  run  in  a 
crowd  to  high  mass  at  St.  Peter's,  or  to  the  illumination 
on  Easter-day,  as  we  run  when  the  bell  rings  to  the 
Bosjesmen  at  Cremorne,  or  the  fireworks  at  Vauxhall. 

Running  to  see  fireworks  alone,  rushing  off  to  ex- 
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amine  Bosjesmen  by  one's  self  is  a  dreary  work!  I 
should  think  very  few  men  would  have  the  courage  to 
do  it  unattended,  and  personally  would  not  prefer  a  pipe 
in  their  own  rooms.  Hence  if  Clive  went  to  see  all  these 
sights,  as  he  did,  it  is  to  be  concluded  that  he  went  in 
company,  and  if  he  went  in  company  and  sought  it,  we 
may  suppose  that  little  affair  which  annoyed  him  at 
Baden  no  longer  tended  to  hurt  his  peace  of  mind  very 
seriously.  The  truth  is,  our  countrymen  are  pleasanter 
abroad  than  at  home ;  most  hospitable,  kindly,  and  eager 
to  be  pleased  and  to  please.  You  see  a  family  half  a 
dozen  times  in  a  week  in  the  little  Roman  circle,  M^hom 
you  shall  not  meet  twice  in  a  season  afterwards  in  the 
enormous  London  round.  When  Easter  is  over  and 
everybody  is  going  awaj^  at  Rome,  you  and  your  neigh- 
bour shake  hands,  sincerely  sorry  to  part:  in  London 
we  are  obliged  to  dilute  our  kindness  so  that  there  is 
hardly  any  smack  of  the  original  milk.  As  one  by  one 
the  pleasant  families  dropped  off  with  whom  Clive  had 
spent  his  happy  winter ;  as  Admiral  Freeman's  carriage 
drove  away,  whose  pretty  girls  he  caught  at  St.  Peter's 
kissing  St.  Peter's  toe;  as  Dick  Denby's  family  ark  ap- 
peared with  all  Denby's  sweet  young  children  kissing 
farewells  to  him  out  of  window ;  as  those  three  charming 
Miss  Balliols  with  whom  he  had  that  glorious  day  in  the 
Catacombs ;  as  friend  after  friend  quitted  the  great  city 
with  kind  greetings,  warm  pressures  of  the  hand,  and 
hopes  of  meeting  in  a  jet  greater  city  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames,  young  Clive  felt  a  depression  of  spirit. 
Rome  was  Rome,  but  it  was  pleasanter  to  see  it  in  com- 
pany; our  painters  are  smoking  still  at  the  "  Cafe 
Greco,"  but  a  society  all  smoke  and  all  painters  did  not 
suit  him.     If  Mr.  Clive  is  not  a  Michael  Angelo  or  a 
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Beethoven,  if  his  genius  is  not  gloomy,  sohtary,  gigantic, 
shining  alone,  like  a  lighthouse,  a  storm  round  about 
him,  and  breakers  dashing  at  his  feet,  I  cannot  help 
myself;  he  is  as  heaven  made  him,  brave,  honest,  gay, 
and  friendly,  and  persons  of  a  gloomy  turn  must  not 
look  to  him  as  a  hero. 

So  Clive  and  his  companion  worked  away  with  all 
their  hearts  from  November  until  far  into  April,  when 
Easter  came,  and  the  glorious  gala  with  which  the 
Roman  Church  celebrates  that  hoty  season.  By  this 
time  Clive's  books  were  full  of  sketches.  Ruins  imperial 
and  mediaeval;  peasants  and  bagpipemen;  Passionists 
with  shaven  polls ;  Capuchins  and  the  equally  hairy  fre- 
quenters of  the  "  Cafe  Greco;  "  painters  of  all  nations 
who  resort  there;  Cardinals  and  their  queer  equipages 
and  attendants ;  the  Holy  Father  himself  ( it  was  Greg- 
ory sixteenth  of  the  name)  ;  the  dandified  English  on 
the  Pincio  and  the  wonderful  Roman  members  of  the 
hunt — were  not  all  these  designed  by  the  young  man  and 
admired  by  his  friends  in  after-daj^s?  J.  J.'s  sketches 
were  few,  but  he  had  painted  two  beautiful  little  pictures, 
and  sold  them  for  so  good  a  price  that  Prince  Polonia's 
people  were  quite  civil  to  him.  He  had  orders  for  yet 
more  pictures,  and  having  worked  very  hard,  thought 
himself  authorised  to  accompanj^  IMr.  Clive  upon  a  plea- 
sure trip  to  Xaples,  which  the  latter  deemed  necessary 
after  his  own  tremendous  labours.  He  for  his  part  had 
painted  no  pictures,  though  he  had  commenced  a  dozen 
and  turned  them  to  the  wall;  but  he  had  sketched,  and 
dined,  and  smoked,  and  danced,  as  we  have  seen.  So  the 
little  britzska  was  put  behind  horses  again,  and  our  two 
friends  set  out  on  their  tour,  having  quite  a  crowd  of 
brother  artists  to  cheer  tliem,  who  had  assembled  and 
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had  a  breakfast  for  the  purpose  at  that  comfortable  os- 
teria  near  the  Lateran  Gate.  How  the  fellows  flung  their 
hats  up,  and  shouted,  "  Lebe  wohl,"  and  "  Adieu,"  and 
"  God  bless  you,  old  boy,"  in  many  languages !  Clive  was 
the  young  swell  of  the  artists  of  that  year,  and  adored  by 
the  whole  of  the  jolly  company.  His  sketches  were  pro- 
nounced on  all  hands  to  be  admirable ;  it  was  agreed  that 
if  he  chose  he  might  do  anything. 

So  with  promises  of  a  speedy  return  they  left  behind 
them  the  noble  city,  which  all  love  who  once  have  seen 
it,  and  of  which  we  think  afterwards  ever  with  the  kind- 
ness and  the  regard  of  home.  They  dashed  across  the 
Campagna  and  over  the  beautiful  hills  of  Albano,  and 
sped  through  the  solemn  Pontine  Marshes,  and  stopped 
to  roost  at  Terracina,  (which  was  not  at  all  like  Fra 
Diavolo's  Terracina  at  Covent  Garden,  as  J.  J.  was  dis- 
tressed to  remark,)  and  so,  galloping  onwards  through 
a  hundred  ancient  cities  that  crumble  on  the  shores  of 
the  beautiful  Mediterranean,  behold,  on  the  second  day, 
as  they  ascended  a  hill  about  noon,  Vesuvius  came  in 
view,  its  great  shape  shimmering  blue  in  the  distant 
haze,  its  banner  of  smoke  in  the  cloudless  sky.  And 
about  five  o'clock  in  the  evening  (as  everybody  will 
who  starts  from  Terracina  early  and  pays  the  post- 
boy well) ,  the  travellers  came  to  an  ancient  city  walled 
and  fortified,  with  drawbridges  over  the  shining 
moats. 

"  Here  is  Capua,"  says  J.  J.,  and  Clive  burst  out 
laughing;  thinking  of  his  Capua  which  he  had  left — 
how  many  months — years  it  seemed  ago.  From  Capua 
to  Naples  is  a  fine  straight  road,  and  our  travellers  were 
landed  at  the  latter  place  at  supper-time ;  where,  if  they 
had  quarters  at  the  "  Vittoria  Hotel,"  they  were  as  com- 
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fortable  as  any  gentlemen  painters  need  wish  to  be  in 
this  world. 

The  aspect  of  the  place  was  so  charming  and  deliglit- 
ful  to  Clive:— the  beautiful  sea  stretched  before  his  eyes 
when  waking,  Capri  a  fairy  island  in  the  distance,  in 
the  amethyst  rocks  of  which  Sirens  might  be  playing; 
that  fair  line  of  cities  skirting  the  shore  glittering  white 
along  the  purple  water;  over  the  whole  brilliant  scene 
Vesuvius  rising,  with  cloudlets  playing  round  its  sum- 
mit, and  the  country  bursting  out  into  that  glorious  veg- 
etation with  which  sumptuous  nature  decorates  every 
spring;  this  city  and  scene  of  Naples  were  so  much  to 
Clive's  likmg  that  I  have  a  letter  from  him  dated  a 
couple  of  days  after  the  young  man's  arrival,  in  which 
he  announces  his  intention  of  staying  there  for  ever,  and 
gives  me  an  invitation  to  some  fine  lodgings  in  a  certain 
palazzo,  on  which  he  has  cast  his  eye.  He  is  so  enrap- 
tured with  the  place,  that  he  says  to  die  and  be  buried 
there  even  would  be  quite  a  treat,  so  charming  is  the 
cemetery  where  the  Neapolitan  dead  repose. 

The  Fates  did  not,  however,  ordain  that  Clive  New- 
come  should  pass  all  his  life  at  Naples.  His  Roman 
banker  presently  forwarded  a  few  letters  to  his  address ; 
some  which  had  arrived  after  his  departure,  others  which 
had  been  lying  at  the  poste  restante,  with  his  name  writ- 
ten in  perfectly  legible  characters,  but  which  the  author- 
ities of  the  post,  according  to  their  custom,  woidd  not 
see  when  Clive  sent  for  them. 

It  was  one  of  these  letters  which  Clive  clutched  the 
most  eagerly.  It  had  been  lying  since  October,  actually, 
at  the  Roman  i)Ost,  though  Clive  had  asked  for  letters 
there  a  hundred  times.  It  was  that  little  letter  from 
Ethel,  in  reply  to  his  own,  whereof  we  have  made  men- 
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tion  in  a  previous  chapter.  There  was  not  much  in  the 
httle  letter.  Nothing,  of  course,  that  Virtue  or  Grand- 
mamma might  not  read  over  the  young  writer's  shoul- 
der. It  was  affectionate,  simple,  rather  melancholy; 
described  in  a  few  words  Sir  Brian's  seizure  and  present 
condition;  spoke  of  Lord  Kew,  who  was  mending  rap- 
idly, as  if  Clive,  of  course,  was  aware  of  his  accident; 
of  the  children;  of  Clive's  father;  and  ended  with  a 
hearty  "  God  bless  you,"  to  Clive,  from  his  sincere  Ethel. 

"  You  boast  of  its  being  over.  You  see  it  is  not  over," 
says  Clive's  monitor  and  companion.  "  Else,  why  should 
you  have  dashed  at  that  letter  before  all  the  others, 
Clive?  "  J.  J.  had  been  watching,  not  without  interest, 
Clive's  blank  face  as  he  read  the  young  lady's  note. 

"  How  do  you  know  who  wrote  the  letter?  "  asks 
Clive. 

"  I  can  read  the  signature  in  your  face,"  says  the 
other;  "  and  I  could  almost  tell  the  contents  of  the  note. 
Why  have  you  such  a  tell-tale  face,  Clive?  " 

"  It  is  over;  but  when  a  man  has  once,  you  know,  gone 
through  an  affair  like  that,"  says  Clive,  looking  very 
grave,  "  he — he's  anxious  to  hear  of  Alice  Gray,  and 
how  she's  getting  on,  you  see,  my  good  friend."  And 
he  began  to  shout  out  as  of  old — 

"  Her  heart  it  is  another's,  she — never — can — be — mine, 

and  to  laugh  at  the  end  of  the  song.  "  Well,  well,"  says 
he;  "  it  is  a  very  kind  note,  a  very  proper  little  note; 
the  expressions  is  elegant,  J.  J.,  the  sentiments  is  most 
correct.  All  the  little  fs  is  most  properly  crossed,  and 
all  the  little  fs  have  dots  over  their  little  heads.  It's  a 
sort  of  a  prize  note,  don't  you  see?  and  one  such  as,  in  the 
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old  spelling-book  story,  the  good  boy  received  a  plum- 
cake  for  writing.  Perhaps  you  weren't  educated  on  the 
old  spelling-book,  J.  J.?  My  good  old  father  taught 
me  to  read  out  of  his — I  say,  I  think  it  was  a  shame  to 
keep  the  old  boy  waiting  whilst  I  have  been  giving  an 
audience  to  this  young  lady.  Dear  old  father!"  and 
he  apostrophized  the  letter.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir; 
Miss  Newcome  requested  five  minutes'  conversation,  and 
I  was  obliged,  from  politeness,  you  know,  to  receive. 
There's  nothing  between  us;  nothing  but  what's  most 
correct,  upon  my  honour  and  conscience."  And  he  kissed 
his  father's  letter,  and  calling  out  again,  "  Dear  old 
father!  "  proceeded  to  read  as  follows: — 

Your  letters,  my  dearest  Clive,  have  been  the 
greatest  comfort  to  me.  I  seem  to  hear  you  as  I  read 
them.  I  can't  but  think  that  this,  the  modern  and  natural 
style,  is  a  great  progress  upon  the  old-fashioned  manner 
of  my  day,  when  we  used  to  begin  to  our  fathers,  "  Hon- 
oured Father,"  or  even  "  Honoured  Sir  "  some  precisians 
used  to  write  still  from  Mr.  Lord's  Academy,  at  Toot- 
ing, where  I  went  before  Grey  Friars' — though  I  sus- 
pect parents  were  no  more  honoured  in  those  days  than 
now-a-days.  I  know  one  who  had  rather  be  trusted  than 
honoured;  and  you  may  call  me  what  you  please,  so 
as  you  do  that. 

"  '  It  is  not  only  to  me  your  letters  give  pleasure. 
Last  week  I  took  yours  from  Baden  Baden,  No.  3,  Sep- 
tember 15,  into  Calcutta,  and  could  not  help  showing  it 
at  Government  House,  where  I  dined.  Your  sketch  of 
the  old  Russian  Princess  and  her  little  boy,  gambling, 
was  capital.  Colonel  Buckmaster,  Lord  Bagwig's  pri- 
vate secretary,  knew  her,  and  says  it  is  to  a  T.  And  I 
read  out  to  some  of  my  young  fellows  what  you  said 
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about  play,  and  how  you  had  given  it  over.  I  very 
much  fear  some  of  the  young  rogues  are  at  dice  and 
brandy-pawnee  before  tiffin.  What  you  say  of  young 
Ridley,  I  take  cum  grano.  His  sketches  I  thought  very 
agreeable;  but  to  compare  them  to  a  certain  gentle- 
mans —  Never  mind,  I  shall  not  try  to  make  him  think 
too  well  of  himself.  I  kissed  dear  Ethel's  hand  in 
your  letter.    I  write  her  a  long  letter  by  this  mail. 

"  '  If  Paul  de  Florae  in  any  way  resembles  his  mother, 
between  you  and  him  there  ought  to  be  a  very  warm  re- 
gard. I  knew  her  when  I  was  a  boy,  long  before  you 
were  born  or  thought  of;  and  in  wandering  forty  years 
through  the  world  since,  I  have  seen  no  woman  in  my 
eyes  so  good  or  so  beautiful.  Your  cousin  Ethel  re- 
minded me  of  her ;  as  handsome,  but  not  so  lovely.  Yes, 
it  was  that  pale  lady  you  saw  at  Paris,  with  eyes  full 
of  care,  and  hair  streaked  with  grey.  So  it  will  be  the 
turn  of  you  young  folks,  come  eight  more  lustres,  and 
your  heads  will  be  bald  like  mine,  or  grey  like  Madame 
de  Florae's,  and  bending  over  the  ground  where  we 
are  lying  in  quiet.  I  understand  from  you  that  young 
Paul  is  not  in  very  flourishing  circumstances.  If  he 
still  is  in  need,  mind  and  be  his  banker,  and  I  will  he 
yours.  Any  child  of  hers  must  never  want  when  I  have 
a  spare  guinea.  I  do  not  mind  telling  you,  sir,  that  I 
cared  for  her  more  than  millions  of  guineas  once;  and 
half  broke  my  heart  about  her  when  I  went  to  India, 
as  a  young  chap.  So,  if  any  such  misfortunes  happen  to 
you,  consider,  my  boy,  you  are  not  the  only  one. 

Binnie  writes  me  word  that  he  has  been  ailing.  I 
hope  you  are  a  good  correspondent  with  him.  What 
made  me  turn  to  him  just  after  speaking  of  unluck}^ 
love-affairs?     Could  I  be  thinking  about  little  Rosey 
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Mackenzie?  She  is  a  sweet  little  lass,  and  James  will 
leave  her  a  pretty  piece  of  money.  Verhum  sap.  I 
should  like  you  to  marry;  but  God  forbid  you  should 
marry  for  a  million  of  gold  mohurs. 

"  *  And  gold  mohurs  bring  me  to  another  subject.  Do 


you  know,  I  narrowly  missed  losing  half  a  lakh  of 
rupees  which  I  had  at  an  agent's  here?  And  who  do 
you  think  warned  me  about  him?  Our  friend  Rummun 
Loll,  who  has  lately  been  in  England,  and  with  whom 
I  made  the  voyage  from  Southampton.  He  is  a  man 
of  wonderful  tact  and  observation.  I  used  to  think 
meanly  of  the  honesty  of  natives,  and  treat  them  haugh- 
tily, as  I  recollect  doing  this  very  gentleman  at  your 
uncle  Newcome's  in  Bryanstone  Square.  He  heaped 
coals  of  fire  on  my  head  by  saving  my  money  for  me; 
and  I  have  placed  it  at  interest  in  his  house.  If  I  would 
but  listen  to  him,  my  capital  might  be  trebled  in  a  year, 
he  says,  and  the  interest  immensely  increased.  He  en- 
joys the  greatest  esteem  among  the  moneyed  men  here; 
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keeps  a  splendid  establishment  and  house  here,  in  Bar- 
rackpore;  is  princely  in  his  benefactions.  He  talks  to 
me  about  the  establishment  of  a  bank,  of  which  the 
profits  are  so  enormous  and  the  scheme  so  (seemingly) 
clear,  that  I  don't  know  whether  I  mayn't  be  tempted 
to  take  a  few  shares.  Nous  verrons.  Several  of  my 
friends  are  longing  to  have  a  finger  in  it;  but  be  sure 
of  this,  I  shall  do  nothing  rashly  and  without  the  very 
best  advice. 

"  '  I  have  not  been  frightened  yet  by  your  draughts 
upon  me.  Draw  as  many  of  these  as  you  please.  You 
know  I  don't  half  like  the  other  kind  of  drawing,  except 
as  a  delassement :  but  if  you  chose  to  be  a  weaver,  like 
my  grandfather,  I  should  not  say  you  nay.  Don't  stint 
yourself  of  money  or  of  honest  pleasure.  Of  what  good 
is  money,  unless  we  can  make  those  we  love  happy  with 
it  ?  There  would  be  no  need  for  me  to  save,  if  you  were 
to  save  too.  So,  and  as  you  know  as  well  as  I  what  our 
means  are,  in  every  honest  way  use  them.  I  should  like 
you  not  to  pass  the  whole  of  next  year  in  Italy,  but  to 
come  home  and  pay  a  visit  to  honest  James  Binnie.  I 
wonder  how  the  old  barrack  in  Fitzroy  Square  looks 
without  me?  Try  and  go  round  by  Paris  on  your  way 
home,  and  pay  your  visit,  and  carry  your  father's  fond 
remembrances,  to  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Florae.  I 
don't  say  remember  me  to  my  brother,  as  I  write  Brian 
by  this  mail.  Adieu,  mon  fils!  je  t'embrasse! — and  am 
always  my  Clive's  affectionate  father,  T.  N.'  " 

"  Isn't  he  a  noble  old  trump?  "  That  point  had  been 
settled  by  the  young  men  any  time  these  three  years. 
And  now  Mr.  J.  J.  remarked  that  when  Clive  had  read 
his  father's  letter  once,  then  he  read  Ethel's  over  again. 
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and  put  it  in  his  breast-pocket,  and  was  very  disturbed 
in  mind  that  day,  pishing  and  pshawing  at  the  statue 
gallery  which  they  went  to  see  at  the  ^luseo. 

"  After  all,"  says  Clive,  "  what  rubbish  these  second- 
rate  statues  are!  what  a  great  hulking  abortion  is  this 
brute  of  a  Farnese  Hercules!  There's  only  one  bit  in 
the  whole  gallery  that  is  worth  a  twopenny  piece." 

It  was  the  beautiful  fragment  called  Psyche.  J.  J. 
smiled  as  his  comrade  spoke  in  admiration  of  this  statue 
— in  the  slim  shape,  in  the  delicate  formation  of  the 
neck,  in  the  haughty  virginal  expression,  the  Psyche  is 
not  unlike  the  Diana  of  the  Louvre — and  the  Diana  of 
the  Louvre,  we  have  said,  was  hke  a  certain  young  lady. 

"  After  all,"  continues  Clive,  looking  up  at  the 
great  knotted  legs  of  that  clumsy  caricatured  porter 
which  Glykon  the  Athenian  sculptured  in  bad  times 
of  art  surely,  — "  she  could  not  write  otherwise  than 
she  did — don't  you  see?  Her  letter  is  quite  kind 
and  affectionate.  You  see  she  says  she  shall  always 
hear  of  me  with  pleasure:  hopes  I'll  come  back  soon, 
and  bring  some  good  pictures  with  me,  since  pic- 
tures I  will  do.  She  thinks  small  beer  of  painters, 
J.  J. — well,  we  don't  think  small  beer  of  ourselves, 
my  noble  friend.  I  —  I  suppose  it  must  be  over  by 
this  time,  and  I  may  write  to  her  as  the  Countess  of 
Kew."  The  custode  of  the  apartment  had  seen  admira- 
tion and  wonder  expressed  by  hundreds  of  visitors  to  his 
marble  Giant;  but  he  had  never  known  Hercules  occa- 
sion emotion  before,  as  in  the  case  of  the  young  stranger 
who,  after  staring  a  while  at  the  statue,  dashed  his  hand 
across  his  forehead  with  a  groan,  and  walked  away  from 
before  the  graven  image  of  the  huge  Strongman,  who 
had  himself  been  made  such  a  fool  by  women. 
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"  My  father  wants  me  to  go  and  see  James  and  Ma- 
dame de  Florae,"  says  Clive,  as  they  stride  down  the 
street  to  the  Toledo. 

J.  J.  puts  his  arm  through  his  companion's,  which  is 
deep  in  the  pocket  of  his  velvet  paletot.  "  You  must  not 
go  home  till  you  hear  it  is  over,  Clive,"  whispers  J.  J. 

"  Of  course  not,  old  boy,"  says  the  other,  blowing 
tobacco  out  of  his  shaking  head. 

Not  very  long  after  their  arrival,  we  may  be  sure  they 
went  to  Pompeii,  of  which  place,  as  this  is  not  an  Italian 
tour,  but  a  history  of  Clive  Newcome,  Esquire,  and  his 
most  respectable  family,  we  shall  oif er  to  give  no  de- 
scription. The  young  man  had  read  Sir  Bulwer  Lyt- 
ton's  delightful  story,  which  has  become  the  history  of 
Pompeii,  before  they  came  thither,  and  Pliny's  descrip- 
tion, apud  the  "  Guide-Book."  Admiring  the  wonder- 
ful ingenuity  with  which  the  English  writer  had  illus- 
trated the  place  by  his  text,  as  if  the  houses  were  so  many 
pictures  to  which  he  had  appended  a  story,  Clive,  the 
wag,  who  was  always  indulging  his  vein  for  caricature, 
was  proposing  that  they  should  take  the  same  place, 
names,  people,  and  make  a  burlesque  story:  "What 
would  be  a  better  figure,"  says  he,  "  than  Pliny's  mother, 
whom  the  historian  describes  as  exceedingly  corpulent, 
and  walking  away  from  the  catastrophe  with  slaves  hold- 
ing cushions  behind  her,  to  shield  her  plump  person  from 
the  cinders!  Yes,  old  Mrs.  Pliny  shall  be  my  heroine!  " 
says  Clive.  A  picture  of  her  on  a  dark  grey  paper,  and 
touched  up  with  red  at  the  extremities,  exists  in  Clive's 
album  to  the  present  day. 

As  they  were  laughing,  rattling,  wondering,  mimick- 
ing, the  cicerone  attending  them  with  his  nasal  twaddle, 
anon  pausing  and  silent,  yielding  to  the  melancholy  pity 
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and  wonder  which  the  aspect  of  that  strange  sad  smihng 
lonely  place  inspires:  behold  they  come  upon  another 
party  of  English,  two  young  men  accompanying  a  lady. 

"  What,  Clive,"  cries  one. 

"  My  dear,  dear  Lord  Kew!  "  shouts  the  other;  and 
as  each  young  man  rushes  up  and  grasps  the  two  hands 
of  the  other,  they  both  begin  to  blush.  .  .  . 

Lord  Kew  and  his  family  resided  in  a  neighbouring 
hotel  on  the  Chiafa  at  Naples,  and  that  very  evening,  on 
returning  from  the  Pompeian  excursion,  the  two  paint- 
ers were  invited  to  take  tea  by  those  friendly  persons. 
J.  J.  excused  himself,  and  sat  at  home  drawing  all  night. 
Clive  went,  and  passed  a  pleasant  evening;  in  which 
all  sorts  of  future  tours  and  pleasure-parties  were  pro- 
jected by  the  young  men.  They  were  to  vioit  Pgestum, 
Capri,  Sicily;  why  not  Malta  and  the  East?  asked  Lord 
Kew. 

Lady  Walham  was  alarmed.  Had  not  Kew  been  in 
the  East  already?  Clive  was  surprised  and  agitated  too. 
Could  Kew  think  of  going  to  the  East,  and  making  long 
journeys  when  he  had— he  had  other  engagements  that 
would  necessitate  his  return  home?  No,  he  must  not 
go  to  the  East,  Lord  Kew's  mother  avowed;  Kew  had 
promised  to  stay  with  her  during  the  summer  at  Castel- 
lamare,  and  Mr.  Newcome  must  come  and  paint  their 
portraits  there— all  their  portraits.  She  would  like  to 
have  an  entire  picture-gallery  of  Kews,  if  her  son  would 
remain  at  home  during  the  sittings. 

At  an  early  hour  I^ady  Walham  retired  to  rest,  ex- 
acting Clive's  promise  to  come  to  Castellamare;  and 
George  Barnes  disappeared  to  array  himself  in  an 
evening  costume,  and  to  pay  his  round  of  visits  as  became 
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a  young  diplomatist.  This  part  of  diplomatic  duty  does 
not  commence  until  after  the  opera  at  Naples;  and 
society  begins  when  the  rest  of  the  world  has  gone  to 
bed. 

Kew  and  Clive  sate  till  one  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
when  the  latter  returned  to  his  hotel.  Not  one  of  those 
fine  parties  at  Psestum,  Sicily,  &c.,  was  carried  out. 
Clive  did  not  go  to  the  East  at  all,  and  it  was  J.  J.  who 
painted  Lord  Kew's  portrait  that  summer  at  Castella- 
mare.  The  next  day  Clive  went  for  his  passport  to  the 
embassy;  and  a  steamer  departing  direct  for  Marseilles 
on  that  very  afternoon,  behold  Mr.  Newcome  was  on 
board  of  her ;  Lord  Kew  and  his  brother  and  J.  J.  wav- 
ing their  hats  to  him  as  the  vessel  left  the  shore. 

Away  went  the  ship,  cleaving  swiftly  through  the 
azure  waters;  but  not  swiftly  enough  for  Clive.  J.  J. 
went  back  with  a  sigh  to  his  sketch-book  and  easels.  I 
suppose  the  other  young  disciple  of  Art  had  heard  some- 
thing which  caused  him  to  forsake  his  sublime  mistress, 
for  one  who  was  much  more  capricious  and  earthly. 


CHAPTER  XL 


RETURNS    FROM    ROME    TO    PALL    MALL 


morning  in  the 
jiionth  of  July,  when 
there  was  actual- 
ly sunshine  in 
Lamb  Court, 
and  the  two  gen- 
tlemen who  oc- 
cupied the  third- 
floor  chambers 
there  in  part- 
nership were  engaged,  as  their  custom  was,  over 
their  pipes,  their  manuscripts,  and  their  Times  news- 
paper, behold  a  fresh  sunshine  burst  into  their  room  in 
the  person  of  young  Clive,  with  a  bronzed  face,  and  a 
yellow  beard  and  moustachios,  and  those  bright  cheerful 
eyes,  the  sight  of  which  was  always  so  welcome  to  both 
of  us.  "What,  Clive!  What,  the  young  one!  What, 
Benjamin!"  shout  Pendennis  and  Warrington.  Clive 
had  obtained  a  very  high  place  indeed  in  the  latter's  af- 
fections, so  much  so,  that  if  I  could  have  found  it  in  my 
heart  to  be  jealous  of  such  a  generous  brave  fellow,  I 
might  have  grudged  him  his  share  of  Warrington's  re- 
gard. He  blushed  up  with  pleasure  to  see  us  again. 
Pidgeon,  our  boy,  introduced  him  with  a  jubilant  coun- 
tenance; and  Flanagan,  the  laundress,  came  smirking 
out  of  the  bed-room,  eager  to  get  a  nod  of  recognition 
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from  him,  and  bestow  a  smile  of  welcome  upon  every- 
body's favourite,  Clive. 

In  two  minutes  an  arm-chair  full  of  magazines,  slips 
of  copy,  and  books  for  review,  was  emptied  over  the 
neighbouring  coal-scuttle,  and  Clive  was  in  the  seat,  a 
cigar  in  his  mouth,  as  comfortable  as  if  he  had  never 
been  away.  When  did  he  come?  Last  night.  He  was 
back  in  Charlotte  Street,  at  his  old  lodgings:  he  had 
been  to  breakfast  in  Fitzroy  Square  that  morning; 
James  Binnie  chirped  for  joy  at  seeing  him.  His  father 
had  written  to  him  desiring  him  to  come  back  and  see 
James  Binnie;  pretty  Miss  Rosey  M^as  very  well,  thank 
you;  and  Mrs.  Mack?  Wasn't  Mrs.  Mackenzie  de- 
lighted to  behold  him?  "  Come,  sir,  on  your  honour  and 
conscience,  didn't  the  widow  give  you  a  kiss  on  your 
return?  "  Clive  sends  an  uncut  number  of  the  Pall  Mall 
Gazette  flying  across  the  room  at  the  head  of  the  in- 
quirer; but  blushes  so  sweetly,  that  I  have  very  little 
doubt  some  such  pretty  meeting  had  taken  place. 

What  a  pity  it  is  he  had  not  been  here  a  short  while 
since  for  a  marriage  in  high  life,  to  give  away  his  dear 
Barnes,  and  sign  the  book,  along  with  the  other  digni- 
taries! We  described  that  ceremony  to  him,  and  an- 
nounced the  promotion  of  his  friend.  Florae,  now  our 
friend  also,  Director  of  the  Great  Anglo-Gallic  Rail- 
way, the  Prince  de  Montcontour.  Then  Clive  told  us 
of  his  deeds  during  the  winter ;  of  the  good  fun  he  had 
had  at  Rome,  and  the  jolly  fellows  he  had  met  there. 
Was  he  going  to  astonish  the  world  by  some  grand  pic- 
tures? He  was  not.  The  more  he  worked,  the  more 
discontented  he  was  with  his  performances  somehow: 
but  J.  J.  was  coming  out  very  strong,  J.  J.  was  going  to 
be  a  stunner.    We  turned  with  pride  and  satisfaction  to 
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that  very  number  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  which  the 
youth  had  flung  at  us,  and  showed  him  a  fine  article  by 
F.  Bayham,  Esq.,  in  which  the  picture  sent  home  by  J.  J. 
was  enthusiastically  lauded  by  the  great  critic. 

So  he  was  back  amongst  us,  and  it  seemed  but  yester- 
day he  had  quitted  us.  To  Londoners  everything  seems 
to  have  happened  but  yesterday;  nobody  has  time  to 
miss  his  neighbour  who  goes  away.  People  go  to  the 
Cape,  or  on  a  campaign,  or  on  a  tour  round  the  world, 
or  to  India,  and  return  with  a  wife  and  two  or  three  chil- 
dren, and  we  fancy  it  was  only  the  other  day  they  left 
us,  so  engaged  is  every  man  in  his  individual  specula- 
tions, studies,  struggles;  so  selfish  does  our  life  make 
us:— selfish,  but  not  ill-natured.  We  are  glad  to  see  an 
old  friend,  though  we  do  not  weep  when  he  leaves  us. 
We  humbly  acknowledge,  if  fate  calls  us  away  likewise, 
that  we  are  no  more  missed  than  any  other  atom. 

After  talking  for  a  while,  ]Mr.  Clive  must  needs  go 
into  the  City,  whither  I  accompanied  him.  His  inter- 
view with  ^lessrs.  Jolly  &  Baines,  at  the  house  in  Fog 
Court,  must  have  been  very  satisfactory ;  Clive  came  out 
of  the  parlour  with  a  radiant  countenance.  "  Do  you 
want  any  money,  old  boy?"  says  he;  "the  dear  old 
governor  has  placed  a  jolly  sum  to  my  account,  and  Mr. 
Baines  has  told  me  how  delighted  Mrs.  Baines  and  the 
girls  will  be  to  see  me  at  dinner.  He  says  my  father  has 
made  a  lucky  escape  out  of  one  house  in  India,  and  a 
famous  investment  in  another.  Nothing  could  be  more 
civil;  how  uncommonly  kind  and  friendly  everybody  is 
in  London.  Everybody!"  Then  bestowing  ourselves 
in  a  Hansom  cab,  which  had  probably  just  deposited 
some  other  capitalist  in  the  City,  we  made  for  the  West 
End  of  the  town,  where  Mr.  Clive  had  some  important 
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business  to  transact  with  his  tailors.  He  discharged  his 
outstanding  Httle  account  with  easy  Mberahty,  blushing 
as  he  pulled  out  of  his  pocket  a  new  cheque-book,  page  1 
of  which  he  bestowed  on  the  delighted  artist.  From  Mr. 
B.'s  shop  to  ]Mr.  Truefitt's  is  but  a  step.  Our  young 
friend  was  induced  to  enter  the  hairdresser's,  and  leave 
behind  him  a  great  portion  of  the  flowing  locks  and  the 
yellow  beard  which  he  had  brought  with  him  from  Rome. 
With  his  moustachios  he  could  not  be  induced  to  part; 
painters  and  cavalry  officers  having  a  right  to  those  deco- 
rations. And  why  should  not  this  young  fellow  wear 
smart  clothes,  and  a  smart  moustachio,  and  look  hand- 
some, and  take  his  pleasure,  and  bask  in  his  sun  when 
it  shone?  Time  enough  for  flannel  and  a  fire  when  the 
winter  comes;  and  for  grey  hair  and  cork-soled  boots 
in  the  natural  decline  of  years. 

Then  we  went  to  pay  a  visit  at  a  hotel  in  Jermyn 
Street  to  our  friend  Florae,  who  was  now  magnificently 
lodged  there.  A  powdered  giant  lolling  in  the  hall,  his 
buttons  emblazoned  with  prodigious  coronets,  took  our 
cards  up  to  the  Prince.  As  the  door  of  an  apartment  on 
the  first  floor  opened,  we  heard  a  cry  as  of  joy;  and  that 
nobleman,  in  a  magnificent  Persian  dressing-gown,  rush- 
ing from  the  room,  plunged  down  the  stairs  and  began 
kissing  Clive,  to  the  respectful  astonishment  of  the  Titan 
in  livery. 

"  Come  that  I  present  j^ou,  my  friends,"  our  good 
little  Frenchman  exclaimed,  "  to  Madame  la — to  my 
wife!  "  We  entered  the  drawing-room;  a  demure  little 
lady,  of  near  sixty  years  of  age,  was  seated  there,  and 
we  were  presented  in  form  to  JNIadame  la  Princesse  de 
Montcontour,  nee  Higg,  of  Manchester.  She  made  us 
a  stiff  little  curtsey,  but  looked  not  ill-natured;   indeed, 
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few  women  could  look  at  Clive  Xewcome's  gallant  figure 
and  brave  smiling  countenance  and  keep  a  frown  on 
their  own  very  long. 

"  I  have  'card  of  you  from  somebody s  else  besides  the 
Prince,"  said  the  lad}^  with  rather  a  blush.  "  Your  uncle 
has  spoke  to  me  hoften  about  j^ou,  ]Mr.  Clive,  and  about 
your  good  father." 

"  C'est  son  Directeur,"  whispers  Florae  to  me.  I  won- 
dered which  of  the  firm  of  Newcome  had  taken  that  office 
upon  him. 

"  Now  you  are  come  to  England,"  the  lady  continued 
(whose  Lancashire  pronunciation  being  once  indicated, 
we  shall  henceforth,  out  of  respect  to  the  Princess's  rank, 
generally  pretermit) ,  — "  now  you  are  come  to  England, 
we  hope  to  see  you  often.  Not  here  in  this  noisy  hotel, 
which  I  can't  bear,  but  in  the  country.  Our  house  is 
only  three  miles  from  Xewcome — not  such  a  grand  place 
as  your  uncle's ;  but  I  hope  we  shall  see  you  there  a  great 
deal,  and  your  friend,  ]Mr.  Pendennis,  if  he  is  passing 
that  way."  The  invitation  to  Mr.  Pendennis,  I  am 
bound  to  say,  w^as  given  in  terms  by  no  means  so  warm 
as  those  in  which  the  Princess's  hospitality  to  Clive  was 
professed. 

"  Shall  we  meet  you  at  your  Huncle  'Obson's?  "  the 
lady  continued,  to  Clive ;  "  his  wife  is  a  most  charming, 
well-informed  woman,  has  been  most  kind  and  civil,  and 
we  dine  there  to-day.  Barnes  and  his  wife  is  gone  to 
spend  the  honeymoon  at  Newcome.  Lady  Clara  is  a 
sweet  dear  thing,  and  her  pa  and  ma  most  aff'able,  I 
am  sure.  What  a  pity  Sir  Brian  couldn't  attend  the 
marriage!  There  was  everybody  there  in  London, 
a'most.  Sir  Harvey  Diggs  says  he  is  mending  very 
slowly.     In  life  we  are  in  death,  ]Mr.  Newcome!    Isn't 
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it  sad  to  think  of  him,  in  the  midst  of  all  his  splendour 
and  prosperity,  and  he  so  infirm  and  unable  to  enjoy 
them !  But  let  us  hope  for  the  best,  and  that  his  health 
will  soon  come  round!  " 

With  these  and  similar  remarks,  in  which  poor  Florae 
took  but  a  very  small  share  (for  he  seemed  dumb  and 
melancholy  in  the  company  of  the  Princess,  his  elderly 
spouse),  the  visit  sped  on,  Mr.  Pendennis,  to  whom 
verj^  little  was  said,  having  leisure  to  make  his  silent 
observations  upon  the  person  to  whom  he  had  been  just 
presented. 

As  there  lay  on  the  table  two  neat  little  packages,  ad- 
dressed "  the  Princess  de  Montcontour  " — an  envelope 
to  the  same  address,  M'ith  "  The  Prescription,  No.  9396  " 
farther  inscribed  on  the  paper  and  a  sheet  of  note-paper 
bearing  cabalistic  characters,  and  the  signature  of  that 
most  fashionable  physician.  Sir  Harvey  Diggs,  I  was 
led  to  believe  that  the  lady  of  Montcontour  was,  or  fan- 
cied herself,  in  a  delicate  state  of  health.  Bj^  the  side  of 
the  physic  for  the  body  was  medicine  for  the  soul — a 
number  of  pretty  little  books  in  middle-age  bindings, 
in  antique  type  many  of  them,  adorned  with  pictures  of 
the  German  School,  representing  demure  ecclesiastics, 
with  their  heads  on  one  side,  children  in  long  starched 
nightgowns,  virgins  bearing  lilies,  and  so  forth — from 
which  it  was  to  be  concluded  that  the  owner  of  the  vol- 
umes was  not  so  hostile  to  Rome  as  she  had  been  at  an  ear- 
lier period  of  her  religious  life ;  and  that  she  had  migrated 
(in  spirit)  from  Clapham  to  Knightsbridge,  as  so  many 
wealthy  mercantile  families  have  likewise  done  in  the 
body.  A  long  strip  of  embroidery,  of  the  Gothic  pat- 
tern, furthermore  betrayed  her  present  inclinations ;  and 
the  person  observing  these  things,  whilst  nobody  was 
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taking  any  notice  of  him,  was  amused  when  the  accuracy 
of  his  conjectures  was  confirmed  by  the  re-appearance 
of  the  gigantic  footman,  calHng  out  "  Mr.  'Oneyman," 
in  a  loud  voice,  and  preceding  that  divine  into  the  room. 
"  C'est  le  Directeur.    Venez  fumer  dans  ma  chambre, 


Pen,"  growled  Florae,  as  Honeyman  came  sliding  over 
the  carpet,  his  elegant  smile  changing  to  a  blush  when 
he  beheld  Clive,  his  nephew,  seated  by  the  Princess's 
side.  This,  then,  was  the  uncle  who  had  spoken  about 
Clive  and  his  father  to  Madame  de  Florae.  Charles 
seemed  in  the  best  condition.  He  held  out  two  bran-new 
lavender-coloured  kid  gloves  to  shake  hands  with  his 
dear  Clive;  Florae  and  Mr.  Pendennis  vanished  out  of 
the  room  as  he  appeared,  so  that  no  precise  account  can 
be  given  of  this  affecting  interview. 

When  I  quitted  the  hotel,  a  brown  brougham,  with 
a  pair  of  beautiful  horses,  the  harness  and  panels  em- 
blazoned with  the  neatest  little  ducal  coronets  vou  ever 


VOL.  II. 


256  THE  NEWCOMES 

saw,  and  a  cypher  under  each  crown  as  easy  to  read  as 
the  arrow-headed  inscriptions  on  one  of  Mr.  Layard's 
Assyrian  chariots,  was  in  waiting,  and  I  presumed  that 
Madame  la  Princesse  was  about  to  take  an  airing. 

Chve  had  passed  the  avuncular  banking-house  in  the 
City,  without  caring  to  face  his  relatives  there.  Mr. 
Newcome  was  now  in  sole  command,  Mr.  Barnes  being 
absent  at  Newcome,  the  Baronet  little  likely  ever  to 
enter  bank  parlour  again.  But  his  bounden  duty  was 
to  wait  on  the  ladies;  and  of  course,  only  from  duty's 
sake,  he  went  the  very  first  day  and  called  in  Park  Lane. 

"  The  family  was  habsent  ever  since  the  marriage  sim- 
minery  last  week,"  the  footman,  who  had  accompanied 
the  party  to  Baden,  informed  Clive,  when  he  opened  the 
door  and  recognised  that  gentleman.  "Sir  Brian  pretty 
well,  thank  you,  sir.  The  family  was  at  Brighting.  That 
is.  Miss  Newcome  is  in  London  staying  with  her  grand- 
mammar  in  Queen  Street,  May  Fear,  sir."  The  var- 
nished doors  closed  upon  Jeames  within;  the  brazen 
knockers  grinned  their  familiar  grin  at  Clive,  and  he 
went  down  the  blank  steps  discomfited.  Must  it  be 
owned  that  he  went  to  a  club,  and  looked  in  the  "  Direc- 
tory "  for  the  number  of  Lady  Kew's  house  in  Queen 
Street?  Her  ladyship  had  a  furnished  house  for  the 
season.  No  such  noble  name  was  to  be  found  among 
the  inhabitants  of  Queen  Street. 

Mrs.  Hobson  was  from  home;  that  is,  Thomas  had 
orders  not  to  admit  strangers  on  certain  days,  or  before 
certain  hours;  so  that  Aunt  Hobson  saw  Clive  without 
being  seen  by  the  young  man.  I  cannot  say  how  much 
he  regretted  that  mischance.  His  visits  of  propriety 
were  thus  all  paid,  and  he  went  off  to  dine  dutifully  with 
James  Binnie,  after  which  meal  he  came  to  a  certain 
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rendezvous  gi  ven  to  Iiini  by  some  bachelor  friends  for  the 
evening. 

James  Biimie's  eyes  lightened  up  with  pleasure  on 
beholding  his  young  Clive;  the  youth,  obedient  to  his 
father's  injunction,  had  hastened  to  Fitzro}'  Square  im- 
mediately after  taking  possession  of  his  old  lodgings — 
his,  during  the  time  of  his  absence.  The  old  properties 
and  carved  cabinets,  the  picture  of  his  father  looking 
melancholy  out  of  the  canvas,  greeted  Clive  strangely 
on  the  afternoon  of  his  arrival.  No  wonder  he  was  glad 
to  get  away  from  a  solitude  peopled  with  a  number  of 
dismal  recollections,  to  the  near  hospitality  of  Fitzroy 
Square  and  his  guardian  and  friend  there. 

James  had  not  improved  in  health  during  Clive's  ten 
months'  absence.  He  had  never  been  able  to  walk  well, 
or  take  his  accustomed  exercise,  after  his  fall.  He  was 
no  more  used  to  riding  than  the  late  Mr.  Gibbon,  whose 
person  James's  somewhat  resembled,  and  of  whose  phi- 
losophy our  Scottish  friend  was  an  admiring  scholar. 
The  Colonel  gone,  James  would  have  arguments  with 
INIr.  Honeyman  over  their  claret,  bring  down  the  famous 
XVth  and  XVIth  chapters  of  the  "  Decline  and  Fall  " 
upon  him,  and  quite  get  the  better  of  the  clergyman. 
James,  like  many  other  sceptics,  was  very  obstinate,  and 
for  his  part  believed  that  almost  all  parsons  had  as  much 
belief  as  the  Roman  augurs  in  their  ceremonies.  Cer- 
tainly, poor  Honeyman,  in  their  controversies,  gave  up 
one  article  after  another,  flying  from  James's  assault; 
but  the  battle  over,  Charles  Honeyman  would  pick  up 
these  accoutrements  which  he  had  flung  away  in  his 
retreat,  wipe  them  dry,  and  put  them  on  again. 

Lamed  by  his  fall,  and  obliged  to  remain  much  within 
doors,  where  certain  society  did  not  always  amuse  him, 
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James  Binnie  sought  excitement  in  the  pleasures  of 
the  table,  partaking  of  them  the  more  freely  now  that 
his  health  could  afford  them  the  less.  Clive,  the  sly 
rogue,  observed  a  great  improvement  in  the  commis- 
sariat since  his  good  father's  time,  ate  his  dinner  with 
thankfulness,  and  made  no  remarks.  Nor  did  he  confide 
to  us  for  a  while  his  opinion  that  Mrs.  Mack  bored  the 
good  gentleman  most  severely;  that  he  pined  away 
under  her  kindnesses ;  sneaked  off  to  his  study-chair  and 
his  nap;  was  only  too  glad  when  some  of  the  widow's 
friends  came,  or  she  went  out ;  seeming  to  breathe  more 
freely  when  she  was  gone,  and  drink  his  wine  more 
cheerily  when  rid  of  the  intolerable  weight  of  her  pres- 
ence. 

I  protest  the  great  ills  of  life  are  nothing — the  loss  of 
your  fortune  is  a  mere  flea-bite;  the  loss  of  your  wife — 
how  many  men  have  supported  it,  and  married  comforta- 
bly afterwards?  It  is  not  what  you  lose,  but  what  you 
have  daily  to  bear,  that  is  hard.  I  can  fancy  nothing- 
more  cruel,  after  a  long  easy  life  of  bachelorhood,  than 
to  have  to  sit  day  after  day  with  a  dull  handsome  woman 
opposite;  to  have  to  answer  her  speeches  about  the 
weather,  housekeeping,  and  what  not;  to  smile  appro- 
priately when  she  is  disposed  to  be  lively  (that  laughing 
at  the  jokes  is  the  hardest  part) ,  and  to  model  your  con- 
versation so  as  to  suit  her  intelligence,  knowing  that  a 
word  used  out  of  its  downright  signification  will  not  be 
understood  by  your  fair  breakfast-maker.  Women  go 
through  this  simpering  and  smiling  life,  and  bear  it 
quite  easily.  Theirs  is  a  life  of  hypocrisy.  What  good 
woman  does  not  laugh  at  her  husband's  or  father's  jokes 
and  stories  time  after  time,  and  would  not  laugh  at 
breakfast,  lunch,  and  dinner,  if  he  told  them?    Flatterv 
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is  their  nature — to  coax,  flatter,  and  sweetly  befool  some 
one  is  every  woman's  business.  She  is  none  if  she  de- 
clines this  office.  But  men  are  not  provided  with  such 
powers  of  humbug  or  endurance — they  perish  and  pine 
away  miserably  when  bored — or  they  shrink  off  to  the 
club  or  public-house  for  comfort.  I  want  to  say  as  deli- 
cately as  I  can,  and  never  liking  to  use  rough  terms  re- 
garding a  handsome  woman,  that  JNIrs.  Mackenzie,  her- 
self being  in  the  highest  spirits  and  the  best  humour, 
extinguished  her  half-brother,  James  Binnie,  Esq. ;  that 
she  was  as  a  malaria  to  him,  poisoning  his  atmosphere, 
numbing  his  limbs,  destroying  his  sleep — that  day  after 
day  as  he  sat  down  at  breakfast,  and  she  levelled  com- 
monplaces at  her  dearest  James,  her  dearest  James  be- 
came more  wretched  under  her.  And  no  one  could  see 
what  his  complaint  was.  He  called  in  the  old  physicians 
at  the  club.  He  dosed  himself  with  poppy,  and  mandra- 
gora,  and  blue  pill — lower  and  lower  went  poor  James's 
mercury.  If  he  wanted  to  move  to  Brighton  or  Chel- 
tenham, well  and  good.  Whatever  were  her  engage- 
ments, or  whatever  pleasures  darling  Rosey  might  have 
in  store,  dear  thing! — at  her  age,  my  dear  Mrs.  New- 
come,  would  not  one  do  all  to  make  a  young  creature 
happy? — under  no  circumstances  could  I  think  of  leav- 
ing my  poor  brother. 

Mrs.  Mackenzie  thouglit  herself  a  most  highly-prin- 
cipled woman ;  IMrs.  Newcome  had  also  a  great  opinion 
of  her.  These  two  ladies  had  formed  a  considerable 
friendship  in  the  past  months,  the  captain's  widow  hav- 
ing an  unaffected  reverence  for  the  banker's  lady,  and 
thinking  her  one  of  the  best  informed  and  most  superior 
of  women  in  the  world.  When  she  had  a  high  opinion 
of  a  person  Mrs.  Mack  always  wisely  told  it.    INIrs.  New- 


260  THE  NEWCOMES 

come  in  her  turn  thought  Mrs.  Mackenzie  a  very  clever, 
agreeable,  lady -like  woman — not  accomplished,  but  one 
could  not  have  everything.  "  No,  no,  my  dear,"  says 
simple  Hobson,  "  never  would  do  to  have  every  woman 
as  clever  as  you  are,  Maria.  Women  would  have  it  all 
their  own  way  then." 

Maria,  as  her  custom  was,  thanked  God  for  being  so 
virtuous  and  clever,  and  graciously  admitted  Mrs.  and 
Miss  Mackenzie  into  the  circle  of  adorers  of  that  supreme 
virtue  and  talent.  Mr.  Newcome  took  little  Rosey  and 
her  mother  to  some  parties.  When  any  took  place  in 
Bryanstone  Square,  they  were  generally  allowed  to  come 
to  tea. 

When  on  the  second  day  of  his  arrival  the  dutiful 
Clive  went  to  dine  with  Mr.  James,  the  ladies,  in  spite 
of  their  raptures  at  his  return  and  delight  at  seeing  him, 
were  going  in  the  evening  to  his  aunt.  Their  talk  was 
about  the  Princess  all  dinner-time.  The  Prince  and 
Princess  were  to  dine  in  Bryanstone  Square.  The  Prin- 
cess had  ordered  such  and  such  things  at  the  jeweller's — 
the  Princess  would  take  rank  over  an  English  Earl's 
daughter — over  Lady  Ann  Newcome  for  instance.  "  O 
dear!  I  wish  the  Prince  and  Princess  were  smothered 
in  the  Tower,"  growled  James  Binnie;  "  since  you  have 
got  acquainted  with  'em  I  have  never  heard  of  anything 
else." 

Clive,  like  a  wise  man,  kept  his  counsel  about  the  Prince 
and  Princess,  with  whom  we  have  seen  that  he  had  had 
the  honour  of  an  interview  that  very  day.  But  after 
dinner  Rosey  came  round  and  whispered  to  her  mamma, 
and  after  Rosey's  whisper  mamma  flung  her  arms  round 
Rosey's  neck  and  kissed  her,  and  called  her  a  thoughtful 
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darling.  "  What  do  you  think  this  creature  says, 
CKve?  "  says  Mrs.  Mack,  still  holding  her  darling's  little 
hand.     "  I  wonder  I  had  not  thought  of  it  myself." 

"  What  is  it,  ^Irs.  Mackenzie?  "  asks  Clive,  laughing. 

"  She  says  why  should  not  you  come  to  your  aunt's 
with  us?  We  are  sure  JNIrs.  Newcome  would  be  most 
happy  to  see  you." 

Rosey,  with  a  little  hand  put  to  mamma's  mouth,  said, 
"  Why  did  you  tell— you  naughty  manmia!  Isn't  she 
a  naughty  mamma,  Uncle  James?  "  ]More  kisses  follow 
after  this  sally,  of  which  Uncle  James  receives  one  with 
])erfect  complacency:  mamma  crying  out  as  Rosey  re- 
tires to  dress,  "  That  darling  child  is  always  thinking  of 
others — always!  " 

Clive  says,  "  he  will  sit  and  smoke  a  cheroot  with  Mr. 
Binnie,  if  they  please."  James's  countenance  falls. 
"  We  have  left  off  that  sort  of  thing  here,  my  dear  Clive, 
a  long  time,"  cries  Mrs.  Mackenzie,  departing  from  the 
dining-room. 

"  But  we  have  improved  the  claret,  Clive  my  boy!  " 
whispers  Uncle  James.  "  Let  us  have  another  bottle, 
and  we  will  drink  to  the  dear  Colonel's  good  health  and 
speedy  return — God  bless  him!  I  say,  Clive,  Tom  seems 
to  have  had  a  most  fortunate  escape  out  of  Winter's 
house — thanks  to  our  friend  Rummun  Loll,  and  to  have 
got  into  a  capital  good  thing  with  this  Bundlecund  Bank. 
They  speak  famously  of  it  at  Hanover  Square,  and  I 
see  the  Hurkaru  quotes  the  shares  at  a  premium 
already." 

Clive  did  not  know  anything  about  the  Bundlecund 
Bank,  except  a  few  words  in  a  letter  from  his  father, 
which  he  had  found  in  the  City  this  morning.     "  And 
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an  uncommonly  liberal  remittance  the  governor  has  sent 
me  home,  sir."  Upon  which  they  fill  another  bumper  to 
the  Colonel's  health. 

Mamma  and  Rosey  come  and  show  their  pretty  pink 
dresses  before  going  to  Mrs.  Newcome's,  and  Clive  lights 
a  cigar  in  the  hall — and  isn't  there  a  jubilation  at  the 
"  Haunt "  when  the  young  fellow's  face  appears  above 
the  smoke-clouds  there? 


CHAPTER  XLI 


AN     OLD     STORY 


of  Clive's  Ro- 
man friends 
were  by  this 
time  come  to 
London,  and 
the  young 
man  renewed 
his  acquaint- 
ance with 
them,  and 
had  speedily 
a  consider- 
able circle  of 

his  own.  He  thought  fit  to  allow  himself  a  good  horse 
or  two,  and  appeared  in  the  Park  among  other  young 
dandies.  He  and  Monsieur  de  ISIontcontour  were  sworn 
allies.  Lord  Fareham,  who  had  purchased  J.  J.'s  pic- 
ture, was  Clive's  very  good  friend:  Major  Pendennis 
himself  pronounced  him  to  be  a  young  fellow  of  agree- 
able manners,  and  very  favourably  vu  (as  the  Major 
happened  to  know)  in  some  very  good  quarters. 

Ere  many  days  Clive  had  been  to  Brighton  to  see 
Lady  Ann  and  Sir  Brian,  and  good  Aunt  Honeyman, 
in  whose  house  the  Baronet  was  lodged :  and  I  suppose 
he  found  out,  by  some  means  or  other,  where  Lady  Kew 
lived  in  May  Fair. 

363 
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But  her  ladyship  was  not  at  home,  nor  was  she  at  home 
on  the  second  day,  nor  did  there  come  any  note  from 
Ethel  to  her  cousin.  She  did  not  ride  in  the  Park  as 
of  old.  CHve,  bien  vu  as  he  was,  did  not  belong  to  that 
great  world  as  yet,  in  which  he  would  be  pretty  sure  to 
meet  her  every  night  at  one  of  those  parties  where  every- 
body goes.  He  read  her  name  in  the  paper  morning 
after  morning,  as  having  been  present  at  Lady  This's  en- 
tertainment and  Lady  That's  ministerial  reunion.  At 
first  he  was  too  shy  to  tell  what  the  state  of  the  case  was, 
and  took  nobody  into  his  confidence  regarding  his  little 
tendre. 

There  he  was  riding  through  Queen  Street,  May  Fair, 
attired  in  splendid  raiment:  never  missing  the  Park; 
actually  going  to  places  of  worship  in  the  neighbour- 
hood ;  and  frequenting  the  opera — a  waste  of  time  which 
one  would  never  have  expected  in  a  youth  of  his  nurture. 
At  length  a  certain  observer  of  human  nature,  remarking 
his  state,  rightly  conjectured  that  he  must  be  in  love, 
and  taxed  him  with  the  soft  impeachment — on  which 
the  young  man,  no  doubt  anxious  to  open  his  heart  to 
some  one,  poured  out  all  that  story  which  has  before  been 
narrated;  and  told  how  he  thought  his  j^assion  cured, 
and  how  it  was  cured;  but  when  he  heard  from  Kew  at 
Naples  that  the  engagement  was  over  between  him  and 
Miss  Newcome,  Clive  found  his  own  flame  kindle  again 
with  new  ardour.  He  was  wild  to  see  her.  He  dashed 
oiF  from  Naples  instantly  on  receiving  the  news  that 
she  was  free.  He  had  been  ten  days  in  London  without 
getting  a  glimpse  of  her.  "  That  Mrs.  Mackenzie  both- 
ers me  so  I  hardly  know  where  to  turn,"  said  poor  Clive, 
"  and  poor  little  Rosey  is  made  to  write  me  a  note  about 
something  twice  a  day.     She's  a  good  dear  little  thing 
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— little  Rosey— and  I  really  had  thought  once  of — of — 
oh,  never  mind  that!  Oh,  Pen!  I'm  up  another  tree 
now!  and  a  poor  miserable  young  beggar  I  am!  "  In 
fact  Mr.  Pendennis  was  installed  as  confidant,  vice  J.  J. 
— absent  on  leave. 

This  is  a  part  which,  especially  for  a  few  days,  the 
present  biographer  has  always  liked  well  enough.  For 
a  while  at  least,  I  think  almost  every  man  or  woman 
is  interesting  when  in  love.  If  j^ou  know  of  two  or  three 
such  affairs  going  on  in  any  soiree  to  which  you  may  be 
invited — is  not  the  party  straightw^ay  amusing?  Yon- 
der goes  Augustus  Tompkins,  working  his  way  through 
the  rooms  to  that  far  corner  where  demure  Miss  Hopkins 
is  seated,  to  whom  the  stupid  grinning  Bumpkins  thinks 
he  is  making  himself  agreeable.  Yonder  sits  Miss 
Fanny  distraite,  and  yet  trying  to  smile  as  the  captain 
is  talking  his  folly,  the  parson  his  glib  comphments. 
And  see,  her  face  lights  up  all  of  a  sudden:  her  eyes 
beam  with  delight  at  the  captain's  stories,  and  at  that 
delightful  young  clergyman  likewise.  It  is  because 
Augustus  has  appeared;  their  eyes  only  meet  for  one 
semi-second,  but  that  is  enough  for  Miss  Fanny.  Go 
on,  captain,  with  your  twaddle! — Proceed,  my  reverend 
friend,  with  your  smirking  common-places!  In  the  last 
two  minutes  the  world  has  changed  for  Miss  Fanny. 
That  moment  has  come  for  which  she  has  been  fidgeting 
and  longing  and  scheming  all  day!  How  different  an 
interest,  I  say,  has  a  meeting  of  people  for  a  philosopher 
who  knows  of  a  few  such  little  secrets,  to  that  which 
your  vulgar  looker-on  feels,  who  comes  but  to  eat  the 
ices,  and  stare  at  the  ladies'  dresses  and  beauty!  There 
are  two  frames  of  mind  under  which  London  society  is 
bearable  to  a  man — to  be  an  actor  in  one  of  those  senti- 
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mental  performances  above  hinted  at ;  or  to  be  a  specta- 
tor and  watch  it.  But  as  for  the  mere  dessus  de  cartes — 
would  not  an  arm-chair  and  the  dullest  of  books  be  better 
than  that  dull  game  ? 

So  I  not  only  became  Clive's  confidant  in  this  affair, 
but  took  a  pleasure  in  extracting  the  young  fellow's 
secrets  from  him,  or  rather  in  encouraging  him  to  pour 
them  forth.  Thus  was  the  great  part  of  the  previous 
tale  revealed  to  me :  thus  Jack  Belsize's  misadventures, 
of  the  first  part  of  which  we  had  only  heard  in  London 
(and  whither  he  returned  presently  to  be  reconciled  to 
his  father,  after  his  elder  brother's  death).  Thus  my 
Lord  Kew's  secret  history  came  into  my  possession;  let 
us  hope  for  the  public's  future  delectation,  and  the  chron- 
icler's private  advantage.  And  many  a  night  until  day- 
light did  appear  has  poor  Clive  stamped  his  chan>ber 
or  my  own,  pouring  his  story  out  to  me,  his  griefs  and 
raptures;  recalling,  in  his  wild  young  way,  recollec- 
tions of  Ethel's  sayings  and  doings;  uttering  descrip- 
tions of  her  beauty;  and  raging  against  the  cruelty 
which  she  exhibited  towards  him. 

As  soon  as  the  new  confidant  heard  the  name  of  the 
young  lover's  charmer,  to  do  Mr.  Pendennis  justice,  he 
endeavoured  to  fling  as  much  cold  water  upon  Clive's 
flame  as  a  small  private  engine  could  pour  on  such  a 
conflagration.  "  Miss  Newcome !  my  dear  Clive,"  says 
the  confidant,  "  do  you  know  to  what  you  are  aspiring? 
For  the  last  three  months  Miss  Newcome  has  been  the 
greatest  lioness  in  London:  the  reigning  beauty:  the 
winning  horse :  the  first  favourite  out  of  the  whole  Bel- 
gravian  harem.  No  young  woman  of  this  year  has  come 
near  her:  those  of  past  seasons  she  has  distanced,  and 
utterly  put  to  shame.     Miss  Blackcap,  Lady  Blanche 
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Blackcap's  daughter,  was  (as  perhaps  you  are  not 
aware)  considered  by  her  mamma  the  great  beauty  of 
last  season;  and  it  was  considered  rather  shabby  of  the 
young  jNIarquis  of  Farintosh  to  leave  town  without  of- 
fering to  change  jNIiss  Blackcap's  name.  Heaven  bless 
you!  this  year  Farintosh  will  not  look  at  Miss  Black- 
cap! He  finds  people  at  home  when  (ha!  I  see  you 
wince,  nw  suffering  innocent!)  — when  he  calls  in  Queen 
Street ;  yes,  and  Lady  Kew,  who  is  one  of  the  cleverest 
women  in  England,  will  listen  for  hours  to  Lord  Farin- 
tosh's  conversation;  than  whom  the  Rotten  Row  of 
Hyde  Park  cannot  show  a  greater  booby.  Miss  Black- 
cap may  retire,  like  Jephthah's  daughter,  for  all  Farin- 
tosh will  relieve  her.  Then,  my  dear  fellow,  there  were, 
as  possibly  you  do  not  know,  Lady  Hermengilde  and 
Lady  Yseult,  Lady  Rackstraw's  lovely  twins,  whose 
appearance  created  such  a  sensation  at  Lady  Hautbois' 
first — was  it  her  first  or  was  it  her  second? — yes,  it  was 
her  second — breakfast.  Whom  weren't  they  going  to 
marry?  Crackthorpe  was  mad,  they  said,  about  both. — 
Bustington,  Sir  John  Fobsby,  the  j^oung  Baronet  with 
the  immense  Xorthern  property — the  Bishop  of  Wind- 
sor was  actually  said  to  be  smitten  with  one  of  them,  but 

did  not  like  to  offer,  as  her  present  M y,  like  Qu — n 

El-z-b-th  of  gracious  memory,  is  said  to  object  to  bishops, 
as  bishops,  marrying.  Where  is  Bustington?  Where 
is  Crackthorpe?  Where  is  Fobsby,  the  young  Baronet 
of  the  Xorth?  My  dear  fellow,  when  those  two  girls 
come  into  a  room  now,  they  make  no  more  sensation  than 
you  or  I.  Miss  Xewcome  has  carried  their  admirers 
away  from  them:  Fobsby  has  actually,  it  is  said,  pro- 
posed for  her :  and  the  real  reason  of  that  affair  between 
Lord  Bustington  and  Captain  Crackthorpe  of  the  Royal 
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Horse  Guards  Green,  was  a  speech  of  Bustington's, 
hinting  that  Miss  Newcome  had  not  behaved  well  in 
throwing  Lord  Kew  over.  Don't  you  know  what  old 
Lad}^  Kew  will  do  with  this  girl,  Clive?  She  will  marry 
Miss  Newcome  to  the  best  man.  If  a  richer  and  better 
parti  than  Lord  Farintosh  presents  himself — then  it  will 
be  Farintosh's  turn  to  find  that  Lady  Kew  is  not  at 
home.  Is  there  any  young  man  in  the  Peerage  unmar- 
ried and  richer  than  Farintosh?  I  forget.  Why  does 
not  some  one  publish  a  list  of  the  young  male  nobility 
and  baronetage,  their  names,  weights,  and  probable  for- 
tunes? I  don't  mean  for  the  matrons  of  May  Fair — 
they  have  the  list  by  heart  and  study  it  in  secret — but  for 
young  men  in  the  world:  so  that  they  may  know  what 
their  chances  are,  and  who  naturally  has  the  pull  over 
them.  Let  me  see — there  is  young  Lord  Gaunt,  who 
will  have  a  great  fortune,  and  is  desirable  because  you 
know  his  father  is  locked  up — but  he  is  only  ten  years 
old — no — they  can  scarcely  bring  him  forward  as  Farin- 
tosh's rival. 

"  You  look  astonished,  my  poor  boy?  You  think  it  is 
wicked  in  me  to  talk  in  this  brutal  way  about  bargain 
and  sale;  and  say  that  your  heart's  darling  is,  at  this 
minute,  being  paced  up  and  down  the  May  Fair  market 
to  be  taken  away  by  the  best  bidder.  Can  you  count 
purses  with  Sultan  Farintosh?  Can  you  compete  even 
with  Sir  John  Fobsby  of  the  North?  What  I  say  is 
wicked  and  worldly,  is  it?  So  it  is:  but  it  is  true,  as 
true  as  Tattersall's — as  true  as  Circassia  or  Virginia. 
Don't  you  know  that  the  Circassian  girls  are  proud  of 
their  bringing  up,  and  take  rank  according  to  the  prices 
which  they  fetch?  And  you  go  and  buy  yourself  some 
new  clothes,  and  a  fifty-pound  horse,  and  put  a  penny 
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rose  in  your  button-hole,  and  ride  past  her  window,  and 
think  to  win  this  prize?  Oh,  you  idiot!  A  pennj^  rose- 
bud! Put  money  in  your  purse.  A  fifty-pound  hack 
when  a  butcher  rides  as  good  a  one! — Put  money  in  your 
purse.  A  brave  young  heart,  all  courage  and  love  and 
honour!  Put  money  in  thy  purse — t'other  coin  don't 
pass  in  the  market — at  least  where  old  Lady  Kew  has  the 
stall." 

By  tliese  remonstrances,  playful  though  serious, 
Clive's  adviser  sought  to  teach  him  wisdom  about  his 
love-affair;  and  the  advice  was  received  as  advice  upon 
those  occasions  usually  is. 

After  calling  thrice,  and  writing  to  ]Miss  Xewcome, 
there  came  a  little  note  from  that  young  lady,  saying, 
"  Dear  Chve, — We  were  so  sorry  we  were  out  when 
you  called.  We  shall  be  at  home  to-morrow  at  lunch, 
when  Lady  Kew  hopes  you  will  come,  and  see  yours 
ever,  E.  N." 

Clive  went— poor  Clive!  He  had  the  satisfaction  of 
shaking  Ethel's  hand,  and  a  finger  of  Lady  Kew;  of 
eating  a  mutton-chop  in  Ethel's  presence ;  of  conversing 
about  the  state  of  art  at  Rome  with  Lady  Kew,  and  de- 
scribing the  last  works  of  Gibson  and  Macdonald.  The 
visit  lasted  but  for  half-an-hour.  Xot  for  one  minute  was 
Clive  allowed  to  see  Ethel  alone.  At  three  o'clock  Lady 
Kew's  carriage  was  announced,  and  our  young  gentle- 
man rose  to  take  his  leave,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
the  most  noble  Peer,  ^larquis  of  Farintosh  and  Earl  of 
Rossmont,  descend  from  his  lordship's  brougham  and 
enter  at  I^ady  Kew's  door,  followed  by  a  domestic  bear- 
ing a  small  stack  of  flowers  from  Covent  Garden. 

It  befel  that  the  good-natured  Lady  Fareham  had  a 
ball  in  these  days;   and  meeting  Clive  in  the  Park,  her 
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lord  invited  him  to  the  entertainment.  Mr.  Pendennis 
had  also  the  honour  of  a  card.  Accordingly  Clive  took 
me  up  at  Bays's,  and  we  proceeded  to  the  ball  together. 

The  lady  of  the  house,  smiling  upon  all  her  guests, 
welcomed  with  particular  kindness  her  young  friend 
from  Rome.  "  Are  you  related  to  the  Miss  Newcome, 
Lady  Ann  Newcome's  daughter?  Her  cousin?  She 
will  be  here  to-night."  Very  likely  Lady  Fareham  did 
not  see  Clive  wince  and  blush  at  this  announcement,  her 
ladyship  having  to  occupy  herself  with  a  thousand  other 
people.  Clive  found  a  dozen  of  his  Roman  friends  in 
the  room,  ladies  young  and  middle-aged,  plain  and  hand- 
some, all  glad  to  see  his  kind  face.  The  house  was  splen- 
did; the  ladies  magnificently  dressed;  the  ball  beauti- 
ful, though  it  appeared  a  little  dull  until  that  event  took 
place  whereof  we  treated  a  few  pages  back  (in  the  alle- 
gory of  Mr.  Tompkins  and  Miss  Hopkins,)  and  Lady 
Kew  and  her  granddaughter  made  their  appearance. 

That  old  woman,  who  began  to  look  more  and  more 
like  the  wicked  fairy  of  the  stories,  who  is  not  invited  to 
the  Princess's  Christening  Feast,  had  this  advantage 
over  her  likeness,  that  she  was  invited  everywhere; 
though  how  she,  at  her  age,  could  fly  about  to  so  many 
parties,  unless  she  was  a  fairy,  no  one  could  say.  Be- 
hind the  fairy,  up  the  marble  stairs,  came  the  most  noble 
Farintosh,  with  that  vacuous  leer  which  distinguishes 
his  lordship.  Ethel  seemed  to  be  carrying  the  stack  of 
flowers  which  the  Marquis  had  sent  to  her.  The  noble 
Bustington  (Viscount  Bustington,  I  need  scarcely  tell 
the  reader,  is  the  heir  of  the  house  of  Podbury),  the 
Baronet  of  the  North,  the  gallant  Crackthorpe,  the 
first  men  in  town,  in  a  word,  gathered  round  the  young 
beauty,  forming  her  court ;  and  little  Dick  Hitchin,  who 
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goes  everywhere,  you  may  be  sure  was  near  her  with  a 
compliment  and  a  smile.  Ere  this  arrival,  the  twins 
had  been  giving  themselves  great  airs  in  the  room — 
the  poor  twins!  when  Ethel  appeared  they  sank  into 
shuddering  insignificance,  and  had  to  put  up  with  the 
conversation  and  attentions  of  second-rate  men,  be- 
longing to  second-rate  clubs,  in  hea^y  dragoon  regi- 
ments. One  of  them  actually  walked  with  a  dancing 
barrister;  but  he  was  related  to  a  duke,  and  it  was  ex- 
pected the  Lord  Chancellor  would  give  him  something 
very  good. 

Before  he  saw  Ethel,  Clive  vowed  he  was  aware  of 
her.  Indeed,  had  not  Lady  Fareham  told  him  Miss 
Xewcome  was  coming?  Ethel,  on  the  contrary,  not  ex- 
pecting him,  or  not  having  the  prescience  of  love,  ex- 
hibited signs  of  surprise  when  she  beheld  him,  her  ej^e- 
brows  arching,  her  eyes  darting  looks  of  pleasure.  When 
grandmamma  happened  to  be  in  another  room,  she  beck- 
oned Clive  to  her,  dismissing  Crackthorpe  and  Fobsby, 
Farintosh  and  Bustington,  the  amorous  youth  who 
around  her  bowed,  and  summoning  ]Mr.  Clive  up  to  an 
audience  with  the  air  of  a  young  princess. 

And  so  she  was  a  princess ;  and  this  the  region  of  her 
special  dominion.  The  wittiest  and  handsomest,  she  de- 
served to  reign  in  such  a  place,  by  right  of  merit  and  by 
general  election.  Clive  felt  her  superiority,  and  his  own 
shortcomings;  he  came  up  to  her  as  to  a  superior  per- 
son. Perhaps  she  was  not  sorry  to  let  him  see  how  she 
ordered  away  grandees  and  splendid  Bustingtons,  in- 
forming them,  with  a  superb  manner,  that  she  wished 
to  speak  to  her  cousin — that  handsome  young  man  with 
the  light  moustachio  yonder. 

"  Do  you  know  many  people?    This  is  j^our  first  ap- 
voL.  n.  ' 
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pearance  in  societj^  ?    Shall  I  introduce  you  to  some  nice 
girls  to  dance  with?    What  very  pretty  buttons!  " 

"  Is  that  what  you  wanted  to  say?  "  asked  Clive,  rather 
bewildered. 

"  What  does  one  say  at  a  ball?  One  talks  conversation 
suited  to  the  place.  If  I  were  to  say  to  Captain  Crack- 
thorpe,  '  What  pretty  buttons ! '  he  would  be  delighted. 
But  you — you  have  a  soul  above  buttons,  I  suppose." 

"  Being,  as  you  saj'-,  a  stranger  in  this  sort  of  society, 
you  see  I  am  not  accustomed  to — to  the  exceeding  bril- 
liancy of  its  conversation,"  said  Clive. 

"  What!  you  want  to  go  away,  and  we  haven't  seen 
each  other  for  near  a  year,"  cries  Ethel,  in  quite  a  natural 
voice.  "  Sir  John  Fobsby,  I'm  very  sorry — but  do  let 
me  off  this  dance.  I  have  just  met  mj^  cousin,  whom 
I  have  not  seen  for  a  whole  year,  and  I  want  to  talk 
to  him." 

"  It  was  not  m}^  fault  that  you  did  not  see  me  sooner. 
I  wrote  to  you  that  I  only  got  your  letter  a  month  ago. 
You  never  answered  the  second  I  wrote  j^ou  from  Rome. 
Your  letter  lay  there  at  the  post  ever  so  long,  and  was 
forwarded  to  me  at  Xaples." 

"  Where?  "  asked  Ethel. 

"  I  saw  Lord  Kew  there."  Ethel  was  smiling  with 
all  her  might,  and  kissing  her  hand  to  the  twins,  who 
passed  at  this  moment  with  their  mamma.  "  Oh,  indeed, 
you  saw — how  do  you  do? — Lord  Kew." 

"  And,  having  seen  him,  I  came  over  to  England," 
said  Clive. 

Ethel  looked  at  him  gravely.  "  What  am  I  to  under- 
stand by  that,  Clive? — You  came  over  because  it  was 
very  hot  at  Naples,  and  because  you  wanted  to  see  your 
friends  here,  n'est-ce  pas?    How  glad  mamma  was  to 
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see  you !  You  know  she  loves  you  as  if  you  were  her  own 
son!" 

"  What,  as  much  as  that  angel,  Barnes!  "  cries  Clive, 
bitterly;  "  impossible." 

Ethel  looked  once  more.  Her  present  mood  and  de- 
sire was  to  treat  Clive  as  a  chit,  as  a  young  fellow  with- 
out consequence — a  thirteenth  younger  brother.  But 
in  his  looks  and  behaviour  there  was  that  which  seemed 
to  say  not  too  many  liberties  were  to  be  taken  with 
him. 

"  Why  weren't  you  here  a  month  sooner,  and  you 
might  have  seen  the  marriage?  It  was  a  very  pretty 
thing.  Everybody  was  there.  Clara,  and  so  did  Barnes 
really,  looked  quite  handsome." 

"It  must  have  been  beautiful,"  continued  Clive; 
"  quite  a  touching  sight,  I  am  sure.  Poor  Charles  Bel- 
size  could  not  be  present  because  his  brother  was  dead; 
and — " 

"  And  what  else,  pray,  Mr.  Newcome!  "  cries  Miss,  in 
great  wrath,  her  pink  nostrils  beginning  to  quiver.  "  I 
did  not  think,  really,  that  when  we  met  after  so  many 
months,  I  was  to  be— insulted;  yes,  insulted,  by  the 
mention  of  that  name." 

"  I  most  humbly  ask  pardon,"  said  Clive,  with  a  grave 
bow.  "  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  wound  j^our  sensi- 
bility, Ethel!  It  is,  as  you  say,  my  first  appearance  in 
society.  I  talk  about  things  or  persons  that  I  should 
not  mention.  I  should  talk  about  buttons,  should  I? 
whicli  you  were  good  enough  to  tell  me  was  the  proper 
subject  of  conversation.  INIayn't  I  even  speak  of  con- 
nexions of  the  family?  Mr.  Belsize,  through  this  mar- 
riage, has  the  honour  of  being  connected  with  you ;  and 
even  I,  in  a  remote  degree,  may  boast  of  a  sort  of  an 
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ever-so-distant  cousinship  with  him.  What  an  honour 
for  me!  " 

"  Pray  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this?  "  cries  jNIiss 
Ethel,  surprised,  and  perhaps  alarmed.  Indeed,  Clive 
scarcely  knew.  He  had  been  chafing  all  the  while  he 
talked  with  her ;  smothering  anger  as  he  saw  the  young 
men  round  about  her;  revolting  against  himself  for  the 
very  humility  of  his  obedience,  and  angry  at  the  eager- 
ness and  delight  with  which  he  had  come  at  her  call. 

"  The  meaning  is,  Ethel," — he  broke  out,  seizing  the 
opportunity, — "  that  when  a  man  comes  a  thousand 
miles  to  see  you,  and  shake  your  hand,  you  should  give 
it  him  a  little  more  cordially  than  you  choose  to  do  to 
me;  that  when  a  kinsman  knocks  at  your  door,  time 
after  time,  you  should  try  and  admit  him;  and  that 
when  you  meet  him  you  should  treat  him  like  an  old 
friend:  not  as  you  treated  me  when  my  Lady  Kew 
vouchsafed  to  give  me  admittance;  not  as  you  treat 
these  fools  that  are  fribbhng  round  about  you,"  cries 
Mr.  Clive,  in  a  great  rage,  folding  his  arms,  and  glaring 
round  on  a  number  of  the  most  innocent  young  swells; 
and  he  continued  looking  as  if  he  would  like  to  knock 
a  dozen  of  their  heads  together.  "  Am  I  keeping  Miss 
Newcome's  admirers  from  her?  " 

"  That  is  not  for  me  to  say,"  she  said,  quite  gently. 
He  was;  but  to  see  him  angry  did  not  displease  Miss 
Newcome. 

"  That  young  man  who  came  for  you  just  now,"  Clive 
went  on — "  that  Sir  John — " 

"  Are  you  angry  with  me  because  I  sent  him  awaj^?  " 
said  Ethel,  putting  out  a  hand.  "Hark!  there  is  the 
music.  Take  me  in  and  waltz  with  me.  Don't  you  know 
it  is  not  my  door  at  which  you  knocked?  "  she  said,  look- 
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ing  up  into  his  face  as  simply  and  kindly  as  of  old.  She 
\vhirled  round  the  dancing-room  with  him  in  triumph, 
the  other  beauties  dwindling  before  her;  she  looked 
more  and  more  beautiful  with  each  rapid  move  of  the 
waltz,  her  colour  heightening  and  her  eyes  seeming  to 
brighten.  Xot  till  the  music  stopped  did  she  sink  down 
on  a  seat,  panting,  and  smiling  radiant — as  many  many 
hundred  years  ago  I  remember  to  have  seen  Taglioni, 
after  a  conquering  pas  seul.  She  nodded  a  "  thank  you  " 
to  Clive.  It  seemed  that  there  was  a  perfect  reconcilia- 
tion. Lady  Kew  came  in  just  at  the  end  of  the  dance, 
scowling  when  she  beheld  Ethel's  partner;  but  in  reply 
to  her  remonstrances  Ethel  shrugged  her  fair  shoulders, 
with  a  look  which  seemed  to  say  je  le  veuoo,  gave  an  arm 
to  her  grandmother,  and  walked  off,  saucily  protecting 
her. 

Clive's  friend  had  been  looking  on  observingly  and 
curiously  as  the  scene  between  them  had  taken  place, 
and  at  the  dance  with  which  the  reconciliation  had  been 
celebrated.  I  must  tell  you  that  this  arch  young  creature 
had  formed  the  object  of  my  observation  for  some 
months  past,  and  that  I  watched  her  as  I  have  watched 
a  beautiful  panther  at  the  Zoological  Gardens,  so  bright 
of  eye,  so  sleek  of  coat,  so  slim  in  form,  so  swift  and 
agile  in  her  spring. 

A  more  brilliant  young  coquette  than  Miss  Newcome, 
in  her  second  season,  these  eyes  never  looked  upon,  that 
is  the  truth.  In  her  first  j^ear,  being  engaged  to  Lord 
Kew,  she  was  perhaps  a  little  more  reserved  and  quiet. 
Besides,  her  mother  went  out  with  her  that  first  season, 
to  whom  ]Miss  Xewcome,  except  for  a  little  occasional 
fiightiness,  was  invariably  obedient  and  ready  to  come 
to  call.    But  when  Lady  Kew  appeared  as  her  Duenna, 
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the  girl's  delight  seemed  to  be  to  plague  the  old  lady, 
and  she  would  dance  with  the  very  youngest  sons  merely 
to  put  grandmamma  in  a  passion.  In  this  way  j)oor 
young  Cubley  (who  has  two  hundred  a  year  of  allow- 
ance, besides  eighty,  and  an  annual  rise  of  five  in  the 
Treasury,)  actually  thought  that  Ethel  was  in  love  with 
him,  and  consulted  with  the  young  men  in  his  room  in 
Downing  Street,  whether  two  hundred  and  eighty  a 
year,  with  five  pound  more  next  year,  would  be  enough 
for  them  to  keep  house  on?  Young  Tandy  of  the  Tem- 
ple, Lord  Skibbereen's  younger  son,  who  sat  in  the 
House  for  some  time  on  the  Irish  Catholic  side,  was  also 
deeply  smitten,  and  many  a  night  in  our  walks  home 
from  the  parties  at  the  other  end  of  the  town,  would 
entertain  me  with  his  admiration  and  passion  for  her. 

"  If  you  have  such  a  passion  for  her,  why  not  j)ro- 
pose? "  it  was  asked  of  Mr.  Tandy. 

"  Propose!  propose  to  a  Russian  Archduchess,"  cries 
j^oung  Tandy.  "  She's  beautiful,  she's  delightful,  she's 
witt5^  I  have  never  seen  anything  like  her  eyes;  they 
send  me  wild— wild,"  says  Tandy—  (slapping  his  waist- 
coat under  Temple  Bar)  — "  but  a  more  audacious  little 
flirt  never  existed  since  the  days  of  Cleopatra." 

With  this  opinion  likewise  in  my  mind,  I  had  been 
looking  on  during  Clive's  proceedings  with  INIiss  Ethel 
—  not,  I  say,  without  admiration  of  the  j^oung  lady  who 
was  leading  him  such  a  dance.  The  waltz  over,  I  con- 
gratulated him  on  his  own  performance.  His  Conti- 
nental practice  had  greatly  improved  him.  "  And  as 
for  your  partner,  it  is  delightful  to  see  her,"  I  went  on. 
"  I  always  like  to  be  by  when  ^liss  Newcome  dances. 
I  had  sooner  see  her  than  anybody  since  Taglioni.  Look 
at  her  now,  with  her  neck  up,  and  her  little  foot  out, 
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just  as  she  is  preparing  to  start !  Happy  Lord  Busting- 
ton!" 

"  You  are  angry  with  her  because  she  cut  you,"  growls 
Chve.  "  You  know  you  said  she  cut  you,  or  forgot  you; 
and  your  vanity's  wounded,  that  is  why  you  are  so  satir- 
ical." 

"  How  can  JNIiss  Xewcome  remember  all  the  men  who 
are  presented  to  her?  "  says  the  other.  "  Last  year  she 
talked  to  me  because  she  wanted  to  know  about  you. 
This  year  she  doesn't  talk:  because  I  suppose  she  does 
not  want  to  know  about  you  any  more." 

"  Hang  it.  Do — on't,  Pen,"  cries  Chve,  as  a  school- 
boy cries  out  to  another  not  to  hit  him. 

"  She  does  not  pretend  to  observe:  and  is  in  full 
conversation  with  the  amiable  Bustington.  Delicious 
interchange  of  noble  thoughts !  But  she  is  observing  us 
talking,  and  knows  that  we  are  talking  about  her.  If  ever 
you  marry  her,  Clive,  which  is  absurd,  I  shall  lose  you 
for  a  friend.  You  will  infallibly  tell  her  what  I  think 
of  her:  and  she  will  order  you  to  give  me  up."  Clive 
had  gone  off  in  a  brown  study,  as  his  interlocutor  con- 
tinued. "  Yes,  she  is  a  flirt.  She  can't  help  her  nature. 
She  tries  to  vanquish  every  one  who  comes  near  her.  She 
is  a  little  out  of  breath  from  waltzing,  and  so  she  pre- 
tends to  be  listening  to  poor  Bustington,  w^ho  is  out  of 
breath  too,  but  puffs  out  his  best  in  order  to  make  him- 
self agreeable.  With  what  a  pretty  air  she  appears  to 
listen !    Her  eyes  actually  seem  to  brighten." 

"  What?  "  says  Clive,  with  a  start. 

I  could  not  comprehend  the  meaning  of  the  start: 
nor  did  I  care  much  to  know :  supposing  that  the  young 
man  was  waking  up  from  some  lover's  reverie :  and  the 
evening  sped  away,  Clive  not  quitting  the  ball  until  ^liss 


278  THE  NEWCOMES 

TsTewcome  and  the  Countess  of  Kew  had  departed.  No 
further  communication  appeared  to  take  place  between 
the  cousins  that  evening.  I  think  it  was  Captain  Crack- 
thorpe  who  gave  the  young  lady  an  arm  into  her  car- 
riage ;  Sir  John  Fobsby  having  the  happiness  to  conduct 
the  old  Countess,  and  carrying  the  pink  bag  for  the 
shawls,  wrappers,  &c.,  on  which  her  ladj^ship's  coronet 
and  initials  are  emblazoned.  Clive  may  have  made  a 
movement  as  if  to  step  forward,  but  a  single  finger  from 
JNIiss  Newcome  warned  him  back. 

Clive  and  his  two  friends  in  Lamb  Court  had  made 
an  engagement  for  the  next  Saturday  to  dine  at  Green- 
wich ;  but  on  the  morning  of  that  day  there  came  a  note 
from  him  to  say  that  he  thought  of  going  down  to  see 
his  aunt,  IVIiss  Honeyman,  and  begged  to  recall  his 
promise  to  us.  Saturday  is  a  holiday  with  gentlemen 
of  our  profession.  We  had  invited  F.  Bayham,  Esquire, 
and  promised  ourselves  a  merry  evening,  and  were  un- 
willing to  baulk  ourselves  of  the  j^leasure  on  account  of 
the  absence  of  our  young  Roman.  So  we  three  went 
to  London  Bridge  Station  at  an  early  hour,  proposing 
to  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  Greenwich  Park  before  din- 
ner. And,  at  London  Bridge,  by  the  most  singular 
coincidence.  Lady  Kew's  carriage  drove  up  to  the 
Brighton  entrance,  and  Miss  Ethel  and  her  maid  stepped 
out  of  the  brougham. 

When  JNIiss  Newcome  and  her  maid  entered  the 
Brighton  station,  did  INIr.  Clive,  by  another  singular 
coincidence,  happen  also  to  be  there?  What  more 
natural  and  dutiful  than  that  he  should  go  and  see  his 
aunt.  Miss  Honeyman?  What  more  proper  than  that 
Miss  Ethel  should  pass  the  Saturday  and  Sunday  with 
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her  sick  father ;  and  take  a  couple  of  wholesome  nights' 
rest  after  those  five  weary  past  evenings,  for  each  of 
which  we  may  reckon  a  couple  of  soirees  and  a  ball? 
And  that  relations  should  travel  together,  the  young 
lady  being  protected  by  her  femme-de-chamhre;  that 
surely,  as  every  one  must  allow,  was  perfectly  right  and 
proper. 

That  a  biographer  should  profess  to  know  everything 
which  passes,  even  in  a  confidential  talk  in  a  fii'st-class 
carriage  between  two  lovers,  seems  perfectly  absurd; 
not  that  grave  historians  do  not  pretend  to  the  same 
wonderful  degree  of  knowledge — rej^orting  meetings 
the  most  occult  of  conspirators;  private  interviews  be- 
tween monarchs  and  their  ministers,  even  the  secret 
thoughts  and  motives  of  those  personages,  which  possi- 
bly the  persons  themselves  did  not  know.  All  for  which 
the  present  writer  will  pledge  his  known  character  for 
veracity  is,  that  on  a  certain  day  certain  parties  had  a 
conversation,  of  which  the  upshot  was  so  and  so.  He 
guesses,  of  course,  at  a  great  deal  of  what  took  place; 
knowing  the  characters,  and  being  informed  at  some 
time  of  their  meeting.  You  do  not  suppose  that  I 
bribed  the  femme-de-chamhre j  or  that  those  two  City 
gents,  who  sat  in  the  same  carriage  with  our  young 
friends,  and  could  not  hear  a  word  they  said,  reported 
their  talk  to  me?  If  Clive  and  Ethel  had  had  a  coupe 
to  themselves,  I  would  yet  boldly  tell  what  took  place, 
but  the  coupe  was  taken  by  other  three  young  City  gents 
who  smoked  the  whole  way. 

"  Well,  then,"  the  bonnet  begins  close  up  to  the  hat, 
"  tell  me,  sir,  is  it  true  that  you  were  so  very  much  cptis 
of  the  ^liss  Freemans  at  Rome;  and  that  afterwards 
vou  were  so  wonderfully  attentive  to  the  third  ^liss 
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Balliol?  Did  you  draw  her  portrait?  You  know  you 
drew  her  portrait.  You  painters  always  pretend  to 
admire  girls  with  auburn  hair,  because  Titian  and  Ra- 
phael painted  it.  Has  the  Fornarina  red  hair?  Why, 
we  are  at  Croydon,  I  declare!  " 

"  The  Fornarina  "—the  hat  replies  to  the  bonnet,  "  if 
that  picture  at  the  Borghese  Palace  be  an  original,  or 
a  likeness  of  her— is  not  a  handsome  woman,  with  vulgar 
eyes  and  mouth,  and  altogether  a  most  mahogany-col- 
oured person.  She  is  so  plain,  in  fact,  I  think  that  very 
likely  it  is  the  real  woman ;  for  it  is  with  their  own  fan- 
cies that  men  fall  in  love— or  rather  every  woman  is 
handsome  to  the  lover.  You  know  how  old  Helen  must 
have  been." 

"  I  don't  know  any  such  thing,  or  anything  about  her. 
Who  was  Helen?  "  asks  the  bonnet;  and  indeed  she  did 
not  know. 

"  It's  a  long  story,  and  such  an  old  scandal  now,  that 
there  is  no  use  in  repeating  it,"  says  Clive. 

"  You  only  talk  about  Helen  because  j^ou  wish  to 
turn  away  the  conversation  from  Miss  Freeman,"  cries 
the  young  lady—"  from  Miss  Balliol,  I  mean." 

"  We  will  talk  about  whichever  you  please.  Which 
shall  we  begin  to  pull  to  pieces?  "  saj'-s  Clive.  You  see, 
to  be  in  this  carriage — to  be  actualty  with  he?' — to  be 
looking  into  those  wonderful  lucid  eyes— to  see  her  sweet 
mouth  dimpling,  and  hear  her  sweet  voice  ringing  with 
its  delicious  laughter — to  have  that  hour  and  a  half  his 
own,  in  sj^ite  of  all  the  world-dragons,  grandmothers, 
convenances,  the  future— made  the  young  fellow  so 
happy,  filled  his  whole  frame  and  spirit  with  a  delight  so 
keen,  that  no  wonder  he  was  gay,  and  brisk,  and  lively. 

"  And  so  you  knew  of  my  goings  on?  "  he  asked.    Oh 
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me !  they  were  at  Reigate  by  this  time ;  there  was  Gatton 
Park  flying  before  them  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. 

"  I  know  of  a  number  of  things,"  says  the  bonnet, 
nodding  with  ambrosial  curls. 

"  And  you  would  not  answer  the  second  letter  I  wrote 
to  you?" 

"  We  were  in  great  perplexity.  One  cannot  be  always 
answering  young  gentlemen's  letters.  I  had  considera- 
ble doubt  about  answering  a  note  I  got  from  Charlotte 
Street,  Fitzroy  Square,"  says  the  lady's  chapeau.  "  No, 
Clive,  we  must  not  write  to  one  another,"  she  continued 
more  gravely,  "  or  only  very,  very  seldom.  Nay,  my 
meeting  you  here  to-day  is  by  the  merest  chance,  I  am 
sure;  for  when  I  mentioned  at  Lady  Fareham's  the 
other  evening  that  I  was  going  to  see  papa  at  Brighton 
to-day,  I  never  for  one  moment  thought  of  seeing  you 
in  the  train.  But  as  you  are  here,  it  can't  be  helped ;  and 
I  may  as  well  tell  you  that  there  are  obstacles." 

"  What,  other  obstacles?  "  Clive  gasped  out. 

"Nonsense — you  silly  boy!  No  other  obstacles  but 
those  which  always  have  existed,  and  must.  When  we 
parted— that  is,  when  j^ou  left  us  at  Baden,  you  knew 
it  was  for  the  best.  You  had  your  profession  to  follow, 
and  could  not  go  on  idling  about — about  a  family  of 
sick  people  and  children.  Every  man  has  his  profession, 
and  you  yours,  as  you  would  have  it.  We  are  so  nearlj^ 
allied  that  we  may — we  may  like  each  other  like  brother 
and  sister  almost.  I  don't  know  what  Barnes  would 
say  if  he  heard  me?  Wherever  you  and  your  father 
are,  how  can  I  ever  think  of  you  but — but  you  know 
how?  I  always  shall,  always.  There  are  certain  feel- 
ings we  have  which  I  hope  never  can  change;  though, 
if  3^ou  please,  about  them  I  intend  never  to  speak  any 
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more.  Xeither  you  nor  I  can  alter  our  conditions,  but 
must  make  the  best  of  them.  You  shall  be  a  fine  clever 
painter;  and  I,— who  knows  what  will  happen  to  me? 
I  know  what  is  going  to  happen  to-day ;  I  am  going  to 
see  papa  and  mamma,  and  be  as  happy  as  I  can  till 
Monday  morning." 

"  I  know  what  I  wish  would  happen  now,"  said  CHve, 
— they  were  going  screaming  through  a  tunnel. 

"What?"  said  the  bonnet  in  the  darkness;  and  the 
engine  was  roaring  so  loudly,  that  he  was  obliged  to 
put  his  head  quite  close  to  saj^ — 

"  I  wish  the  tunnel  would  fall  in  and  close  upon  us, 
or  that  we  might  travel  on  for  ever  and  ever." 

Here  there  was  a  great  jar  of  the  carriage,  and  the 
ladj'-'s-maid,  and  I  think  ]Miss  Ethel,  gave  a  shriek.  The 
lamp  above  was  so  dim  that  the  carriage  was  almost 
totally  dark.  Xo  wonder  the  ladj^'s-maid  was  fright- 
ened! but  the  daylight  came  streaming  in,  and  all  poor 
Clive's  wishes  of  rolling  and  rolling  on  for  ever  were 
put  an  end  to  by  the  implacable  sun  in  a  minute. 

Ah,  why  was  it  the  quick  train  ?  Suppose  it  had  been 
the  parhamentary  train? — even  that  too  would  have 
come  to  an  end.  They  came  and  said,  "  Tickets,  please," 
and  Clive  held  out  the  three  of  their  party — his,  and 
Ethel's,  and  her  maid's.  I  think  for  such  a  ride  as  that 
he  was  right  to  give  up  Greenwich.  ]Mr.  Kuhn  was  in 
waiting  with  a  carriage  for  ^Sliss  Ethel.  She  shook 
hands  with  Clive,  returning  his  pressure. 

"  I  may  come  and  see  you? "  he  said. 

"  You  may  come  and  see  mamma — }"es." 

"  And  where  are  you  staying?  " 

"  Bless  my  soul — they  were  staying  at  ]Miss  Honey- 
man's!  "    Clive  burst  into  a  laugh.    Why,  he  was  going 
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there  too!  Of  course  Aunt  Honeyman  had  no  room 
for  him,  her  house  being  quite  full  with  the  other  New- 
comes. 

It  was  a  most  curious  coincidence  their  meeting;  but 
altogether  Lady  Ann  thought  it  was  best  to  say  nothing 
about  the  circumstance  to  grandmamma.  I  myself  am 
puzzled  to  say  which  would  have  been  the  better  course 
to  pursue  under  the  circumstances;  there  were  so  many 
courses  open.  As  they  had  gone  so  far,  should  they  go 
on  farther  together?  Suppose  they  were  going  to  the 
same  house  at  Brighton,  oughtn't  they  to  have  gone  in 
the  same  carriage,  with  Kuhn  and  the  maid  of  course? 
Suppose  they  met  by  chance  at  the  station,  ought  they 
to  have  travelled  in  separate  carriages?  I  ask  any  gen- 
tleman and  father  of  a  family,  when  he  was  immensely 
smitten  with  his  present  wife,  Mrs.  Brown,  if  he  had 
met  her  travelling  with  her  maid,  in  the  mail,  when  there 
was  a  vacant  place,  what  would  he  himself  have  done? 
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INJURED     INNOCENCE 


FROM    CLIVE    NEWCOME,  ESQ.,  TO    LIEUT.-COL. 
NEWCOME,  C.   B. 

"Brighton,  June  12,  18 — . 

DEAREST  Father,— As 
the  weather  was  grow- 
ing very  hot  at  Naples, 
and  you  wished  I 
should  come  to  Eng- 
land to  see  Mr.  Binnie, 
I  came  accordingly, 
and  have  been  here 
three  weeks,  and  write 
to  you  from  Aunt 
Honeyman's  parlour  at 
Brighton,  where  you 
ate  your  last  dinner  be- 
fore embarking  for  India.  I  found  your  splendid  re- 
mittance on  calling  in  Fog  Court,  and  have  invested 
a  part  of  the  sum  in  a  good  horse  to  ride,  upon  which 
I  take  my  diversion  with  other  young  dandies  in  the 
park.  Florae  is  in  England,  but  he  has  no  need  of  your 
kindness.  Only  think!  he  is  Prince  de  Montcontour 
now,  the  second  title  of  the  Due  d'lvry's  family;  and 
M.  le  Comte  de  Florae  is  Due  d'lvry  in  consequence  of 
the  demise  of  t'other  old  gentleman.  I  believe  the  late 
duke's  wife  shortened  his  life.     Oh,  what  a  woman! 
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She  caused  a  duel  between  Lord  Kew  and  a  Frenchman, 
which  has  in  its  turn  occasioned  all  sorts  of  evil  and 
division  in  families,  as  you  shall  hear. 

"  In  the  first  place,  in  consequence  of  the  duel  and 
of  incompatibility  of  temper,  the  match  between  Kew 
and  E.  N.  has  been  broken  off.  I  met  Lord  Kew  at 
Naples  with  his  mother  and  brother,  nice  quiet  people 
as  you  would  like  them.  Kew's  w^ound  and  subsequent 
illness  have  altered  him  a  good  deal.  He  has  become 
much  vioj'e  serious  than  he  used  to  be;  not  ludicrously 
so  at  all,  but  he  says  he  thinks  his  past  life  has  been  use- 
less and  even  criminal,  and  he  wishes  to  change  it.  He 
has  sold  his  horses,  and  sown  his  wild  oats.  He  has 
turned  quite  a  sober  quiet  gentleman. 

"  At  our  meeting  he  told  me  of  what  had  happened 
between  him  and  Ethel,  of  whom  he  spoke  most  kindly 
and  generously ,  but  avowing  his  opinion  that  they  never 
could  have  been  happy  in  married  life.  And  now  I 
think  my  dear  old  father  will  see  that  there  maj^  be  an- 
other reason  besides  my  desire  to  see  INIr.  Binnie,  which 
has  brought  me  tumbling  back  to  England  again.  If 
need  be  to  speak,  I  never  shall  have,  I  hope,  any  secrets 
from  you.  I  have  not  said  much  about  one  which  has 
given  me  the  deuce's  disquiet  for  ten  months  past,  be- 
cause there  was  no  good  in  talking  about  it,  or  vexing 
you  needlessly  with  reports  of  my  griefs  and  woes. 

"  Well,  when  we  were  at  Baden  in  September  last, 
and  E.  and  I  's\'Tote  those  letters  in  common  to  you,  I 
dare  say  you  can  fancy  what  my  feelings  might  have 
been  towards  such  a  beautiful  young  creature,  who  has  a 
hundred  faults,  for  which  I  love  her  just  as  much  as  for 
the  good  that  is  in  lier.  I  became  dreadfully  smitten  in- 
deed, and  knowing  that  she  was  engaged  to  Lord  Kew, 
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I  did  as  you  told  me  you  did  once  when  the  enemy  was 
too  strong  for  you — I  ran  away.  I  had  a  bad  time  of 
it  for  two  or  three  months.  At  Rome,  however,  I  began 
to  take  matters  more  easily,  my  naturally  fine  appetite 
returned,  and  at  the  end  of  the  season  I  found  myself 
uncommonly  happy  in  the  society  of  the  JNIiss  Balliols 
and  the  JNIiss  Freemans;  but  when  Kew  told  me  at 
Naples  of  what  had  happened,  there  was  straightway  a 
fresh  eruption  in  my  heart,  and  I  was  fool  enough  to 
come  almost  without  sleep  to  London  in  order  to  catch 
a  glimpse  of  the  bright  eyes  of  E.  N. 

"  She  is  now  in  this  very  house  up  stairs  with  one  aunt, 
whilst  the  other  lets  lodgings  to  her.  I  have  seen  her  but 
very  seldom  indeed  since  I  came  to  London,  where  Sir 
Brian  and  Lady  Ann  do  not  pass  the  season,  and  Ethel 
goes  about  to  a  dozen  parties  every  week  with  old  Lady 
Kew,  who  neither  loves  you  nor  me.  Hearing  E.  say  she 
was  coming  down  to  her  parents  at  Brighton,  I  made  so 
bold  as  to  waylay  her  at  the  train  (though  I  didn't  tell  her 
that  I  passed  three  hours  in  the  waiting-room)  ;  and  we 
made  the  journey  together,  and  she  was  very  kind  and 
beautiful,  and  though  I  suppose  I  might  just  as  well 
ask  the  Royal  Princess  to  have  me,  I  can't  help  hoping 
and  longing  and  hankering  after  her.  And  Aunt  Hon- 
eyman  must  have  found  out  that  I  am  fond  of  her,  for 
the  old  lady  has  received  me  w^ith  a  scolding.  Uncle 
Charles  seems  to  be  in  very  good  condition  again.  I 
saw  him  in  full  clerical  feather  at  JMadame  de  ]\Iont- 
contour's,  a  good-natured  body  who  drops  her  lis, 
though  Florae  is  not  aware  of  their  absence.  Pendennis 
and  Warrington,  I  know,  would  send  you  their  best  re- 
gards. Pen  is  conceited,  but  much  kinder  in  reality  than 
he  has  the  air  of  being.  Fred.  Bayham  is  doing  well, 
and  prospering  in  his  mysterious  way. 
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"Mr.  Binnie  is  not  looking  at  all  well;  and  Mrs. 
Mack— well,  as  I  know  you  never  attack  a  lady  behind 
her  lovely  back,  I  won't  say  a  word  of  JNIrs.  INIack — but 
she  has  taken  possession  of  Uncle  James,  and  seems  to 
me  to  weigh  uj)on  him  somehow.  Rosey  is  as  pretty 
and  good-natured  as  ever,  and  has  learned  two  new 
songs ;  but  you  see,  with  my  sentiments  in  another  quar- 
ter, I  feel  as  it  were  guilty  and  awkward  in  company  of 
Rosey  and  her  mamma.  They  have  become  the  very 
greatest  friends  with  Bryanstone  Square,  and  JNIrs. 
Mack  is  always  citing  Aunt  Hobson  as  the  most  superior 
of  women,  in  which  opinion,  I  dare  saj^  Aunt  Hobson 
concurs. 

"  Good-by,  my  dearest  father;  my  sheet  is  full;  I 
wish  I  could  put  my  arm  in  yours  and  pace  up  and  down 
the  pier  with  you,  and  tell  you  more  and  more.  But  you 
know  enough  now,  and  that  I  am  your  affectionate  son 
alwaj^s,  C.  N." 

In  fact,  when  Mr.  Clive  appeared  at  Steyne  Gardens 
stepping  out  of  the  fly,  and  handing  ]Miss  Ethel  thence, 
INIiss  Honeyman  of  course  was  very  glad  to  see  her 
nephew,  and  saluted  him  with  a  little  embrace  to  show 
her  sense  of  pleasure  at  his  visit.  But  the  next  day, 
being  Sunday,  when  Clive,  with  a  most  engaging  smile 
on  his  countenance,  walked  over  to  breakfast  from  his 
hotel,  ]\Iiss  Hone3"man  woidd  scarcely  speak  to  him  dur- 
ing the  meal,  looked  out  at  him  very  haughtily  from 
under  her  Sunday  cap,  and  received  his  stories  about 
Italy  with  "  Oh!  ah!  indeed!  "  in  a  very  unkind  manner. 
And  when  breakfast  was  over,  and  she  had  done  wash- 
ing her  cliina,  she  fluttered  up  to  Clive  with  such  an 
agitation  of  plumage,  redness  of  craw,  and  anger  of 
manner,  as  a  maternal  hen  shows  if  she  has  reason  to 
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think  you  menace  her  chickens.  She  fluttered  up  to 
Clive,  I  say,  and  cried  out,  "  Xot  in  this  house,  CHve,— 
not  in  this  house,  I  beg  you  to  understand  that! " 

CHve,  looking  amazed,  said,  "  Certainly  not,  ma'am; 
I  never  did  do  it  in  the  house,  as  I  know  you  don't  like 
it.  I  was  going  into  the  Square."  The  young  mai. 
meaning  that  he  was  about  to  smoke,  and  conjecturing 
that  his  aunt's  anger  applied  to  that  practice. 

"You  know  very  well  what  I  mean,  sir!  Don't  try 
to  turn  me  off  in  that  highty-tighty  way.  jNI}^  dinner 
to-day  is  at  half -past  one.  You  can  dine  or  not  as  you 
like,"  and  the  old  lady  flounced  out  of  the  room. 

Poor  Clive  stood  rolling  his  cigar  in  sad  perplexity 
of  spirit,  until  ]Mrs.  Honeyman's  servant  Hannah  en- 
tered, who,  for  her  part,  grinned  and  looked  particularly 
sly.  "  In  the  name  of  goodness,  Hannah,  what  is  the 
row  about?  "  cries  ^Ir.  Clive.  "  What  is  vs\y  aunt  scold- 
ing at?  What  are  vou  grinning  at,  vou  old  Cheshire 
cat?" 

"  Git  'long,  ]Master  Clive,"  says  Hannah,  patting  the 
cloth. 

"  Get  along!  why  get  along,  and  where  am  I  to  get 
along  to?  " 

"  Did'ee  do  ut  really  now,  ^Master  Clive?  "  cries  ]Mrs. 
Honeyman's  attendant,  grinning  with  the  utmost  good 
humour.  "  Well,  she  be  as  pretty  a  young  lady  as  ever 
I  saw;  and  as  I  told  my  ^lissis,  '  ]Miss  ]Martha,'  says  I, 
'  there's  a  j^air  on  'em.'  Though  ]Missis  was  mortal 
angry,  to  be  sure.    She  never  could  bear  it." 

"Bear  XL-hat?  you  old  goose!"  cries  Clive,  who  by 
these  playful  names  had  been  wont  to  designate  Hannah 
these  twenty  years  past. 

"  A  young  gentleman  and  a  young  lady  a  kissing  of 
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each  other  in  the  railway  coach,"  says  Hannah,  jerking 
up  with  her  finger  to  the  ceihng,  as  much  as  to  say, 
"  There  she  is!  Lar,  she  be  a  pretty  young  creature, 
that  she  be!  and  so  I  told  jNliss  JNIartha."  Thus  differ- 
ently had  the  news  which  had  come  to  them  on  the 
previous  night  affected  the  old  lady  and  her  maid. 

The  news  was,  that  jNIiss  Xewcome's  maid  (a  giddy 
thing  from  the  country,  who  had  not  even  learned  as  yet 
to  hold  her  tongue,)  had  announced  with  giggling  de- 
light to  Lady  Ann's  maid,  who  was  taking  tea  with 
Mrs.  Hicks,  that  Mr.  Clive  had  given  Miss  Ethel  a  kiss 
in  the  tunnel,  and  she  supposed  it  was  a  match.  This 
intelligence  Hannah  Hicks  took  to  her  mistress,  of  whose 
angry  behaviour  to  Clive  the  next  morning  you  may 
now  understand  the  cause. 

Clive  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh  or  to  be  in  a 
rage.  He  swore  that  he  was  as  innocent  of  all  intention 
of  kissing  jVIiss  Ethel  as  of  embracing  Queen  Elizabeth. 
He  was  shocked  to  think  of  his  cousin,  walking  above, 
fancy-free  in  maiden  meditation,  whilst  this  conversation 
regarding  her  was  carried  on  below.  How  could  he 
face  her,  or  her  mother,  or  even  her  maid,  now  he  had 
cognisance  of  this  naughty  calumny?  "  Of  course  Han- 
nah had  contradicted  it?  "  "  Of  course  I  have  a  done  no 
such  a  thing  indeed,"  replied  Master  Clive's  old  friend ; 
"  of  course  I  have  set  'em  down  a  bit;  for  when  little 
Trimmer  said  it,  and  she  supposed  it  was  all  settled  be- 
tween you,  seeing  how  it  had  been  a  going  on  in  foreign 
parts  last  year,  INIrs.  Pincott  says,  '  Hold  your  silly 
tongue.  Trimmer,'  she  says;  *  JNIiss  Ethel  marry  a 
painter,  indeed.  Trimmer!'  says  she,  'while  she  has 
refused  to  be  a  Countess,'  she  says ;  '  and  can  be  a  ]\Iar- 
chioness  any  day,  and  will  be  a  INIarchioness.    JNIarrv  a 
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painter,  indeed!'  Mrs.  Pineott  says;  'Trimmer,  I'm 
surprised  at  your  imj)idence.'  So,  my  dear,  I  got  angry 
at  that,"  Clive's  champion  continued,  "  and  says  I,  '  If 
my  young  IMaster  ain't  good  enough  for  anj'-  young  lady 
in  this  world,'  says  I,  '  I'd  like  you  to  show  her  to  me: 
and  if  his  dear  father,  the  Colonel,'  says  I,  '  ain't  as 
good  as  your  old  gentleman  up  stairs,'  says  I,  '  who  has 
gruel  and  dines  upon  doctor's  stuff,  then,  Mrs.  Pineott,' 
says  I,  '  my  name  isn't  what  it  is,'  says  I.  Those  were 
my  very  w^ords,  IMaster  Clive,  my  dear;  and  then  Mrs. 
Pineott  says,  '  Mrs.  Hicks,'  she  says,  '  you  don't  under- 
stand society,'  she  says ;  '  you  don't  understand  society, 
he!  he!'  "  and  the  country  lady,  with  considerable  hu- 
mour, gave  an  imitation  of  the  town  lady's  manner. 

At  this  juncture  ]Miss  Honeyman  re-entered  the  par- 
lour, arrayed  in  her  Sunday  bonnet,  her  stiff  and  spot- 
less collar,  her  Cashmere  shawl  and  Agra  brooch,  and 
carrying  her  Bible  and  Prayer-book,  each  stitched  in  its 
neat  cover  of  brown  silk.  "  Don't  stay  chattering  here, 
you  idle  woman,"  she  cried  to  her  attendant  with  extreme 
asperity.  "  And  you,  sir,  if  you  Avish  to  smoke  your 
cigars,  you  had  best  walk  down  to  the  cliff  where  the 
Cockneys  are !  "  she  added,  glowering  at  Clive. 

"  Now  I  understand  it  all,"  Clive  said,  trying  to  de- 
precate her  anger.  "  My  dear  good  aunt,  it's  a  most 
absurd  mistake ;  upon  my  honour,  INIiss  Ethel  is  as  inno- 
cent as  you  are." 

"  Innocent  or  not,  this  house  is  not  intended  for  assig- 
nations, Clive!  As  long  as  Sir  Brian  Xew^come  lodges 
here,  you  will  be  pleased  to  keep  away  from  it,  sir ;  and 
though  I  don't  approve  of  Sunday  travelling,  I  think  the 
very  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  put  yourself  in  the  train 
and  go  back  to  London." 
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And  now,  young  people,  who  read  my  moral  pages, 
you  will  see  how  highly  imprudent  it  is  to  sit  with  your 
cousins  in  railway-carriages;  and  how,  though  you  may 
not  mean  the  slightest  harm  in  the  world,  a  great  deal 
may  be  attributed  to  j'ou;    and  how,  when  you  think 


j^ou  are  managing  your  little  absurd  love-affairs  ever  so 
quietly,  Jeames  and  Betsy  in  the  servants'-hall  are  very 
likely  talking  about  them,  and  you  are  putting  yourself 
in  the  power  of  those  menials.  If  the  perusal  of  these 
lines  has  rendered  one  single  young  couple  uncomfort- 
able, surely  my  amiable  end  is  answered,  and  I  have 
written  not  altogether  in  vain. 

Clive  was  going  away,  innocent  though  he  was,  yet 
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quivering  under  his  aunt's  reproof,  and  so  put  out  of 
countenance  that  he  had  not  even  thought  of  hghting 
the  great  cigar  which  he  stuck  into  his  foohsh  mouth; 
when  a  shout  of  "  Chve!  Chve!  "  from  half-a-dozen  httle 
voices  roused  him,  and  presently  as  many  little  New- 
comes  came  toddling  down  the  stairs,  and  this  one  clung 
round  his  knees,  and  that  at  the  skirts  of  his  coat,  and 
another  took  his  hand  and  said,  he  must  come  and  walk 
with  them  on  the  beach. 

So  away  went  Clive  to  walk  with  his  cousins,  and  then 
to  see  his  old  friend  Miss  Cann,  with  whom  and  the  elder 
children  he  walked  to  church,  and  issuing  thence  greeted 
Lady  Ann  and  Ethel  (who  had  also  attended  the  ser- 
vice) in  the  most  natural  way  in  the  world. 

While  engaged  in  talking  with  these,  JNIiss  Honey- 
man  came  out  of  the  sacred  edifice,  crisp  and  stately  in 
the  famous  Agra  brooch  and  Cashmere  shawl.  The 
good-natured  Lady  Ann  had  a  smile  and  a  kind  word 
for  her  as  for  everybody.  Clive  went  up  to  his  maternal 
aunt  to  offer  his  arm.  "  You  must  give  him  up  to  us 
for  dinner.  Miss  Honeyman,  if  you  please  to  be  so  very 
kind.  He  was  so  good-natured  in  escorting  Ethel  down," 
Lady  Ann  said. 

"  H'm!  my  lady,"  says  Miss  Honeyman,  perking  her 
head  up  in  her  collar.  Clive  did  not  know  whether  to 
laugh  or  not,  but  a  fine  blush  illuminated  his  counte- 
nance. As  for  Ethel,  she  was  and  looked  perfectly  un- 
conscious. So,  rustling  in  her  stiff  black  silk,  Martha 
Honeyman  walked  with  her  nephew  silent  by  the  shore 
of  the  much-sounding  sea.  The  idea  of  courtship,  of 
osculatory  processes,  of  marrying  and  giving  in  mar- 
riage, made  this  elderly  virgin  chafe  and  fume,  she 
never  having,  at  any  period  of  her  life,  indulged  in  any 
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such  ideas  or  practices,  and  being  angry  against  them, 
as  childless  wives  will  sometimes  be  angry  and  testy 
against  matrons  with  their  prattle  about  their  nurseries. 
Now,  ]Miss  Cann  was  a  different  sort  of  spinster,  and 
loved  a  bit  of  sentiment  with  all  her  heart,  from  which 
I  am  led  to  conclude — but,  pray,  is  this  the  history  of 
INIiss  Cann  or  of  the  Xewcomes? 

All  these  Xewcomes  then  entered  into  ]Miss  Honey- 
man's  house,  where  a  number  of  little  knives  and  forks 
were  laid  for  them.  Ethel  was  cold  and  thoughtful; 
Lady  Ann  was  perfectly  good-natured  as  her  wont  was. 
Sir  Brian  came  in  on  the  arm  of  his  valet  presently, 
wearing  that  look  of  extra  neatness  which  invalids  have, 
who  have  just  been  shaved  and  combed,  and  made  ready 
by  their  attendants  to  receive  company.  He  was  volu- 
ble :  though  there  was  a  perceptible  change  in  his  voice : 
he  talked  chiefly  of  matters  which  had  occurred  forty 
years  ago,  and  especially  of  Clive's  own  father,  when  he 
was  a  boy,  in  a  manner  which  interested  the  j^oung  man 
and  Ethel.  "  He  threw  me  down  in  a  chaise — sad  chap 
— always  reading  '  Orme's  History  of  India  ' — wanted 
marry  Frenchwoman.  He  wondered  JNIrs.  Xewcome 
didn't  leave  Tom  anything— 'pon  my  word,  quite 
s'prise."  The  events  of  to-day,  the  House  of  Commons, 
the  City,  had  little  interest  for  him.  All  the  children 
went  up  and  shook  him  by  the  hand,  with  awe  in  their 
looks,  and  he  patted  their  yellow  heads  vacantly  and 
kindly.  He  asked  Clive  (several  times)  where  he  had 
been?  and  said  he  himself  had  had  a  slight  'tack— vay 
slight — was  getting  well  ev'y  day — strong  as  a  horse — 
go  back  to  Parliament  d'rectly.  And  then  he  became 
a  little  peevish  with  Parker,  his  man,  about  his  broth. 
The  man  retired,  and  came  back  presently,  with  pro- 
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found  bows  and  graWtr,  to  tell  Sir  Brian  dinner  was 
ready,  and  he  went  away  quite  briskly  at  this  news,  giv- 
ing a  couple  of  fingers  to  Chve  before  he  disappeared 
into  the  upper  apartments.  Good-natured  Lady  Ann 
was  as  easy  about  this  as  about  the  other  events  of  this 
world.  In  later  days,  with  what  a  strange  feeling  we 
remember  that  last  sight  we  have  of  the  old  friend :  that 
nod  of  farewell,  and  shake  of  the  hand,  that  last  look 
of  tiie  face  and  figure  as  the  door  closes  on  him.  or  the 
coadi  drives  away  I  So  the  roast-mutton  was  ready, 
and  all  the  children  dined  very  heartily. 

The  infantile  meal  had  not  been  long  concluded,  when 
servants  announced  "  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh:  "  and 
that  nobl^nan  made  his  appearance  to  pay  his  respects 
to  Miss  Xewcome  and  Lady  Ann.  He  brought  the  very 
last  news  of  the  very  last  party  in  London,  where 
"  Really,  upon  my  honour,  now,  it  was  quite  a  stupid 
party,  because  3Iiss  Xewcome  wasn't  there.  It  was  now. 
really." 

3Iiss  Xewcc«ne  remarked,  if  he  said  so  upon  his  hon- 
our, of  course  she  was  satisfied. 

"As  you  weren't  there."  the  young  nobleman  con- 
tinued. "  the  ^liss  Rackstraws  came  out  quite  strong : 
really  they  did  now,  upon  my  honour.  It  was  quite  a 
quiet  thing.  Lady  ^lerriborough  hadn't  even  got  a  new 
crown  on.  Ladv  Ann.  vou  shirk  London  societv  this 
year,  and  we  miss  you :  we  expected  you  to  give  us  two 
or  three  things  this  season :  we  did  now,  really.  I  said 
to  Tufthunt,  only  yesterday,  why  has  not  Lady  Ann 
Xewcome  given  anvthing :  You  know  Tufthunt  f  Thev 
say  he's  a  clever  fellow,  and  that — but  he's  a  low  Httle 
beast,  and  I  hate  him." 

Ladv  Ann  said,  "  Sir  Brian's  bad  state  of  health  pre- 
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vented  her  from  going  out  this  season,  or  receiving  at 
home." 

"  It  don't  prevent  your  mother  from  going  out, 
though."  continued  my  lord.  "  Upon  my  hoDOur,  I 
think  unless  she  got  two  or  three  things  every  night,  I 
think  she'd  die.  Lady  Kew's  Hke  one  of  those  horses, 
you  know,  that  unless  they  go  they  drop." 

"  Thank  you  for  my  mother, '  said  Lady  Ann. 

"  She  is,  upon  my  honour.  Last  night  I  know  she 
was  at  ever  so  many  places.  She  dined  at  the  Bloxams, 
for  I  was  there.  Then  she  said  she  was  going  to  sit  with 
old  Mrs.  Crackthorpe,  who  has  broke  her  collar-bone, 
( that  Crackthorpe  in  the  Life  Guards,  her  grandson,  is 
a  brute,  and  I  hope  she  won't  leave  him  a  shillin*,  >  and 
then  she  came  on  to  Lady  Hawkstone's,  where  I  beard 
her  say  she  had  been  at  the — at  the  Flowerdales',  too. 
People  begin  to  go  to  those  Flowerdales.  Hanged  if  I 
know  where  they  won't  go  next.  Cotton-spinner,  wasn't 
he?" 

"  So  were  we,  my  lord,''  says  !Miss  Xewcome. 

"  Oh.  yes,  I  forgot!  But  you're  of  an  old  family — 
very  old  family." 

"  We  can't  help  it."  said  !Miss  Ethel,  archly.  Lideed, 
she  thought  she  was. 

"  Do  you  believe  in  the  barber-surgeon  ?  "  asked  Chve. 
And  my  lord  looked  at  him  with  a  noble  curiosity,  as 
much  as  to  say.  "  WTio  the  deuce  was  the  barber-surgeon  ? 
and  who  the  devil  are  you  ?  " 

"  Why  should  we  disown  our  family  ? "  3Iiss  Ethel 
said,  simply.  "  In  those  early  days  I  suppose  people 
did— did  all  sorts  of  things,  and  it  was  not  considered 
at  all  out  of  the  way  to  be  surgeon  to  William  the  Con- 
queror." 
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"  Edward  the  Confessor,"  interposed  Clive.  "  And 
it  must  be  true,  because  I  have  seen  a  picture  of  the  bar- 
ber-surgeon: a  friend  of  mine,  ]M'Collop,  did  the  pic- 
ture, and  I  dare  say  it  is  for  sale  still." 

Lady  Ann  said  "  she  should  be  delighted  to  see  it." 
Lord  Farintosh  remembered  that  the  JNl'Collop  had  the 
moor  next  to  his  in  Argyleshire,  but  did  not  choose  to 
commit  himself  with  the  stranger;  and  preferred  look- 
ing at  his  own  handsome  face  and  admiring  it  in  the 
glass  until  the  last  speaker  had  concluded  his  remarks. 

As  Clive  did  not  offer  any  farther  conversation,  but 
went  back  to  a  table,  where  he  began  to  draw  the  barber- 
surgeon.  Lord  Farintosh  resumed  the  delightful  talk. 
"  What  infernal  bad  glasses  these  are  in  these  Brighton 
lodging-houses!  They  make  a  man  look  quite  green, 
really  they  do — and  there's  nothing  green  in  me,  is  there. 
Lady  Ann?  " 

"  But  you  look  very  unwell,  Lord  Farintosh ;  indeed 
you  do,"  ]Miss  Xewcome  said,  gravely.  "  I  think  late 
hours,  and  smoking,  and  going  to  that  horrid  Piatt's, 
where  I  dare  say  you  go — " 

"  Go?  don't  I?  But  don't  call  it  horrid;  really,  now, 
don't  call  it  horrid!  "  cried  the  noble  ]Marquis. 

"  Well — something  has  made  you  look  far  from  well. 
You  know  how  very  well  Lord  Farintosh  used  to  look, 
mamma — and  to  see  him  now,  in  only  his  second  season 
— oh,  it  is  melancholy!  " 

"God  bless  my  soul,  ]Miss  Xewcome!  what  do  you 
mean?  I  think  I  look  prett}^  well,"  and  the  noble  youth 
passed  his  hand  through  his  hair.  "  It  is  a  hard  life,  I 
know:  that  tearin'  about  night  after  night,  and  sittin' 
up  till  ever  so  much  o'clock;  and  then  all  these  races, 
you  know,  comin'   one  after  another — it's   enough  to 
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knock  up  any  fellow.  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do,  ^liss 
Xewcome.  I'll  go  down  to  Codlington,  to  my  mother; 
I  will,  upon  my  honour,  and  he  quiet  all  July,  and  then 
I'll  go  to  Scotland — and  you  shall  see  whether  I  don't 
look  better  next  season.'' 

"  Do,  Lord  Farintosh!  "  said  Ethel,  greatly  amused, 
as  much,  perhaps,  at  the  young  ]Marquis,  as  at  her  cousin 
Clive,  who  sat,  whilst  the  other  was  speaking,  fuming 
with  rage,  at  his  table.  "  What  are  you  doing.  Clive?  " 
she  asks. 

"  I  was  trying  to  draw.  Lord  knows  who — Lord  Xew- 
come, who  was  killed  at  the  Battle  of  Bosworth,"  said 
the  artist,  and  the  girl  ran  to  look  at  the  picture. 

"  Why,  you  have  made  him  like  Punch,"  cries  the 
young  lady. 

"  It's  a  shame  caricaturing  one's  own  flesh  and  blood, 
isn't  it?"  asked  Clive,  gravely. 

"  What  a  droll,  funny  picture!  "  exclaims  Lady  Ann. 
"  Isn't  it  capital,  Lord  Farintosh?  " 

"  I  dare  say — I  confess  I  don't  understand  that  sort 
of  thing,"  says  his  lordship.  "  Don't,  upon  my  honour. 
There's  Odo  Carton,  always  making  those  caricatures — 
I  don't  understand  'em.  You'll  come  up  to  town  to- 
morrow, won't  you?  And  you're  goin'  to  Lady  Hm's, 
and  to  Hm  and  Hm's,  ain't  you?  "  (The  names  of  these 
aristocratic  places  of  resort  were  quite  inaudible.)  "  You 
mustn't  let  ]Miss  Blackcap  have  it  all  her  own  way,  you 
know,  that  you  mustn't." 

"  She  won't  have  it  all  her  own  way,"  says  !Miss  Ethel. 
"  I^ord  Farintosh,  will  you  do  me  a  favour?  Lady  In- 
nishowan  is  your  aunt?  " 

"Of  course  she  is  my  aunt." 

"  Will  j'ou  be  so  very  good  as  to  get  a  card  for  her 
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party  on  Tuesday,  for  my  cousin,  ]Mr.  Clive  Xewcome? 
Clive,  please  be  introduced  to  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh." 

The  young  Marquis  perfectly  well  recollected  those 
moustachios  and  their  wearer  on  a  former  night,  though 
he  had  not  thought  fit  to  make  any  sign  of  recognition. 
"Anything  j^ou  wish.  Miss  Newcome,"  he  said;  "de- 
lighted, I'm  sure;"  and  turning  to  Clive — "In  the 
army,  I  suppose?" 

"  I  am  an  artist,"  says  Clive,  turning  very  red. 

"  Oh,  really,  I  didn't  know,"  cries  the  nobleman;  and 
my  lord  bursting  out  laughing  presently  as  he  was  en- 
gaged in  conversation  with  INIiss  Ethel  on  the  balcony, 
Chve  thought,  very  likely  with  justice,  "  He  is  making 
fun  of  my  moustachios.  Confound  him;  I  should  like 
to  pitch  him  over  into  the  street."  But  this  was  only  a 
kind  wish  on  ]Mr.  Newcome's  part;  not  followed  out 
by  any  immediate  fulfilmicnt. 

As  the  Marquis  of  Farintosh  seemed  inclined  to  pro- 
long his  visit,  and  his  company  was  exceedingh^  disagree- 
able to  Clive,  the  latter  took  his  departure  for  an  after- 
noon walk,  consoled  to  think  that  he  should  have  Ethel 
to  himself  at  the  evening's  dinner,  when  Lady  Ann 
would  be  occupied  about  Sir  Brian,  and  would  be  sure 
to  be  putting  the  children  to  bed,  and,  in  a  word,  would 
give  him  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  delightful  tete-a-tete 
with  the  beautiful  Ethel. 

Clive's  disgust  was  considerable  when  he  came  to  din- 
ner at  length,  and  found  Lord  Farintosh  likewise  invited, 
and  sprawling  in  the  drawing-room.  His  hopes  of  a 
tete-a-tete  were  over.  Ethel  and  Lady  Ann  and  my 
lord  talked,  as  all  people  will,  about  their  mutual  ac- 
quaintance: what  parties  were  coming  oiF,  who  was 
going  to  marry  whom,  and  so  forth.     And  as  the  per- 
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sons  about  whom  they  conversed  were  in  their  own  sta- 
tion of  hfe,  and  belonged  to  the  fashionable  world,  of 
which  Clive  had  but  a  slight  knowledge,  he  chose  to 
fancy  that  his  cousin  was  giving  herself  airs,  and  to  feel 
sulky  and  uneasy  during  their  dialogue. 

Miss  Newcome  had  faults  of  her  own,  and  was  worldly 
enough,  as  perhaps  the  reader  has  begun  to  perceive; 
but  in  this  instance,  no  harm,  sure,  was  to  be  attributed 
to  her.  If  two  gossips  in  Aunt  Honeyman's  parlour 
had  talked  over  the  aif  airs  of  ]Mr.  Jones  and  ]Mr.  Brown, 
Clive  would  not  have  been  angry;  but  a  young  man  of 
spirit  not  unfrequently  mistakes  his  vanity  for  inde- 
pendence: and  it  is  certain  that  nothing  is  more 
offensive  to  us  of  the  middle  class  than  to  hear  the 
names  of  great  folks  constantly  introduced  into  con- 
versation. 

So  Clive  was  silent  and  ate  no  dinner,  to  the  alarm  of 
Hannah,  who  had  put  him  to  bed  many  a  time,  and 
always  had  a  maternal  eye  over  him.  When  he  actually 
refused  currant  and  raspberry  tart  and  custard,  the 
chef-d'oeuvre  of  INIiss  Honeyman,  for  which  she  had 
seen  him  absolutely  cry  in  his  childhood,  the  good  Han- 
nah was  alarmed. 

"Law,  iNIaster  Clive!"  she  said,  "  do-ee  eat  some. 
Missis  made  it,  you  know  she  did ;  "  and  she  insisted  on 
bringing  back  the  tart  to  him. 

Lady  Ann  and  Ethel  laughed  at  this  eagerness  on 
the  worthy  old  woman's  part.  "  Do'ee  eat  some,  Clive," 
says  Ethel,  imitating  honest  JNIrs.  Hicks,  who  had  left 
the  room. 

"  It's  doosid  good,"  remarked  Lord  Farintosh. 

"Then  do'ee  eat  some  more,"  said  ^liss  Xewcome: 
on  which  the  young  nobleman,  holding  out  his  plate,  ob- 
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served  with  much  affability,  that  the  cook  of  the  lodgings 
was  really  a  stunner  for  tarts. 

"  The  cook,  dear  me,  it's  not  the  cook! "  cries  Miss 
Ethel.  "  Don't  you  remember  the  princess  in  the  Ara- 
bian Nights,  who  was  such  a  stunner  for  tarts.  Lord 
Farintosh?" 

Lord  Farintosh  couldn't  say  that  he  did. 

"Well,  I  thought  not;  but  there  was  a  princess  in 
Arabia  or  China  or  somewhere,  who  made  such  deUcious 
tarts  and  custards  that  nobody's  could  compare  with 
them;  and  there  is  an  old  lady  in  Brighton  who  has  the 
same  wonderful  talent.  She  is  the  mistress  of  this 
house." 

"  And  she  is  my  aunt,  at  your  lordship's  service,"  said 
Mr.  Clive,  with  great  dignity. 

"  Upon  my  honour!  did  you  make  'em.  Lady  Ann?  " 
asked  my  lord. 

"  The  Queen  of  Hearts  made  tarts!  "  cried  out  Miss 
Newcome,  rather  eagerly,  and  blushing  somewhat. 

"  My  good  old  aunt.  Miss  Honeyman,  made  this  one," 
Clive  would  go  on  to  say. 

"  Mr.  Honeyman's  sister,  the  preacher,  you  know, 
where  we  go  on  Sunday,"  Miss  Ethel  interposed. 

"  The  Honeyman  pedigree  is  not  a  matter  of  very 
great  importance,"  Lady  Ann  remarked  gently. 
"  Kuhn,  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  take  away  these 
things?  When  did  you  hear  of  Colonel  Newcome, 
Clive?" 

An  air  of  deep  bewilderment  and  perplexity  had 
spread  over  Lord  Farintosh's  fine  countenance  whilst 
this  talk  about  pastry  had  been  going  on.  The  Arabian 
Princess,  the  Queen  of  Hearts  making  tarts,  Miss  Hon- 
eyman? Who  the  deuce  were  all  these?  Such  may  have 
been  his  lordship's  doubts  and  queries.     Whatever  his 
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cogitations  were,  he  did  not  give  utterance  to  them,  but 
remained  in  silence  for  some  time,  as  did  the  rest  of  the 
little  party.  Clive  tried  to  think  he  had  asserted  his 
independence  by  showing  that  he  was  not  ashamed  of  his 
old  aunt;  but  the  doubt  nvdy  be  whether  there  was  any 
necessity  for  presenting  her  in  this  company,  and  whether 
Mr.  Clive  had  not  much  better  have  left  the  tart  question 
alone. 

Ethel  evidently  thought  so ;  for  she  talked  and  rattled 
in  the  most  lively  manner  with  Lord  Farintosh  for  the 
rest  of  the  evening,  and  scarcely  chose  to  say  a  word  to 
her  cousin.  Lady  Ann  was  absent  with  Sir  Brian  and 
her  children  for  the  most  part  of  the  time;  and  thus 
Clive  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to  Miss  Newcome 
uttering  all  sorts  of  odd  little  paradoxes,  firing  the  while 
sly  shots  at  Mr.  Clive,  and,  indeed,  making  fun  of  his 
friends,  exhibiting  herself  in  not  the  most  agreeable 
light.  Her  talk  only  served  the  more  to  bewilder  Lord 
Farintosh,  who  did  not  understand  a  tithe  of  her  allu- 
sions; for  heaven,  which  had  endowed  the  young  Mar- 
quis with  personal  charms,  a  large  estate,  an  ancient  title 
and  the  pride  belonging  to  it,  had  not  supplied  his  lord- 
ship with  a  great  quantity  of  brains,  or  a  very  feeling 
heart. 

Lady  Ann  came  back  from  the  upper  regions  pres- 
ently with  rather  a  grave  face,  and  saying  that  Sir  Brian 
was  not  so  well  this  evening,  upon  which  the  young  men 
rose  to  depart.  ]\Iy  lord  said  he  had  had  "  a  most  de- 
lightful dinner  and  a  most  delightful  tart,  'pon  his  hon- 
our," and  was  the  only  one  of  the  little  company  who 
laughed  at  his  own  remark.  INIiss  Ethel's  eyes  flaslied 
scorn  at  ^Nlr.  Clive  when  that  unfortunate  subject  was 
introduced  again. 

My  lord  was  going  back  to  London  to-morrow.    Was 
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Miss  Xewcome  going  back?  Wouldn't  he  like  to  go 
back  in  the  train  -sWth  her  I— another  unlucky  observa- 
tion. Lady  Ann  said,  "  It  would  depend  on  the  state 
of  Sir  Brian's  health  the  next  morning  whether  Ethel 
would  return ;  and  both  of  vou  o-entlemen  are  too  vounff 
to  be  her  escort,"  added  the  kind  lady.  Then  she  shook 
hands  with  CMve,  as  thinking  she  had  said  something  too 
severe  for  him. 

Farintosh  in  the  meantime  was  taking  leave  of  ]Miss 
Xewcome.  "  Pray,  pray."  said  his  lordship,  "  don't 
throw  me  over  at  Lady  Innishowan's.  You  know  I  hate 
balls  and  never  go  to  'em,  except  when  you  go.  I  hate 
dancing,  I  do,  'pon  my  honour." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  ^liss  Xewcome,  %vith  a  curtsey. 

"  Except  with  one  person — only  one  person,  upon  my 
honour.  I'll  remember  and  get  the  invitation  for  your 
friend.  And  if  you  would  but  trt^  that  mare,  I  give  you 
my  honour  I  bred  her  at  Codlington.  She's  a  beauty-  to 
look  at,  and  as  quiet  as  a  lamb." 

"  I  don't  want  a  horse  hke  a  lamb,"  rephed  the  young 
lady. 

"Well — she'll  go  hke  blazes  now:  and  over  timber 
she's  splendid  now.     She  is,  upon  my  honour." 

"  When  I  come  to  London  perhaps  you  may  trot  her 
out,"  said  ^liss  Ethel,  giving  him  her  hand  and  a  fine 
smile. 

Clive  came  up  biting  his  lips.  "  I  suppose  you  don't 
condescend  to  ride  Bhurtpore  any  more  now?  "  he  said. 

"  Poor  old  Bhurtpore  I  The  children  ride  him  now," 
said  ]Miss  Ethel — giving  Clive  at  the  same  time  a  dan- 
gerous look  of  her  eyes,  as  though  to  see  if  her  shot  had 
hit.  Then  she  added.  "  Xo — he  has  not  been  brought  up 
to  town  this  vear:    he  is  at  Xewcome,  and  I  like  him 
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very  much."  Perhaps  she  thought  the  shot  had  struck 
too  deep. 

But  if  Clive  was  hurt  he  did  not  show  his  wound. 
"  You  have  had  him  these  four  years — yes,  it's  four  years 
since  my  father  broke  him  for  you.  And  you  still  con- 
tinue to  hke  him?  What  a  miracle  of  constancy!  You 
use  him  sometimes  in  the  country — when  you  have  no 
better  horse — what  a  compliment  to  Bhurtpore!" 

"  Xonsense!  "  jMiss  Ethel  here  made  Clive  a  sign  in 
her  most  imperious  manner  to  stay  a  moment  when  Lord 
Farintosh  had  departed. 

But  he  did  not  choose  to  obey  this  order.  "  Good- 
night," he  said.  "  Before  I  go  I  must  shake  hands  with 
my  aunt  down  stairs."  And  he  was  gone,  following 
close  upon  Lord  Farintosh,  who  I  dare  say  thought, 
*'  Why  the  deuce  can't  he  shake  hands  with  his  aunt 
up  here?  "  and  when  Clive  entered  ^liss  Honeyman's 
back  parlour,  making  a  bow  to  the  young  nobleman,  my 
lord  went  away  more  perplexed  than  ever ;  and  the  next 
day  told  friends  at  White's  what  uncommonly  queer 
people  those  Xewcomes  were.  "  I  give  you  my  honour 
there  was  a  fellow  at  Lady  Ann's  whom  they  call  Clive, 
who  is  a  painter  by  trade — his  uncle  is  a  preacher — his 
father  is  a  horse-dealer,  and  his  aunt  lets  lodgings  and 
cooks  the  dinner." 


CHAPTER   XLIII 


RETL-KS'S    TO    SOME    OlD     mUESDS 


HE  haggard  youth 
burst  into  my  cham- 
bers, in  the  Temple, 
on  the  very  next 
morninor.  and  COn- 
fided  to  me  the 
story  which  has 
been  just  here  nar- 
rated. When 
he  had  con- 
cluded it.  with 
many  ejacu- 
lations re- 
garding the  heroine  of  the  tale,  "  I  saw  her,  sir,"  he 
added,  "  walkiiig  with  the  children  and  ^liss  Cann  as  I 
drove  rocmd  in  the  fly  to  the  station — and  didn't  even 
bow  to  her." 

"  Why  did  you  go  round  by  the  chff  f  *  asked  CHve's 
fiieDd.  "  That  is  not  the  way  from  the  '  Steyne  Arms  ' 
to  the  railroad.*' 

"Hang  it,"  says  CHve.  turning  very  red.  "  I  wanted 
to  pass  just  under  her  windows,  and  if  I  saw  her,  not  to 
see  her:  and  that's  what  I  did.'' 

**  Why  did  she  walk  on  the  clifi*."  mused  Chve's  friend, 
"at  that  early  hour?  Xot  to  meet  Lord  Farintosh.  I 
should  think.    He  never  gets  up  before  twelve.    It  must 
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have  been  to  see  you.  Didn't  you  tell  her  you  were 
going  away  in  the  morning?  " 

"  I  tell  you  what  she  does  with  me,"  'continues  !Mr. 
Clive.  "  Sometimes  she  seems  to  like  me,  and  then  she 
leaves  me.  Sometimes  she  is  quite  kind — kind  she  al- 
ways is — I  mean,  you  know.  Pen — you  know  what  I 
mean ;  and  then  up  comes  the  old  Countess,  or  a  young 
^larquis,  or  some  fellow  with  a  handle  to  his  name,  and 
she  whistles  me  off  till  the  next  convenient  opportunity." 

"  Women  are  hke  that,  my  ingenuous  youth,"  says 
Clive's  counsellor. 

"  I  won't  stand  it.  /  won't  be  made  a  fool  of !  "  he 
continues.  "  She  seems  to  expect  ever\'body  to  bow  to 
her,  and  moves  through  the  world  ^vith  her  imperious 
airs.  Oh,  how  confoundedly  handsome  she  is  with  them  I 
I  tell  you  what.  I  feel  incUned  to  tumble  down  and  feel 
one  of  her  prettv'  httle  feet  on  my  neck  and  say,  There ! 
Trample  my  Hfe  out.  Make  a  slave  of  me.  Let  me  get 
a  silver  collar  and  mark  '  Ethel '  on  it,  and  go  through 
the  world  with  my  badge." 

"  And  a  blue  ribbon  for  a  footman  to  hold  you  by; 
and  a  muzzle  to  wear  in  the  dog-days.  Bow  I  wow !  "  says 
^Ir.  Pendennis. 

( At  this  noise  ^Ir.  Warrington  puts  his  head  in  from 
the  neighbouring  bed-chamber,  and  shows  a  beard  just 
lathered  for  shaving.  "  We  are  talking  sentiment!  Go 
back  till  you  are  wanted!  "  says  ^Ir.  Pendennis.  Exit 
he  of  the  soap-suds.) 

"  Don't  make  fun  of  a  fellow."  Clive  continues,  laugh- 
ing ruefully.  "  You  see  I  must  talk  about  it  to  some- 
body. I  shall  die  if  I  don't.  Sometimes,  sir,  I  rise  up 
in  my  might  and  I  defy  her  lightning.  The  sarcastic 
dodffe  is  the  best :   I  have  borrowed  that  from  vou.  Pen, 
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old  boy.  That  puzzles  her :  that  would  beat  her  I  could 
but  go  on  with  it.  But  there  comes  a  tone  of  her  sweet 
voice,  a  look  out  of  those  killing  grey  eyes,  and  all  my 
frame  is  in  a  thrill  and  a  tremble.  When  she  was  en- 
gaged to  Lord  Kew  I  did  battle  with  the  confounded 
passion — and  I  ran  away  from  it  like  an  honest  man, 
and  the  gods  rewarded  me  with  ease  of  mind  after  a 
while.  But  now  the  thing  rages  worse  than  ever.  Last 
night,  I  give  you  my  honour,  I  heard  every  one  of  the 
confounded  hours  toll,  except  the  last,  when  I  was  dream- 
ing of  my  father,  and  the  chamber-maid  woke  me  with  a 
hot-water  jug." 

"Did  she  scald  you?  What  a  cruel  chamber-maid! 
I  see  you  have  shaven  the  moustachios  off." 

"  Farintosh  asked  me  whether  I  was  going  into  the 
army,"  said  Clive,  "  and  she  laughed.  I  thought  I  had 
best  dock  them.  Oh,  I  would  like  to  cut  my  head  off  as 
well  as  my  hair!  " 

"Have  you  ever  asked  her  to  marry  you?"  asked 
Clive's  friend. 

"  I  have  seen  her  but  five  times  since  my  return  from 
abroad,"  the  lad  went  on;  "  there  has  been  always  some- 
body by.  Who  am  I?  a  painter  with  five  hundred  a 
year  for  an  allowance.  Isn't  she  used  to  walk  upon  vel- 
vet and  dine  upon  silver;  and  hasn't  she  got  marquises 
and  barons,  and  all  sorts  of  swells,  in  her  train?  I 
daren't  ask  her — " 

Here  his  friend  hummed  Montrose's  lines—"  He 
either  fears  his  fate  too  much,  or  his  desert  is  small,  who 
dares  not  .put  it  to  the  touch,  and  win  or  lose  it  all." 

"  I  own  I  dare  not  ask  her.  If  she  were  to  refuse 
me,  I  know  I  should  never  ask  again.  This  isn't  the 
moment,  when  all  Swelldom  is  at  her  feet,  for  me  to 
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come  forward  and  say,  '  jNIaiden,  I  have  watched  thee 
daily,  and  I  think  thou  lovest  me  well.'  I  read  that  bal- 
lad to  her  at  Baden,  sir.  I  drew  a  picture  of  the  Lord 
of  Burleigh  wooing  the  maiden,  and  asked  what  she 
would  have  done?" 

"  Oh,  you  did?  I  thought,  when  we  were  at  Baden, 
we  were  so  modest  that  we  did  not  even  whisper  our 
condition?  " 

"  A  fellow  can't  help  letting  it  be  seen  and  hinting  it," 
says  Chve,  with  another  blush.  "  They  can  read  it  in 
our  looks  fast  enough;  and  what  is  going  on  in  our 
minds,  hang  them !  I  recollect  she  said,  in  her  grave,  cool 
way,  that  after  all  the  Lord  and  Lady  of  Burleigh  did 
not  seem  to  have  made  a  very  good  marriage,  and  that 
the  lady  would  have  been  much  happier  in  marrying  one 
of  her  own  degree." 

"  That  was  a  very  prudent  saying  for  a  young  lady  of 
eighteen,"  remarks  Clive's  friend. 

"  Yes ;  but  it  was  not  an  unkind  one.  Say  Ethel 
thought — thought  what  was  the  case;  and  being  engaged 
herself,  and  knowing  how  friends  of  mine  had  provided 
a  very  pretty  little  partner  for  me — she  is  a  dear,  good 
little  girl,  little  Rosey;  and  twice  as  good.  Pen,  when 
her  mother  is  away — knowing  this  and  that,  I  say,  sup- 
pose Ethel  wanted  to  give  me  a  hint  to  keep  quiet,  was 
she  not  right  in  the  counsel  she  gave  me?  She  is  not 
fit  to  be  a  poor  man's  wife.  Fancy  Ethel  Newcome  go- 
ing into  the  kitchen  and  making  pies  like  Aunt  Honey- 
man! 

"  The  Circassian  beauties  don't  sell  under  so  many 
thousand  purses,"  remarked  Mr.  Pendennis.  "  If  there's 
a  beauty  in  a  well-regulated  Georgian  family,  they  fat- 
ten  her;   thev   feed   her   with   the   best   Racahout  des 
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Ardbes.  They  give  her  silk  robes  and  perfumed  baths; 
have  her  taught  to  play  on  the  dulcimer  and  dance  and 
sing;  and  when  she  is  quite  perfect,  send  her  down  to 
Constantinople  for  the  Sultan's  inspection.  The  rest 
of  the  family  never  think  of  grumbling,  but  eat  coarse 
meat,  bathe  in  the  river,  wear  old  clothes,  and  praise 
Allah  for  their  sister's  elevation.  Bah!  Do  you  sup- 
pose the  Turkish  system  doesn't  obtain  all  the  world 
over?  My  poor  Clive,  this  article  in  the  May  Fair  Mar- 
ket is  beyond  your  worship's  price.  Some  things  in  this 
world  are  made  for  our  betters,  young  man.  Let  Dives 
say  grace  for  his  dinner,  and  the  dogs  and  Lazarus  be 
thankful  for  the  crumbs.  Here  comes  Warrington, 
shaven  and  smart  as  if  he  was  going  out  a-courting." 

Thus  it  will  be  seen,  that  in  his  communication  with 
certain  friends  who  approached  nearer  to  his  own  time 
of  life,  Clive  was  much  more  eloquent  and  rhapsodical 
than  in  the  letter  which  he  wrote  to  his  father,  regarding 
his  passion  for  Miss  Ethel.  He  celebrated  her  with  pen- 
cil and  pen.  He  was  for  ever  drawing  the  outline  of  her 
head,  the  solemn  eyebrow,  the  nose  (that  wondrous  little 
nose),  descending  from  the  straight  forehead,  the  short 
upper  lip,  and  chin  sweeping  in  a  full  curve  to  the  neck, 
&c.  &c.  &c.  A  frequenter  of  his  studio  might  see  a  whole 
gallery  of  Ethels  there  represented:  when  Mrs.  Mac- 
kenzie visited  that  place,  and  remarked  one  face  and 
figure  repeated  on  a  hundred  canvases  and  papers,  grey, 
white,  and  brown,  I  believe  she  was  told  that  the  original 
was  a  famous  Roman  model,  from  whom  Clive  had 
studied  a  great  deal  during  his  residence  in  Italy;  on 
which  Mrs.  Mack  gave  it  as  her  opinion  that  Clive  was 
a  sad  wicked  young  fellow.  The  widow  thought  rather 
the  better  of  him  for  being  a  sad  wicked  young  fellow; 
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and  as  for  ]\Iiss  Rosey,  she,  of  course,  was  of  mamma's 
way  of  thinking.  Rosey  went  through  the  world  con- 
stantly smiling  at  whatever  occurred.  She  was  good- 
humoured  through  the  dreariest  long  evenings  at  the 
most  stupid  parties;  sat  good-humouredly  for  hours  at 
Shoolhred's  whilst  mamma  was  making  purchases ;  heard 
good-humouredly  those  old  old  stories  of  her  mother's 
day  after  day;  bore  an  hour's  joking  or  an  hour's  scold- 
ing with  equal  good  humour;  and  whatever  had  been 
the  occurrences  of  her  simple  day,  whether  there  was  sun- 
shine or  cloudy  weather,  or  flashes  of  lightning  and 
bursts  of  rain,  I  fancy  INIiss  INIackenzie  slept  after  them 
quite  undisturbedly,  and  was  sure  to  greet  the  morrow's 
dawn  with  a  smile. 

Had  Clive  become  more  knowing  in  his  travels,  had 
Love  or  Experience  opened  his  eyes,  that  they  looked 
so  differently  now  upon  objects  which  before  used  well 
enough  to  please  them?  It  is  a  fact  that,  until  he  went 
abroad,  he  thought  widow  Mackenzie  a  dashing,  lively, 
agreeable  woman:  he  used  to  receive  her  stories  about 
Cheltenham,  the  colonies,  the  balls  at  Government 
House,  the  observations  which  the  Bishop  made,  and  the 
peculiar  attention  of  the  Chief  Justice  to  Mrs.  Major 
INIacShane,  with  the  IVIajor's  uneasy  behaviour— all  these 
to  hear  at  one  time  did  Clive  not  ungraciously  incline. 
*'  Our  friend,  Mrs.  Mack,"  the  good  old  Colonel  used 
to  say,  "  is  a  clever  woman  of  the  world,  and  lias  seen 
a  great  deal  of  company."  That  story  of  Sir  Thomas 
Sadman  dropping  a  pocket-handkerchief  in  his  court 
at  Colombo,  which  the  Queen's  Advocate  O'Goggarty 
picked  up,  and  on  which  I^aura  ^lacS.  was  embroidered, 
whilst  the  ]Major  was  absolutely  in  the  Mitness-box  giv- 
ing evidence  against  a  native  servant  wlio  had  stolen 
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one  of  his  cocked-hats — that  story  always  made  good 
Thomas  Newcome  laugh,  and  CHve  used  to  enjoy  it 
too,  and  the  widow's  mischievous  fun  narrating  it;  and 
now,  behold,  one  day  when  JNlrs.  Mackenzie  recounted 
the  anecdote  in  her  best  manner  to  Messrs.  Pendennis 
and  Warrington,  and  Frederick  Bayham,  who  had  been 
invited  to  meet  Mr.  Clive  in  Fitzroy  Square — when  Mr. 
Binnie  chuckled,  when  Rosey,  as  in  duty  bound,  looked 
discomposed  and  said,  "  Law,  mamma!  "—not  one  sign 
of  good  humour,  not  one  ghost  of  a  smile,  made  its  appa- 
rition on  CUve's  dreary  face.  He  painted  imaginary 
portraits  with  a  strawberry  stalk;  he  looked  into  his 
water-glass  as  though  he  would  plunge  and  drown  there ; 
and  Bayham  had  to  remind  him  that  the  claret- jug  was 
anxious  to  have  another  embrace  from  its  constant 
friend,  F.  B.  When  Mrs.  Mack  went  away  distributing 
smiles,  Clive  groaned  out,  "  Good  heaven !  how  that 
story  does  bore  me!  "  and  lapsed  into  his  former  moodi- 
ness, not  giving  so  much  as  a  glance  to  Rosey,  whose 
sweet  face  looked  at  him  kindly  for  a  moment,  as  she 
followed  in  the  wake  of  her  mamma. 

"  The  mother's  the  woman  for  my  money,"  I  heard 
F.  B.  whisper  to  Warrington.  "  Splendid  figure-head, 
sir— magnificent  build,  sir,  from  bows  to  stern— I  like 
'em  of  that  sort.  Thank  you,  Mr.  Binnie,  I  will  take 
a  back-hander,  as  Clive  don't  seem  to  drink.  The  youth, 
sir,  has  grown  melancholy  with  his  travels;  I'm  inclined 
to  think  some  noble  Roman  has  stolen  the  young  man's 
heart.  Why  did  you  not  send  us  over  a  picture  of  the 
charmer,  Clive?  Young  Ridley,  Mr.  Binnie,  you  will 
be  happy  to  hear,  is  bidding  fair  to  take  a  distinguished 
place  in  the  world  of  arts.  His  picture  has  been  greatly 
admired ;  and  my  good  friend  Mrs.  Ridley  tells  me  that 
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Lord  Todmorden  has  sent  him  over  an  order  to  paint 
him  a  couple  of  pictures  at  a  hundred  guineas  a-piece." 

"  I  should  think  so.  J.  J.'s  pictures  will  be  worth 
five  times  a  hundred  guineas  ere  five  years  are  over," 
says  Chve. 

"  In  that  case  it  wouldn't  be  a  bad  speculation  for 
our  friend  Sherrick,"  remarked  F.  B.,  "  to  purchase  a 
few  of  the  young  man's  works.  I  would,  only  I  haven't 
the  capital  to  spare.  ]Mine  has  been  vested  in  an  Odessa 
venture,  sir,  in  a  large  amount  of  wild  oats,  which  up 
to  the  present  moment  make  me  no  return.  But  it  will 
always  be  a  consolation  to  me  to  think  that  I  have  been 
the  means — the  humble  means — of  furthering  that  de- 
serving young  man's  prospects  in  life." 

"  You,  F.  B.!  and  how?  "  we  asked. 

"  By  certain  humble  contributions  of  mine  to  the 
press,"  answered  Bayham,  majestically.  "  Mr.  War- 
rington, the  claret  happens  to  stand  with  you;  and  exer- 
cise does  it  good,  sir.  Yes,  the  articles,  trifling  as  they 
may  appear,  have  attracted  notice,"  continued  F.  B., 
sipping  his  wine  with  great  gusto.  "  They  are  noticed, 
Pendennis,  give  me  leave  to  say,  by  parties  who  don't 
value  so  much  tlie  literary  or  even  the  political  part  of 
the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  though  both,  I  am  told  by  those 
who  read  them,  are  conducted  with  considerable — con- 
summate ability.  John  Ridley  sent  a  hundred  pounds 
over  to  his  father,  the  other  day,  who  funded  it  in  his 
son's  name.  And  Ridley  told  the  story  to  Lord  Tod- 
morden, ^vhen  the  venerable  nobleman  congratulated  him 
on  having  such  a  child.  I  wish  F.  B.  had  one  of  the 
same  sort,  sir."  In  which  sweet  prayer  we  all  of  us 
joined  with  a  laugh. 

One  of  us  had  told  Mrs.  Mackenzie  (let  the  criminal 
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blush  to  own  that  quizzing  his  fellow-creatures  used  at 
one  time  to  form  part  of  his  youthful  amusement)  that 
F.  B.  was  the  son  of  a  gentleman  of  most  ancient  fam- 
ily and  vast  landed  possessions,  and  as  Bayham  was 
particularly  attentive  to  the  widow,  and  grandiloquent 
in  his  remarks,  she  was  greatly  pleased  by  his  politeness, 
and  pronounced  him  a  most  distingue  man— reminding 
her,  indeed,  of  General  Hopkirk,  who  commanded  in 
Canada.  And  she  bade  Rosey  sing  for  Mr.  Bayham, 
who  was  in  a  rapture  at  the  young  lady's  performances, 
and  said  no  wonder  such  an  accomplished  daughter  came 
from  such  a  mother,  though  how  such  a  mother  could 
have  a  daughter  of  such  an  age,  he,  F.  B.,  was  at  a  loss 
to  understand.  Oh,  sir!  Mrs.  Mackenzie  was  charmed 
and  overcome  at  this  novel  compliment.  Meanwhile  the 
little  artless  Rosey  warbled  on  her  pretty  ditties. 

"  It  is  a  wonder,"  growled  out  Mr.  Warrington,  "  that 
that  sweet  girl  can  belong  to  such  a  woman.  I  don't 
understand  much  about  women,  but  that  one  appears  to 
me  to  be — hum!  " 

"  What,  George?  "  asked  Warrington's  friend. 

"  Well,  an  ogling,  leering,  scheming,  artful  old  cam- 
paigner," grumbled  the  misogynist.  "  As  for  the  little 
girl,  I  should  like  to  have  her  to  sing  to  me  all  night  long. 
Depend  upon  it  she  would  make  a  much  better  wife  for 
Clive  than  that  fashionable  cousin  of  his  he  is  hankering 
after.  I  heard  him  bellowing  about  her  the  other  day  in 
chambers,  as  I  was  dressing.  What  the  deuce  does  the 
boy  want  with  a  wife  at  all?  "  And  Rosej^'s  song  being 
by  this  time  finished,  Warrington  went  up  with  a  blush- 
ing face  and  absolutely  paid  a  compliment  to  INIiss  Mac- 
kenzie—  an  almost  unheard-of  effort  on  George's  part. 

"  I  wonder  whether  it  is  every  young  fellow's  lot," 
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quoth  George,  as  we  trudged  home  together,  "  to  pawn 
liis  heart  away  to  some  girl  that's  not  worth  the  winning  ? 
Psha!  it's  all  mad  rubbish,  this  sentiment.  The  women 
ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  interfere  with  us :  married  if 
a  man  must  be,  a  suitable  wife  should  be  j^ortioned  out 
to  him,  and  there  an  end  of  it.  Why  doesn't  the  young 
man  marry  this  girl,  and  get  back  to  his  business  and 
paint  his  pictures?  Because  his  father  wishes  it — and 
the  old  Xabob  yonder,  who  seems  a  kindly-disposed, 
easy-going  old  Heathen  philosopher.  Here's  a  prettj^ 
little  girl;  money  I  suppose  in  sufficiency— everything 
satisfactory,  except,  I  grant  you,  the  campaigner.  The 
lad  might  daub  his  canvases,  christen  a  child  a  year,  and 
be  as  happy  as  any  young  donkey  that  browses  on  this 
common  of  ours — but  he  must  go  and  heehaw  after  a 
zebra,  forsooth !  a  lusus  naturce  is  she !  I  never  spoke  to 
a  woman  of  fashion,  thank  my  stars — I  don't  know  the 
nature  of  the  beast ;  and  since  I  went  to  our  race-balls, 
as  a  boy,  scarcely  ever  saw  one;  as  I  don't  frequent 
operas  and  parties  in  London  like  you  young  flunkeys 
of  the  aristocracy.  I  heard  you  talking  about  this  one, 
I  couldn't  help  it,  as  my  door  was  open  and  the  young 
one  was  shouting  like  a  madman.  What !  does  he  choose 
to  hang  on  on  sufferance  and  hope  to  be  taken,  provided 
Miss  can  get  no  better?  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  is  the 
genteel  custom,  and  that  women  in  your  confounded  so- 
ciety do  such  things  every  day?  Rather  than  have  such 
a  creature  I  would  take  a  savage  woman,  who  should 
nurse  my  dusky  brood ;  and  rather  than  have  a  daughter 
brought  up  to  the  trade,  I  would  bring  her  down  from 
the  woods  and  sell  her  in  Virginia."  With  wliich  burst 
of  indignation  our  friend's  anger  ended  for  that  night. 
Though  ]Mr.  Clive  had  the  felicity  to  meet  his  cousin 
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Ethel  at  a  party  or  two  in  the  ensuing  weeks  of  the  sea- 
son, every  time  he  perused  the  features  of  Lady  Kew's 
brass  knocker  in  Queen  Street,  no  result  came  of  the 
visit.  At  one  of  their  meetings  in  the  world  Ethel  fairly 
told  him  that  her  grandmother  would  not  receive  him. 
"  You  know,  Clive,  I  can't  help  myself:  nor  would  it 
be  proper  to  make  you  signs  out  of  the  window.  But 
you  must  call  for  all  that:  grandmamma  may  become 
more  good-humoured ;  or  if  you  don't  come  she  may  sus- 
pect I  told  j^ou  not  to  come ;  and  to  battle  with  her  day 
after  day  is  no  pleasure,  sir,  I  assure  you.  Here  is  Lord 
Farintosh  coming  to  take  me  to  dance.  You  must  not 
speak  to  me  all  the  evening,  mind  that,  sir,"  and  away 
goes  the  j'-oung  lady  in  a  waltz  with  the  Marquis. 

On  the  same  evening — as  he  was  biting  his  nails,  or 
cursing  his  fate,  or  wishing  to  invite  Lord  Farintosh  into 
the  neighbouring  garden  of  Berkeley  Square,  whence 
the  policeman  might  carry  to  the  station-house  the  corpse 
of  the  survivor, — Lady  Kew  would  bow  to  him  with 
perfect  graciousness ;  on  other  nights  her  ladyship  would 
pass  and  no  more  recognise  him  than  the  servant  who 
opened  the  door. 

If  she  was  not  to  see  him  at  her  grandmother's  house, 
and  was  not  particularly  unhappy  at  his  exclusion,  why 
did  Miss  Newcome  encourage  JNIr.  Clive  so  that  he  should 
try  and  see  her.  If  Clive  could  not  get  into  the  little 
house  in  Queen  Street,  why  was  Lord  Farintosh's  enor- 
mous cab-horse  looking  daily  into  the  first-floor  windows 
of  that  street?  Why  were  little  quiet  dinners  made  for 
him,  before  the  opera,  before  going  to  the  play,  upon 
a  half-dozen  occasions,  when  some  of  the  old  old  Kew 
port  was  brought  out  of  the  cellar,  where  cobwebs  had 
gathered  round  it  ere  Farintosh  was  born  ?    The  dining- 
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room  was  so  tiny  that  not  more  than  five  people  could 
sit  at  the  little  round  table :  that  is,  not  more  than  Lady 
Kew  and  her  granddaughter,  ]Miss  Crochet,  the  late 
vicar's  daughter,  at  Kewbury,  one  of  the  ISIiss  Toadins, 
and  Captain  Walleye,  or  Tommy  Henchman,  Farin- 
tosh's  kinsman  and  admirer,  who  were  of  no  consequence, 
or  old  Fred.  Tiddler,  whose  wife  was  an  invalid,  and  who 
was  always  ready  at  a  moment's  notice?  Crackthorpe 
once  went  to  one  of  these  dinners,  but  that  young  soldier, 
being  a  frank  and  high-spirited  youth,  abused  the  enter- 
tainment and  declined  more  of  them.  "  I  tell  you  what 
I  was  wanted  for,"  the  Captain  told  his  mess  and  Clive 
at  the  Regent's  Park  Barracks  afterwards;  "  I  was  ex- 
pected to  go  as  Farintosh's  Groom  of  the  Stole,  don't 
you  know,  to  stand,  or  if  I  could  sit,  in  the  back  seat  of 
the  box,  whilst  His  Royal  Highness  made  talk  with  the 
Beauty ;  to  go  out  and  fetch  the  carriage,  and  walk  down 

stairs  with  that  d crooked  old  dowager,  that  looks 

as  if  she  usually  rode  on  a  broomstick,  by  Jove,  or  else 
with  that  bony  old  painted  sheep-faced  companion,  who's 
raddled  like  an  old  bell-wether.  I  think,  Newcome,  you 
seem  to  be  rather  hit  by  the  Belle  Cousine — so  was  I  last 
season ;  so  were  ever  so  many  of  the  fellows.  By  Jove, 
sir!  there's  nothing  I  know  more  comfortable  or  inspir- 
itin'  than  a  younger  son's  position,  when  a  Marquis  cuts 
in  with  fifteen  thousand  a  year!  We  fancy  we've  been 
making  running,  and  suddenly  we  find  ourselves  no- 
where. ]SIiss  Mary,  or  Miss  Lucy,  or  Miss  Ethel,  sav- 
ing your  presence,  will  no  more  look  at  us,  than  my 
dog  will  look  at  a  bit  of  bread  when  I  offer  her  this 
cutlet.  Will  you  — old  woman?  no,  you  old  slut,  that 
you  won't!  "  (to  INIag,  an  Isle  of  Skye  terrier,  who,  in 
fact,  prefers  the  cutlet,  having  snuffed  disdainfully  at 

VOL.  II. 
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the  bread)  —  "  that  you  won't,  no  more  than  any  of  your 
sex.  Why,  do  you  suppose,  if  Jack's  eldest  brother  had 
been  dead— Barebones  Belsize  they  used  to  call  him  (I 
don't  believe  he  was  a  bad  fellow,  though  he  was  fond 
of  psalm-singing)  —do  you  suppose  that  Lady  Clara 
would  have  looked  at  that  cock-tail  Barney  Newcome? 
Beg  your  pardon,  if  he's  your  cousin— but  a  more  odious 
little  snob  I  never  saw." 

"  I  give  you  up  Barnes,"  said  Clive,  laughing;  "  any- 
body may  shy  at  him  and  I  shan't  interfere." 

"  I  understand,  but  at  nobody  else  of  the  family. 
Well,  what  I  mean  is,  that  that  old  woman  is  enough 
to  spoil  any  young  girl  she  takes  in  hand.  She  dries  'em 
up,  and  poisons  'em,  sir;  and  I  was  never  more  glad 
than  when  I  heard  that  Kew  had  got  out  of  her  old 
clutches.  Frank  is  a  fellow  that  will  always  be  led  by 
some  woman  or  another;  and  I'm  only  glad  it  should 
be  a  good  one.  They  say  his  mother's  serious,  and  that ; 
but  why  shouldn't  she  be?"  continues  honest  Crack- 
thorpe,  puffing  his  cigar  with  great  energy.  "  They  say 
the  old  dowager  doesn't  believe  in  God  nor  devil:  but 
that  she's  in  such  a  funk  to  be  left  in  the  dark  that  she 
howls  and  raises  the  doose's  own  delight  if  her  candle 
goes  out.  Toppleton  slept  next  room  to  her  at  Gron- 
ingham,  and  heard  her;   didn't  you,  Top?  " 

"  Heard  her  howling  like  an  old  cat  on  the  tiles,"  says 
Toppleton, — "  thought  she  was  at  first.  My  man  told 
me  that  she  used  to  fling  all  sorts  of  things — boot- jacks 
and  things,  give  you  my  honour — at  her  maid,  and  that 
the  woman  was  all  over  black  and  blue." 

"  Capital  head  that  is  Newcome  has  done  of  Jack  Bel- 
size!  "  says  Crackthorpe,  from  out  of  his  cigar. 

"  And  Kew's  too— famous  likeness!    I  say,  Newcome, 
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if  you  have  'em  printed  the  whole  brigade'll  subscribe. 
Make  your  fortune,  see  if  you  won't,"  cries  Toppleton. 

"  He's  such  a  heavy  swell;  he  don't  want  to  make  his 
fortune,"  ejaculates  Butts. 

"  Butts,  old  boy,  he'll  paint  you  for  nothing,  and  send 
you  to  the  Exhibition,  where  some  widow  will  fall  in 
love  with  you;  and  you  shall  be  put  as  frontispiece  for 
the  '  Book  of  Beauty,'  by  Jove,"  cries  another  military 
satirist — to  whom  Butts : 

"  You  hold  your  tongue,  you  old  Saracen's  Head; 
they're  going  to  have  you  done  on  the  bear's-grease  pots. 
I  say,  I  suppose  Jack's  all  right  now.  When  did  he 
write  to  you  last,  Cracky?  " 

"He  wrote  from  Palermo — a  most  jolly  letter  from 
him  and  Kew.  He  hasn't  touched  a  card  for  nine 
months;  is  going  to  give  up  play.  So  is  Frank,  too, 
grown  quite  a  good  boy.  So  will  you,  too,  Butts,  you 
old  miscreant,  repent  of  your  sins,  pay  your  debts,  and 
do  something  handsome  for  that  poor  deluded  milliner 
in  Albany  Street.  Jack  says  Kew's  mother  has  written 
over  to  Lord  Highgate  a  beautiful  letter — and  the  old 
boy's  relenting,  and  they'll  come  together  again — Jack's 
eldest  son  now,  j^ou  know.  Bore  for  Lady  Susan  only 
having  girls." 

"  Not  a  bore  for  Jack,  though,"  cries  another.  And 
what  a  good  fellow  Jack  was;  and  what  a  trump  Kew 
is ;  and  how  famously  he  stuck  by  him :  went  to  see  him 
in  prison  and  paid  him  out!  and  what  good  fellows  we 
all  are,  in  general,  became  the  subject  of  the  conversa- 
tion, the  latter  part  of  which  took  place  in  the  smoking- 
room  of  the  Regent's  Park  Barracks,  then  occupied  by 
that  regiment  of  Life  Guards  of  wliich  Lord  Kew  and 
]Mr.  Belsize  had  been  members.    Both  were  still  fondly 
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remembered  by  their  companions;  and  it  was  because 
Belsize  had  spoken  very  warmly  of  Clive's  friendhness 
to  him  that  Jack's  friend  the  gallant  Crackthorpe  had 
been  interested  in  our  hero,  and  found  an  opportunity 
of  making  his  acquaintance. 

With  these  frank  and  pleasant  young  men  Clive  soon 
formed  a  considerable  intimacy :  and  if  any  of  his  older 
and  peaceful  friends  chanced  to  take  their  afternoon 
airing  in  the  Park,  and  survey  the  horsemen  there,  we 
might  have  the  pleasure  of  beholding  Mr.  Newcome  in 
Rotten  Row,  riding  side  by  side  with  other  dandies,  who 
had  moustachios  blond  or  jet,  who  wore  flowers  in  their 
buttons  (themselves  being  flowers  of  spring),  who  rode 
magnificent  thoroughbred  horses,  scarcely  touching  their 
stirrups  with  the  tips  of  their  varnished  boots,  and  who 
kissed  the  most  beautiful  primrose-coloured  kid  gloves 
to  lovely  ladies  passing  them  in  the  Ride.  Clive  drew 
portraits  of  half  the  officers  of  the  Life  Guards  Green ; 
and  was  appointed  painter  in  ordinary  to  that  distin- 
guished corps.  His  likeness  of  the  Colonel  would  make 
you  die  with  laughing:  his  picture  of  the  Surgeon  was 
voted  a  masterpiece.  He  drew  the  men  in  the  saddle, 
in  the  stable,  in  their  flannel  dresses,  sweeping  their  flash- 
ing swords  about,  receiving  lancers,  repelling  infantry, 
— nay,  cutting  a  sheep  in  two,  as  some  of  the  warriors 
are  known  to  be  able  to  do  at  one  stroke.  Detachments 
of  Life  Guardsmen  made  their  appearance  in  Charlotte 
Street,  which  was  not  very  distant  from  their  barracks; 
the  most  splendid  cabs  were  seen  prancing  before  his 
door;  and  curly-whiskered  youths,  of  aristocratic  ap- 
pearance, smoking  cigars  out  of  his  painting-room  win- 
dow. How  many  times  did  Clive's  next-door  neighbour, 
little  Mr.  Finch,  the  miniature  painter,  run  to  peep 
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through  his  parlour  bhnds,  hoping  that  a  sitter  was  com- 
ing, and  "  a  carriage-party  "  driving  up!  What  wrath 
INIr.  Scowler,  A.R.A.,  was  in,  because  a  young  hopo'my- 
thumb  dandy,  who  wore  gold  chains  and  his  collars 
turned  down,  should  spoil  the  trade,  and  draw  portraits 
for  nothing.  Why  did  none  of  the  young  men  come  to 
Scowler?  Scowler  was  obliged  to  own  that  Mr.  New- 
come  had  considerable  talent,  and  a  good  knack  at  catch- 
ing a  likeness.  He  could  not  paint  a  bit,  to  be  sure,  but 
his  heads  in  black  and  white  were  really  tolerable;  his 
sketches  of  horses  very  vigorous  and  life-like.  jMr. 
Gandish  said  if  Clive  would  come  for  three  or  four  years 
into  his  academ}^  he  could  make  something  of  him.  INIr. 
Smee  shook  his  head,  and  said  he  was  afraid  that  kind 
of  loose,  desultory  study,  that  keeping  of  aristocratic 
company,  was  an}i;hing  but  favourable  to  a  young  ar- 
tist—  Smee,  who  would  walk  five  miles  to  attend  an  even- 
ing party  of  ever  so  little  a  great  man! 


CHAPTER  XLIV 


IN   WHICH   MR.    CHARLES   HONEYMAN   APPEARS  IN   AN 
AMIABLE    LIGHT 

:.  FREDERICK  BAYHAM 
waited  at  Fitzroy  Square 
while  Clive  was  yet  talking 
with  his  friends  there,  and 
favoured  that  gentleman 
with  his  company  home  to 
the  usual  smoky  refresh- 
ment. Clive  always  re- 
joiced in  F.  B.'s  society, 
whether  he  was  in  a  sport- 
ive mood,  or,  as  now,  in  a 
solemn  and  didactic  vein. 
F.  B.  had  been  more  than  ordinarily  majestic  all  the 
evening.  "  I  daresay  you  find  me  a  good  deal  al- 
tered, Clive,"  he  remarked:  "  I  ain  a  good  deal  altered. 
Since  that  good  Samaritan,  your  kind  father,  had  com- 
passion on  a  poor  fellow  fallen  among  thieves,  (though 
I  don't  say,  mind  you,  he  was  much  better  than  his  com- 
pany,) F.  B.  has  mended  some  of  his  ways.  I  am  trying 
a  course  of  industry,  sir.  Powers,  perhaps  naturally 
great,  have  been  neglected  over  the  wine  cup  and  the  die. 
I  am  beginning  to  feel  my  way ;  and  my  chiefs  yonder, 
who  have  just  walked  home  with  their  cigars  in  their 
mouths,  and  without  as  much  as  saying  '  F.  B.,  my  boy, 
shall  we  go  to  the  "  Haunt  "  and  have  a  cool  lobster  and 
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a  glass  of  table  beer? ' — which  they  certainly  do  not 
consider  themselves  to  be, — I  say,  sir,  the  Politician  and 
the  Literary  Critic  "  (there  was  a  most  sarcastic  em- 
phasis laid  on  these  phrases,  characterising  ^Messrs.  War- 
rington and  Pendennis)  "  may  find  that  there  is  a  hum- 
ble contributor  to  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette,  whose  name, 
maybe,  the  amateur  shall  one  day  reckon  even  higher 
than  their  own.  Mr.  Warrington  I  do  not  say  so  much 
—  he  is  an  able  man,  sir,  an  able  man;  but  there  is  that 
about  your  exceedingly  self-satisfied  friend,  Mr.  Arthur 
Pendennis,  which — well,  well — let  time  show.  You  did 
not— get  the— hem— paper  at  Rome  and  Naples,  I  sup- 
posef 

"  Forbidden  by  the  Inquisition,"  says  Clive,  de- 
lighted; "  and  at  Naples  the  king  furious  against  it." 

"  I  dont  wonder  they  don't  like  it  at  Rome,  sir. 
There's  serious  matter  in  it  which  may  set  the  prelates 
of  a  certain  church  rather  in  a  tremor.  You  haven't 
read— the— ahem — the  Pulpit  Pencillings  in  the 
P.  M.  GJ  Slight  sketches,  mental  and  corporeal,  of 
our  chief  divines  now  in  London — and  signed  Laud 
Latimer?  " 

"  I  don't  do  much  in  that  way,"  said  Clive. 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  you,  my  young  friend.  Not 
that  I  mean  to  judge  any  other  fellow  harshly — I  mean 
any  other  fellow  sinner  harshly — or  that  I  mean  that 
those  Pulpit  Pencillings  would  be  likely  to  do  you  any 
great  good.  But,  such  as  they  are,  they  have  been  pro- 
ductive of  benefit.  Thank  you,  Mary,  my  dear,  the  tap  is 
uncommonly  good,  and  I  drink  to  your  future  husband's 
good  health.  —  A  glass  of  good  sound  beer  refreshes  after 
all  that  claret.  Well,  sir,  to  return  to  the  Pencillings, 
pardon  my  vanity  in  saying,  that  though  Mr.  Penden- 
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nis  laughs  at  them,  they  have  been  of  essential  service 
to  the  paper.  They  give  it  a  character,  they  rally  round 
it  the  respectable  classes.  They  create  correspondence. 
I  have  received  many  interesting  letters,  chiefly  from 
females,  about  the  Pencillings.  Some  complain  that 
their  favourite  preachers  are  slighted;  others  applaud 
because  the  clergymen  they  sit  under  are  supported 
by  F.  B.  I  am  Laud  Latimer,  sir, — though  I  have 
heard  the  letters  attributed  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Bunker, 
and  to  a  Member  of  Parliament  eminent  in  the  religious 
world." 

"  So  you  are  the  famous  Laud  Latimer?  "  cries  Clive, 
who  had,  in  fact,  seen  letters  signed  by  those  right  rev- 
erend names  in  our  paper. 

"  Famous  is  hardly  the  word.  One  who  scoffs  at 
everything — I  need  not  say  I  allude  to  Mr.  Arthur  Pen- 
dennis — would  have  had  the  letters  signed — the  Beadle 
of  the  Parish.  He  calls  me  the  Venerable  Beadle  some- 
times— it  being,  I  grieve  to  say,  his  way  to  deride  grave 
subjects.  You  wouldn't  suppose  now,  my  young  Clive, 
that  the  same  hand  which  pens  the  Art  criticisms,  occa- 
sionally, when  his  Highness  Pendennis  is  lazy,  takes  a 
minor  Theatre,  or  turns  the  sportive  epigram,  or  the 
ephemeral  paragraph,  should  adopt  a  grave  theme  on  a 
Sunday,  and  chronicle  the  sermons  of  British  Divines? 
For  eighteen  consecutive  Sunday  evenings,  Clive,  in 
Mrs.  Ridley's  front  parlour,  which  I  now  occupy,  vice 
Miss  Cann  promoted,  I  have  written  the  Pencillings — 
scarcely  allowing  a  drop  of  refreshment,  except  under 
extreme  exhaustion,  to  pass  my  lips.  Pendennis  laughs 
at  the  Pencillings.  He  wants  to  stop  them;  and  says 
they  bore  the  public. — I  don't  want  to  think  a  man  is 
jealous,  who  was  himself  the  cause  of  my  engagement 
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at  the  P.  M.  G., — perhaps  my  powers  were  not  devel- 
oped then." 

"  Pen  thinks  he  writes  better  now  than  when  he  be- 
gan," remarked  Chve;    "  I  have  heard  him  say  so." 

"  His  opinion  of  his  own  writings  is  high,  whatever 
their  date.  JNline,  sir,  are  only  just  coming  into  notice. 
They  begin  to  know  F.  B.,  sir,  in  the  sacred  edifices  of 
his  metropolitan  city.  I  saw  the  Bishop  of  London  look- 
ing at  me  last  Sunday  week,  and  am  sure  his  Chaplain 
whispered  him,  '  It's  Mr.  Bayham,  my  lord,  nephew  of 
your  lordship's  right  reverend  brother,  the  Lord  Bishop 
of  Bullocksmithy.'  And  last  Sunday  being  at  church — 
at  Saint  jNIungo  the  Martyr's,  Rev.  S.  Sawders — by 
Wednesday  I  got  in  a  female  hand — Mrs.  Sawders's, 
no  doubt— the  biography  of  the  Incumbent  of  St. 
Mungo;  an  account  of  his  early  virtues;  a  copy  of  his 
poems;  and  a  hint  that  he  was  the  gentleman  destined 
for  the  vacant  Deanery. 

"  Ridley  is  not  the  only  man  I  have  helped  in  this 
world,"  F.  B.  continued.  "  Perhaps  I  should  blush  to 
own  it — I  do  blush:  but  I  feel  the  ties  of  early  acquain- 
tance, and  I  own  that  I  have  puffed  your  uncle,  Charles 
Honeyman,  most  tremendously.  It  was  partly  for  the 
sake  of  the  Ridleys  and  the  tick  he  owes  'em :  partly  for 
old  times'  sake.  Sir,  are  you  aware  that  things  are 
greatly  changed  with  Charles  Honeyman,  and  that  the 
poor  F.  B.  has  very  likely  made  his  fortune?  " 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it,"  cried  Clive;  "  and  how, 
F.  B.,  have  you  wrought  this  miracle?" 

"  By  common  sense  and  enterprise,  lad — by  a  know- 
ledge of  the  world  and  a  benevolent  disposition.  You'll 
see  Lady  Whittlesea's  chapel  bears  a  very  different  as- 
pect now.    That  miscreant  Sherrick  owns  that  he  owes 
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me  a  turn,  and  has  sent  me  a  few  dozen  of  wine — without 
any  stamped  paper  on  my  part  in  return — as  an  acknow- 
ledgment of  my  service.  It  chanced,  sir,  soon  after 
your  departure  for  Italy,  that  going  to  his  private  resi- 
dence respecting  a  little  bill  to  which  a  heedless  friend 


had  put  his  hand,  Sherrick  invited  me  to  partake  of 
tea  in  the  bosom  of  his  family.  I  was  thirsty — having 
walked  in  from  '  Jack  Straw's  Castle,'  at  Hampstead, 
where  poor  Kitely  and  I  had  been  taking  a  chop — and 
accepted  the  proffered  entertainment.  The  ladies  of 
the  family  gave  us  music  after  the  domestic  muffin — and 
then,  sir,  a  great  idea  occurred  to  me.  You  know  how 
magnificently  Miss  Sherrick  and  the  mother  sing?  They 
sang  Mozart,  sir.  '  Why,'  I  asked  Sherrick,  '  should 
those  ladies  who  sing  Mozart  to  a  piano,  not  sing  Han- 
del to  an  organ  ? ' 

Dash  it,  you  don't  mean  a  hurdy-gurdy? ' 
Sherrick,'    says    I,  *  you    are    no    better    than    a 
Heathen  ignoramus.    I  mean,  why  shouldn't  they  sing 
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Handel's  Church  JNlusic,  and  Church  Music  in  general, 
in  Lady  Whittlesea's  Chapel?  Behind  the  screen  up  in 
the  organ-loft,  what's  to  prevent  'em?  by  Jingo!  Your 
singing  boys  have  gone  to  the  "  Cave  of  Harmony;  " 
you  and  your  choir  have  split — why  should  not  these 
ladies  lead  it?'  He  caught  at  the  idea.  You  never 
heard  the  chants  more  finely  given— and  they  would  be 
better  still  if  the  congregation  would  but  hold  their  con- 
founded tongues.  It  was  an  excellent  though  a  harmless 
dodge,  sir:  and  drew  immensely,  to  speak  profanely. 
They  dress  the  part,  sir,  to  admiration— a  sort  of  nun- 
like costume  they  come  in:  Mrs.  Sherrick  has  the  soul 
of  an  artist  still — by  Jove,  sir,  when  they  have  once  smelt 
the  lamps,  the  love  of  the  trade  never  leaves  'em.  The 
ladies  actually  practised  by  moonlight  in  the  Chapel,  and 
came  over  to  Honeyman's  to  an  oyster  afterwards.  The 
thing  took,  sir.  People  began  to  take  box — seats  I 
mean  again— and  Charles  Honeyman,  easy  in  his  mind 
through  your  noble  father's  generosity,  perhaps  inspir- 
ited by  returning  good  fortune,  has  been  preaching 
more  eloquently  than  ever.  He  took  some  lessons  of 
Husler,  of  the  Haymarket,  sir.  His  sermons  are  old,  I 
believe;  but,  so  to  speak,  he  has  got  them  up  with  new 
scenery,  dresses,  and  effects,  sir.  They  have  flowers, 
sir,  about  the  buildin'  — pious  ladies  are  supposed  to 
provide  'em,  but,  entre  nous,  Sherrick  contracts  for  them 
with  Nathan,  or  some  one  in  Covent  Garden.  And— 
don't  tell  this  now,  upon  your  honour!  " 

"  Tell  what,  F.  B.?  "  says  Clive. 

"  I  got  up  a  persecution  against  your  uncle  for  Popish 
practices :  summoned  a  meetin'  at  tlie  '  Running  Foot- 
man,' in  Bolinf?broke  Street.  Billings,  the  butterman; 
Sharwood,  the  turner  and  blacking  maker ;  and  the  Hon- 
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ourable  Phelim  O'Curragh,  Lord  Scullabogue's  son, 
made  speeches.  Two  or  three  respectable  families  <  your 
aunt,  Mrs.  ^^^lat-d'you-call-"em  Xewcome  amongst  the 
number)  quitted  the  Cliap>el  in  disgust — I  wrote  an  article 
of  controversial  biography  in  the  P.M.G.;  set  the  busi- 
ness going  in  the  daily  press:  and  the  thing  was  done, 
sir.  That  property  is  a  paj-ing  one  to  the  Incumbent, 
and  to  Sherrick  over  him.  Charles's  affairs  are  getting 
all  right,  sir.  He  never  had  the  pluck  to  owe  much,  and 
if  it  be  a  sin  to  have  wiped  his  slate  clean,  satisfied  his 
creditors,  and  made  Charles  easy — upon  my  conscience, 
I  must  confess,  that  F.  B.  has  done  it.  I  hope  I  may 
never  do  an\i:hing  worse  in  this  life,  Clive.  It  ain't  bad 
to  see  him  doing  the  martyr,  sir :  Sebastian  riddled  with 
paper  pellets:  Bartholomew  on  a  cold  gridiron.  Here 
comes  the  lobster.  Upon  my  word,  Mar\\  a  finer  fish 
I've  seldom  seen." 

Now  surely  this  account  of  his  uncle's  affairs  and 
prosperity  was  enough  to  send  Chve  to  Lady  ^Miittle- 
sea's  Chapel,  and  it  was  not  because  Miss  Ethel  had  said 
that  she  and  Lady  Kew  went  there,  that  Clive  was  in- 
duced to  go  there  too?  He  attended  punctually  on  the 
next  Sunday,  and  in  the  Incumbent's  pew,  whither  the 
pew  woman  conducted  him,  sat  Mr,  Sherrick  in  great 
gravity,  with  large  gold  pins,  who  handed  him,  at  the 
anthem,  a  large,  new,  gilt  hymn-book. 

An  odour  of  millefleurs  rustled  by  them  as  Charles 
Honeyman,  accompanied  by  his  ecclesiastical  valet, 
passed  the  pew  from  the  vestry,  and  took  his  place  at 
the  desk.  Formerly  he  used  to  wear  a  flaunting  scarf 
over  his  surplice,  which  was  very  wide  and  full:  and 
Clive  remembered  when  as  a  boy  he  entered  the  sacred 
robing-room,  how  his  uncle  used  to  pat  and  puff  out 


THE  XEWCOMES  327 

the  scarf  and  the  sleeves  of  his  vestment,  arrange  the 
natty  curl  on  his  forehead,  and  take  his  place,  a  fine  ex- 
ample of  florid  church  dec-oration.  Now  the  scarf  was 
trimmed  down  to  he  as  narrow  a.s  your  neck -cloth,  and 
hung  loose  and  straight  over  the  back;  the  ephod  was 
cut  straight  and  as  close  and  short  as  might  be,  —  I  be- 
lieve there  was  a  little  trimming  of  lace  to  the  narrow 
sleeves,  and  a  slight  arabesque  of  tape,  or  other  sub- 
stance, round  the  edge  of  the  surplice.  As  for  the  curl 
on  the  forehead,  it  was  no  more  visibl'-  ^1  ?^n  the  May- 
pole in  the  Strand,  or  the  Cross  at  CIj  :.  :.^.  Honey- 
man'-s  hair  was  parted  down  the  middle,  short  in  front, 
and  curling  dehcately  round  hi-  ear-  arjd  the  back  of 
his  head.  He  read  the  service  in  a  .-iujft  manner,  and 
with  a  gentle  twang.  When  the  music  began,  he  stood 
with  head  on  one  side,  and  two  sHm  fingers  on  the  book, 
as  composed  as  a  statue  in  a  mediaeval  niche.  It  was  fine 
to  hear  Sherrick,  who  had  an  unc  ' y  i;ood  voice, 

join  in  the  musical  parts  of  the  sci  j^jc.  The  produce 
of  the  market-gardener  decorated  the  church  here  and 
there;  and  the  ir/jpresario  of  the  e-^a-bl'shment  having 
picked  up  a  Flemish  painted  window  from  old  Moss  in 
Wardour  .Street,  had  placed  it  in  his  chajjel.  Labels 
of  faint  green  and  gold,  with  long  Gothic  letters  painted 
thereon,  meandered  over  the  organ-loft  and  galleries, 
and  strove  to  give  as  mediaeval  a  look  to  Lady  Whittle- 
sea's  as  the  place  was  capable  of  assuming. 

In  the  sermon  Charles  dropped  the  twang  with  the 
surphce,  and  the  priest  gave  way  to  the  preacher.  He 
preached  short  .stirring  discourses  on  the  subjects  of  the 
day.  It  happened  that  a  noble  young  prince,  the  hope 
of  a  nation  and  heir  of  a  royal  house,  had  just  then  died 
bv  a  sudden  accident.    Absalom,  the  son  of  David,  fur- 
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nished  Honeyman  with  a  parallel.  He  drew  a  picture  of 
the  two  deaths,  of  the  grief  of  kings,  of  the  fate  that  is 
superior  to  them.  It  was,  indeed,  a  stirring  discourse, 
and  caused  thrills  through  the  crowd  to  whom  Charles 
imparted  it.  "  Famous,  ain't  it?  "  says  Sherrick,  giving 
Clive  a  hand  when  the  rite  was  over.  "  How  he's  come 
out,  hasn't  he?  Didn't  think  he  had  it  in  him."  Sher- 
rick seemed  to  have  become  of  late  impressed  with  the 
splendour  of  Charles's  talents,  and  spoke  of  him— was 
it  not  disrespectful? — as  a  manager  would  of  a  success- 
ful tragedian.  Let  us  pardon  Sherrick:  he  had  been 
in  the  theatrical  way.  "  That  Irishman  was  no  go  at 
all,"  he  whispered  to  Mr.  Newcome,  "  got  rid  of  him, — 
let's  see,  at  Michaelmas." 

On  account  of  Clive's  tender  years  and  natural  levity, 
a  little  inattention  may  be  allowed  to  the  youth,  who  cer- 
tainly looked  about  him  very  eagerty  during  the  service. 
The  house  was  filled  by  the  ornamental  classes,  the  bon- 
nets of  the  newest  Parisian  fashion.  Away  in  a  darkling 
corner,  under  the  organ,  sat  a  squad  of  footmen.  Surely 
that  powdered  one  in  liverj^  wore  Lady  Kew's  colours? 
So  Clive  looked  under  all  the  bonnets,  and  presently 
spied  old  Lady  Kew's  face,  as  grim  and  yellow  as  her 
brass  knocker,  and  by  it  Ethel's  beauteous  countenance. 
He  dashed  out  of  church  when  the  congregation  rose 
to  depart.  "Stop  and  see  Honeyman,  won't  you?" 
asked  Sherrick,  surprised. 

"Yes,  yes;  come  back  again,"  said  Clive,  and  was 
gone. 

He  kept  his  word,  and  returned  presently.  The  young 
Marquis  and  an  elderly  lady  were  in  Lady  Kew's  com- 
pany. Clive  had  passed  close  under  Lady  Kew's  vener- 
able Roman  nose  without  causing  that  organ  to  bow  in 


Lady  Whittlesea's  Chapel — Lady 
Kew's  carriage  stops  the  way 
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ever  so  slight  a  degree  towards  the  ground.  Ethel  had 
recognised  him  with  a  smile  and  a  nod.  My  lord  was 
whispering  one  of  his  noble  pleasantries  in  her  ear.  She 
laughed  at  the  speech  or  the  speaker.  The  steps  of  a 
fine  belozenged  carriage  were  let  down  with  a  bang. 
The  Yellow  One  had  jumped  up  behind  it,  by  the  side 
of  his  brother  Giant  Canary.  Lady  Kew's  equipage  had 
disappeared,  and  Lady  Canterton's  was  stopping  the 
way. 

Chve  returned  to  the  chapel  by  the  little  door  near 
to  the  Vestiarium.  All  the  congregation  had  poured 
out  by  this  time.  Only  two  ladies  were  standing  near 
the  pulpit;  and  Sherrick,  with  his  hands  rattling  his 
money  in  his  pockets,  was  pacing  up  and  down  the  aisle. 

"  Capital  house,  ]Mr.  Newcome,  wasn't  it?  I  counted 
no  less  than  fourteen  nobs.  The  Princess  of  Montcon- 
tour  and  her  husband,  I  suppose,  that  chap  with  the 
beard,  who  yawns  so  during  the  sermon.  I'm  blessed,  if 
I  didn't  think  he'd  have  yawned  his  head  off.  Countess 
of  Kew,  and  her  daughter,  Countess  of  Canterton,  and 
the  Honourable  Miss  Fetlock— no.  Lady  Fetlock.  A 
Countess's  daughter  is  a  lady,  I'm  dashed  if  she  ain't. 
Lady  Glenlivat  and  her  sons;  the  most  noble  the  Mar- 
quis of  Farintosh,  and  Lord  'Enry  Roy;  that  makes 
seven — no,  nine — with  the  Prince  and  Princess. — Julia, 
my  dear,  you  came  out  like  a  good  un  to-day.  Never 
heard  vou  in  finer  voice.     Remember  JVIr.  Clive  New- 


come 


Mr.  Clive  made  bows  to  the  ladies,  who  acknowledged 
him  by  graceful  curtsies.  Miss  Sherrick  was  always 
looking  to  the  vestry-door. 

"  Plow's  the  old  Colonel?  The  best  feller — excuse 
my  calling  him  a  feller — but  he  is,  and  a  good  one  too. 

VOL.  II. 
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I  went  to  see  Mr.  Binnie,  my  other  tenant.  He  looks 
a  little  yellow  about  the  gills,  Mr.  Binnie.  Very  proud 
woman  that  is  who  lives  with  him— uncommon  haughty. 
When  will  you  come  down  and  take  your  mutton  in  the 
Regent's  Park,  Mr.  Clive  ?    There's  some  tolerable  good 


wine  down  there.  Our  reverend  gent  drops  in  and  takes 
a  glass,  don't  he,  Missis?  " 

"  We  shall  be  most  'appy  to  see  Mr.  Newcome,  I'm 
sure,"  says  the  handsome  and  good-natured  Mrs.  Sher- 
rick.    "  Won't  we,  Julia?  " 

"  Oh,  certainly,"  says  Julia,  who  seems  rather  absent. 
And  behold  at  this  moment  the  reverend  gent  enters 
from  the  vestry.  Both  the  ladies  run  towards  him,  hold- 
ing forth  their  hands. 

"  Oh,  ^Ir.  Honeyman!  What  a  sermon!  Me  and 
Julia  cried  so  up  in  the  organ-loft;  we  thought  you 
would  have  heard  us.    Didn't  we,  Julia?  " 
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"  Oh,  yes,"  says  Julia,  whose  hand  the  pastor  is  now 
pressing. 

"  \Mien  you  described  the  young  man,  I  thought  of 
my  poor  boy,  didn't  I,  Juha?"  cries  the  mother,  with 
tears  streaming  down  her  face. 

"  We  had  a  loss  more  than  ten  years  ago,"  whispers 
Sherrick  to  Clive  gravely.  "  And  she's  always  think- 
ing of  it.    Women  are  so." 

Clive  was  touched  and  pleased  by  this  exhibition  of 
kind  feeling. 

"  You  know  his  mother  was  an  Absalom,"  the  good 
wife  continues,  pointing  to  her  husband.  "  Most  re- 
spectable diamond  merchants  in — " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Betsy,  and  leave  my  poor  old 
mother  alone,  do  now,"  says  3Ir.  Sherrick,  darkly.  Clive 
is  in  his  uncle's  fond  embrace  by  this  time,  who  rebukes 
him  for  not  having  called  in  Walpole  Street. 

"  Now,  when  will  you  two  gents  come  up  to  my  shop 
to  'ave  a  family  dinner?  "  asks  Sherrick. 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Newcome,  do  come,"  says  Julia  in  her  deep 
rich  voice,  looking  up  to  him  with  her  great  black  eyes. 
And  if  Clive  had  been  a  vain  fellow  like  some  folks,  who 
knows  but  he  might  have  thought  he  had  made  an  im- 
pression on  the  handsome  Julia. 

"  Thursday,  now  make  it  Thursday,  if  Mr.  H.  is  dis- 
engaged. Come  along,  girls,  for  the  flies  bites  the  ponies 
when  they're  a  standing  still,  and  makes  'em  mad  this 
weather.  Anything  you  like  for  dinner.  Cut  of  salmon 
and  cucumber?    No,  pickled  salmon's  best  this  weather." 

"  Whatever  you  give  me,  you  know  I'm  thankful! " 
says  Honeyman,  in  a  sweet  sad  voice,  to  the  two  ladies, 
who  were  standing  looking  at  him,  the  mother's  hand 
clasped  in  the  daughter's. 
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"  Should  you  like  that  INIendelssohn  for  the  Sunday- 
after  next?     Julia  sings  it  splendid!  " 

"  No,  I  don't,  ma." 

"  You  do,  dear!  She's  a  good,  good  dear,  Mr.  H., 
that's  what  she  is." 

"  You  must  not  call — a — him,  in  that  way.  Dont  say 
Mr.  H.,  ma,"  says  Julia. 

"Call  me  what  you  please!"  says  Charles,  with 
the  most  heartrending  simplicity;  and  ]Mrs.  Sherrick 
straightway  kisses  her  daughter.  Sherrick  meanwhile 
has  been  pointing  out  the  improvement  of  the  chapel  to 
Chve  (which  now  has  indeed  a  look  of  the  Gothic  Hall 
at  Rosherville) ,  and  has  confided  to  him  the  sum  for 
which  he  screwed  the  painted  window  out  of  old  Moss. 
"  When  he  come  to  see  it  up  in  this  place,  sir,  the  old 
man  was  mad,  I  give  you  my  word!  His  son  ain't  no 
good :  says  he  knows  you.  He's  such  a  screw,  that  chap, 
that  he'll  overreach  himself,  mark  my  words.  At  least, 
he'll  never  die  rich.  Did  you  ever  hear  of  me  screwing? 
No,  I  spend  my  money  like  a  man.  How  those  girls  are 
a  goin'  on  about  their  music  Mdth  Honeyman.  I  don't 
let  'em  sing  in  the  evening,  or  him  do  duty  more  than 
once  a  day;  and  you  can  calc'late  how  the  music  draws, 
because  in  the  evenin'  there  ain't  half  the  number  of 
people  here.  Rev.  ]Mr.  Journyman  does  the  duty  now 
—quiet  Hoxford  man— ill,  I  suppose,  this  morning.  H. 
sits  in  his  pew,  where  we  was,  and  coughs ;  that's  to  say, 
I  told  him  to  cough.  The  women  like  a  consumptive 
j^arson,  sir.    Come,  gals!  " 

Clive  went  to  his  uncle's  lodgings,  and  was  received 
by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ridlej'^  with  great  glee  and  kindness. 
Both  of  those  good  people  had  made  it  a  point  to  pay 
their  dutv  to  ]Mr.  Clive  inmiediatelv  on  his  return  to 
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England,  and  thank  him  over  and  over  again  for  his 
kindness  to  John  James.  Never,  never  would  they  for- 
get his  goodness,  and  the  Colonel's,  they  were  sure.  A 
cake,  a  heap  of  biscuits,  a  pyramid  of  jams,  six  frizzling 
hot  mutton  chops,  and  four  kinds  of  wine,  came  bustling 
up  to  ]Mr.  Honeyman's  room  twenty  minutes  after  Clive 
had  entered  it, — as  a  token  of  the  Ridley s'  affection  for 
him. 

Clive  remarked,  with  a  smile,  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
upon  a  side-table,  and  in  the  chimney-glass  almost  as 
many  cards  as  in  the  time  of  Honeyman's  early  pros- 
perity. That  he  and  his  uncle  should  be  very  intimate 
together,  was  impossible,  from  the  nature  of  the  two 
men;  Clive  being  frank,  clear-sighted,  and  imperious; 
Charles,  timid,  vain,  and  double-faced,  conscious  that  he 
was  a  humbug,  and  that  most  people  found  him  out,  so 
that  he  would  quiver  and  turn  away,  and  be  more  afraid 
of  young  Clive  and  his  direct  straightforward  way,  than 
of  man}'  older  men.  Then  there  was  the  sense  of 
the  money  transactions  between  him  and  the  Colonel, 
which  made  Charles  Honeyman  doubly  uneasy.  In 
fine,  they  did  not  like  each  other;  but,  as  he  is  a 
connection  of  the  most  respectable  Newcome  family, 
surely  he  is  entitled  to  a  page  or  two  in  these  their 
memoirs. 

Thursday  came,  and  with  it  Mr.  Sherrick's  entertain- 
ment, to  which  also  ]Mr.  Binnie  and  his  party  had  been  in- 
vited to  meet  Colonel  Xewcome's  son.  Uncle  James  and 
Rosey  brought  Clive  in  their  carriage;  Mrs.  IVIackenzie 
sent  a  headache  as  an  apology.  She  chose  to  treat  Uncle 
James's  landlord  with  a  great  deal  of  hauteur,  and  to 
be  angry  with  her  brother  for  visiting  such  a  person. 
"  In  fact,  you  see  how  fond  I  must  be  of  dear  little 
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Rosey,  Clive,  that  I  put  up  with  all  mamma's  tantrums 
for  her  sake,"  remarks  Mr.  Binnie. 

"  Oh,  uncle!  "  says  little  Rosey,  and  the  old  gentleman 
stopped  her  remonstrances  with  a  kiss. 

"  Yes,"  says  he,  "  your  mother  does  have  tantrums, 
Miss ;  and  though  you  never  complain,  there's  no  reason 
why  I  shouldn't.  You  will  not  tell  on  me  "  (it  was  "  Oh, 
uncle!  "  again)  ;  "  and  Clive  won't,  I  am  sure.  This  little 
thing,  sir,"  James  went  on,  holding  Rosey's  prettj^  little 
hand  and  looking  fondly  in  her  pretty  little  face,  "  is 
her  old  uncle's  only  comfort  in  life.  I  w4sh  I  had  .had 
her  out  to  India  to  me,  and  never  come  back  to  this  great 
dreary  town  of  yours.  But  I  was  tempted  home  by  Tom 
Newcome;  and  I'm  too  old  to  go  back,  sir.  Where 
the  stick  falls  let  it  lie.  Rosey  would  have  been  whisked 
out  of  my  house,  in  India,  in  a  month  after  I  had  her 
there.  Some  young  fellow  would  have  taken  her  away 
from  me;  and  now  she  has  promised  never  to  leave  her 
old  Uncle  James,  hasn't  she?  " 

"  No,  never,  uncle,"  said  Rosey. 

"  We  don't  want  to  fall  in  love,  do  we,  child?  We 
don't  want  to  be  breaking  our  hearts  like  some  young 
folks,  and  dancing  attendance  at  balls  night  after  night, 
and  capering  about  in  the  Park  to  see  if  we  can  get 
a  glimpse  of  the  beloved  object,  eh,  Rosey?" 

Rosey  blushed.  It  was  evident  that  she  and  Uncle 
James  both  knew  of  Clive's  love  affair.  In  fact,  the 
front  seat  and  back  seat  of  the  carriage  both  blushed. 
And  as  for  the  secret,  why,  ^Irs.  Mackenzie  and  IVIrs. 
Hobson  had  talked  it  a  hundred  times  over. 

"  This  little  Rosey,  sir,  has  promised  to  take  care 
of  me  on  this  side  of  Styx,"  continued  Uncle  James; 
"  and  if  she  could  but  be  left  alone,  and  to  do  it  without 
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mamma — there,  I  won't  say  a  word  more  against  her — 
we  should  get  on  none  the  worse." 

"  Uncle  James,  I  must  make  a  picture  of  you,  for 
Rosey,"  said  Clive,  good-humouredly.  And  Rosey  said, 
"  Oh,  thank  you,  Clive,"  and  held  out  that  pretty  little 
hand,  and  looked  so  sweet  and  kind  and  happy,  that 
Clive  could  not  but  be  charmed  at  the  sight  of  so  much 
innocence  and  candour. 

"  Quasty  peecoly  Rosiny,"  says  James,  in  a  fine  Scotch 
Italian,  "  e  la  piu  bella,  la  piu  cara,  ragazza  ma  la  maw- 
dry  e  il  diav — " 

"Don't,  uncle!"  cried  Rosey,  again;  and  Clive 
laughed  at  Uncle  James's  wonderful  outbreak  in  a 
foreign  tongue. 

"  Eh!  I  thought  ye  didn't  know  a  word  of  the  sweet 
language,  Rosey!  It's  just  the  Lenguy  Toscawny  in 
Bocky  Romawny  that  I  thought  to  try  in  compliment 
to  this  young  monkey  who  has  seen  the  world."  And 
by  this  time  Saint  John's  Wood  was  reached;  and  Mr. 
Sherrick's  handsome  villa,  at  the  door  of  which  the  three 
beheld  the  Rev.  Charles  Honeyman  stepping  out  of  a 
neat  brougham. 

The  drawing-room  contained  several  pictures  of  Mrs. 
Sherrick  when  she  was  in  the  theatrical  line,  Smee's  por- 
trait of  her,  "  which  was  never  half  handsome  enough 
for  my  Betsy,"  Sherrick  said  indignantly,  the  print  of 
lier  in  Artaxerxes,  with  her  signature  as  Elizabeth  Fol- 
thorpe  (not  in  truth  a  fine  specimen  of  caligraph}^) ,  the 
testimonial  presented  to  her  on  the  conclusion  of  the 
triumplial  season  of  18—,  at  Drury  Lane,  by  her  ever 
grateful  friend,  Adolphus  Smacker,  Lessee,  who  of 
course  went  to  law  with  her  next  year,  and  other  Thes- 
pian emblems.     But  Clive  remarked,  with  not  a  little 


336  THE  NEWCOMES 

amusement,  that  the  drawing-room  tables  were  now 
covered  with  a  number  of  those  books  which  he  had  seen 
at  Madame  de  Montcontour's,  and  many  French  and 
German  ecclesiastical  gimcracks,  such  as  are  familiar 
to  numberless  readers  of  mine.  There  were  the  Lives  of 
"  St.  Botibol  of  Ishngton,"  and  "  St.  Willibald  of  Bare- 
acres;"  with  pictures  of  those  confessors.  Then  there 
was  the  "  Legend  of  Margery  Dawe,  Virgin  and  Mar- 
tyr," with  a  sweet  double  frontispiece,  representing  (1) 
the  sainted  woman  selling  her  feather-bed  for  the  bene- 
fit of  the  poor ;  and  ( 2 )  reclining  upon  straw,  the  leanest 
of  invahds.  There  was  "  Old  Daddj^  Longlegs,  and 
how  he  was  brought  to  say  his  Prayers ;  a  Tale  for  Chil- 
dren, by  a  Lady,"  with  a  preface  dated  St.  Chad's  Eve, 
and  signed  "  C.  H."  "  The  Rev.  Charles  Honeyman's 
Sermons,  delivered  at  Lady  Whittlesea's  Chapel," 
"  Poems  of  Early  Days,  by  Charles  Honeyman,  A.M.," 
"  The  Life  of  good  Dame  Whittlesea,"  by  do.  do.  Yes, 
Charles  had  come  out  in  the  literary  line;  and  there  in 
a  basket  was  a  strip  of  Berlin  work,  of  the  very  same 
Gothic  pattern  which  Madame  de  Montcontour  was 
weaving,  and  which  you  afterwards  saw  round  the  pulpit 
of  Charles's  chapel.  Rosey  was  welcomed  most  kindly 
by  the  kind  ladies;  and  as  the  gentlemen  sat  over  their 
wine  after  dinner  in  the  summer  evening,  Clive 
beheld  Rosey  and  Julia  pacing  up  and  down  the 
lawn.  Miss  Julia's  arm  round  her  little  friend's 
waist:  he  thought  they  would  make  a  pretty  little 
picture. 

"  My  girl  ain't  a  bad  one  to  look  at,  is  she?  "  said  the 
pleased  father.  "  A  fellow  might  look  far  enough,  and 
see  not  prettier  than  them  two." 

Charles  sighed  out  that  there  was  a  German  print,  the 
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"  Two  Leonoras,"  which  put  him  in  mind  of  their  vari- 
ous styles  of  beauty. 

"  I  wish  I  could  paint  them,"  said  Clive. 

"  And  why  not,  sir?  "  asks  his  host.  "  Let  me  give 
you  your  jfirst  commission  now,  Mr.  Clive;  I  wouldn't 
mind  paying  a  good  bit  for  a  picture  of  my  Julia.  I  for- 
get how  much  old  Smee  got  for  Betsv's,  the  old  hum- 
bug! " 

Clive  said  it  was  not  the  will,  but  the  power  that  was 
deficient.  He  succeeded  with  men,  but  the  ladies  were 
too  much  for  him  as  yet. 

"  Those  you've  done  up  at  Albany  Street  Barracks 
are  famous:  I've  seen  'em,"  said  Mr.  Sherrick;  and  re- 
marking that  his  guest  looked  rather  surprised  at  the 
idea  of  his  being  in  such  company,  Sherrick  said,  "  What, 
you  think  they  are  too  great  swells  for  me?  Law  bless 
you,  I  often  go  there.  I've  business  with  several  of  'em; 
had  with  Captain  Belsize,  with  the  Earl  of  Kew,  who's 
every  inch  the  gentleman — one  of  nature's  aristocracy, 
and  paid  up  like  a  man.  The  Earl  and  me  has  had  many 
dealings  together." 

Honeyman  smiled  faintly,  and  nobody  complying 
with  Mr.  Sherrick's  boisterous  entreaties  to  drink  more, 
the  gentlemen  quitted  the  dinner-table,  which  had  been 
served  in  a  style  of  prodigious  splendour,  and  went  to 
the  drawing-room  for  a  little  music. 

This  was  all  of  the  gravest  and  best  kind;  so  grave, 
indeed,  that  James  Binnie  might  be  heard  in  a  corner 
giving  an  accompaniment  of  little  snores  to  the  singers 
and  the  piano.  But  Rosey  was  delighted  with  the  per- 
formance, and  Sherrick  remarked  to  Clive,  "  That's  a 
good  gal,  that  is;  I  like  that  gal;  she  ain't  jealous  of 
Julia  cutting  her  out  in  the  music,  but  listens  as  pleased 
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as  any  one.  She's  a  sweet  little  pipe  of  her  own,  too. 
Miss  Mackenzie,  if  ever  you  like  to  go  to  the  opera,  send 
a  word  either  to  mj^  West  End  or  my  City  office.  I've 
boxes  every  week,  and  you're  welcome  to  anything  I 
can  give  you." 

So  all  agreed  that  the  evening  had  been  a  very  pleas- 
ant one,  and  they  of  Fitzroy  Square  returned  home  talk- 
ing in  a  most  comfortable  friendly  way — that  is,  two  of 
them,  for  Uncle  James  fell  asleep  again,  taking  posses- 
sion of  the  back  seat ;  and  Clive  and  Rosey  prattled  to- 
gether. He  had  offered  to  trj^  and  take  all  the  young 
ladies'  likenesses.  "  You  know  what  a  failure  the  last 
was,  Rosey?  " — he  had  very  nearty  said  "  dear  Rosey." 

"  Yes,  but  Miss  Sherrick  is  so  handsome,  that  you  will 
succeed  better  with  her  than  with  my  round  face,  Mr. 
Newcome." 

"  Mr.  What?  "  cries  Clive. 

"  Well,  Clive,  then,"  says  Rosey,  in  a  little  voice. 

He  sought  for  a  little  hand  which  was  not  very  far 
away.  "  You  know  we  are  like  brother  and  sister,  dear 
Rosey? "  he  said  this  time. 

"  Yes,"  said  she,  and  gave  a  little  pressure  of  the  hand. 
And  then  Uncle  James  woke  up;  and  it  seemed  as  if 
the  whole  drive  didn't  occupy  a  minute,  and  they  shook 
hands  very  very  kindly  at  the  door  of  Fitzroy  Square. 

Clive  made  a  famous  likeness  of  Miss  Sherrick,  with 
which  Mr.  Sherrick  was  delighted,  and  so  was  Mr.  Hon- 
eyman,  who  happened  to  call  upon  his  nephew  once  or 
twice  when  the  ladies  happened  to  be  sitting.  Then 
Clive  proposed  to  the  Rev.  Charles  Honeyman  to  take 
his  head  off;  and  made  an  excellent  likeness  in  chalk  of 
his  uncle — that  one,  in  fact,  from  which  the  print  was 
taken,  which  you  may  see  any  day  at  Hogarth's,  in  the 
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Haymarket,  along  with  a  whole  regiment  of  British 
divines.  Charles  became  so  friendly,  that  he  was  con- 
stantly coming  to  Charlotte  Street,  once  or  twice  a  week. 

Mr.  and  oSIrs.  Sherrick  came  to  look  at  the  drawing, 
and  were  charmed  with  it ;  and  when  Rosej^  was  sitting, 
they  came  to  see  her  portrait,  which  again  was  not  quite 
so  successful.  One  INIonday,  the  Sherricks  and  Honey- 
man  too  happened  to  call  to  see  the  picture  of  Rosey, 
who  trotted  over  with  her  uncle  to  Clive's  studio,  and 
they  all  had  a  great  laugh  at  a  paragraph  in  the  Pall 
31  all  Gazette  J,  evidently  from  F.  B.'s  hand,  to  the  fol- 
lowing effect: — 

"  CoxvERsioN  IX  High  Life.— A  foreign  nobleman 
of  princely  rank,  who  has  married  an  English  lady,  and 
has  resided  among  us  for  some  time,  is  likely,  we  hear  and 
trust,  to  join  the  English  Church.  The  Prince  de 
M — ntc — nt — r  has  been  a  constant  attendant  at  Lady 
Whittlesea's  chajDel,  of  which  the  Rev.  C.  Honeyman 
is  the  eloquent  incumbent;  and  it  is  said  this  sound  and 
talented  divine  has  been  the  means  of  awakening  the 
prince  to  a  sense  of  the  erroneous  doctrines  in  which  he 
has  been  bred.  His  ancestors  were  Protestants,  and 
fought  by  the  side  of  Henry  IV.  at  IiTi/.  In  Louis 
XIV. 's  time,  they  adopted  the  religion  of  that  perse- 
cuting monarch.  We  sincerely  trust  that  the  present 
heir  of  the  house  of  Ivry  will  see  fit  to  return  to  the 
creed  which  his  forefathers  so  unfortunately  abjured." 

The  ladies  received  this  news  with  perfect  gravity; 
and  Charles  uttered  a  meek  wish  that  it  might  prove 
true.  As  they  went  away,  they  offered  more  hospitali- 
ties to  Clive  and  Mr.  Binnie  and  his  niece.  They  liked 
the  music,  would  they  not  come  and  hear  it  again? 

When  they  had  departed  with  ]\Ir.  Honeyman,  Clive 
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could  not  help  saying  to  Uncle  James,  "  Why  are  those 
people  always  coming  here;  praising  me;  and  asking 
me  to  dinner?  Do  you  know,  I  can't  help  thinking  that 
they  rather  want  me  as  a  pretender  for  Miss  Sherrick?  " 

Binnie  burst  into  a  loud  guffaw,  and  cried  out,  "  O 
vanitas  vanitawtum!"     Rosey  laughed  too. 

"  I  don't  think  it  any  joke  at  all,"  said  Clive. 

"  Why,  you  stupid  lad,  don't  you  see  it  is  Charles 
Honeyman  the  girl's  in  love  with?  "  cried  Uncle  James. 
"  Rosey  saw  it  in  the  very  first  instant  we  entered  their 
drawing-room  three  weeks  ago." 

"  Indeed,  and  how?  "  asked  Clive. 

"  By— by  the  way  she  looked  at  him,"  said  little  Rosey. 


CHAPTER    XLV 


A     STAG     OF     TEN 


HE  London  season  was 
very  nearly  come  to  an 
end,  and  Lord  Farin- 
tosh  had  danced  I 
don't  know  how  many 
times  with  Miss  New- 
come,  had  drunk  sev- 
eral  bottles  of  the 
old  Kew  jjort,  had 
been  seen  at  numer- 
■jr^  e-o  ous  breakfasts,  operas, 

races,  and  public  places  by  the  young  lady's  side,  and 
had  not  as  yet  made  any  such  proposal  as  Lady  Kew 


expected  for  her  granddaughter.     Clive  going  to  see  his 
military  friends  in  the  Regent's  Park  once,  and  finish 
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Captain  Butts's  portrait  in  barracks,  heard  two  or  three 
young  men  talking,  and  one  say  to  another,  "  I  bet  you 
three  to  two  Farintosh  don't  marry  her,  and  I  bet  you 
even  that  he  don't  ask  her."  Then  as  he  entered  Mr. 
Butts's  room,  where  these  gentlemen  were  conversing, 
there  was  a  silence  and  an  awkwardness.  The  young 
fellows  were  making  an  "  event "  out  of  Ethel's  mar- 
riage, and  sporting  their  money  freely  on  it. 

To  have  an  old  countess  hunting  a  young  marquis  so 
resolutely  that  all  the  world  should  be  able  to  look  on 
and  speculate  whether  her  game  would  be  run  down  by 
that  staunch  toothless  old  pursuer — that  is  an  amus- 
ing sport,  isn't  it?  and  affords  plenty  of  fun  and  satis- 
faction to  those  who  follow  the  hunt.  But  for  a  heroine 
of  a  storj%  be  she  ever  so  clever,  handsome,  and  sarcastic, 
I  don't  think  for  my  part,  at  this  present  stage  of  the 
tale.  Miss  Ethel  Newcome  occupies  a  very  dignified  po- 
sition. To  break  her  heart  in  silence  for  Tomkins,  who 
is  in  love  with  another;  to  suffer  no  end  of  poverty, 
starvation,  capture  by  ruffians,  ill-treatment  by  a  bully- 
ing husband,  loss  of  beauty  by  the  small-pox,  death  even 
at  the  end  of  the  volume;  all  these  mishaps  a  young 
heroine  may  endure  (and  has  endured  in  romances  over 
and  over  again),  without  losing  the  least  dignity,  or 
suffering  any  diminution  of  the  sentimental  reader's 
esteem.  But  a  girl  of  great  beauty,  high  temper,  and 
strong  natural  intellect,  who  submits  to  be  dragged 
hither  and  thither  in  an  old  grandmother's  leash,  and  in 
pursuit  of  a  husband  who  will  run  away  from  the  couple, 
such  a  person,  I  say,  is  in  a  very  awkward  position  as 
a  heroine;  and  I  declare  if  I  had  another  read}^  to  my 
hand  (and  unless  there  were  extenuating  circumstances) , 
Ethel  should  be  deposed  at  this  very  sentence. 
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But  a  novelist  must  go  on  with  his  heroine,  as  a  man 
with  his  wife,  for  better  or  worse,  and  to  the  end.  For 
how  many  years  have  the  Spaniards  borne  with  their 
gracious  queen,  not  because  she  was  faultless,  but  be- 
cause she  was  there.  So  Chambers  and  grandees  cried, 
"  God  save  her,"  Alabarderos  turned  out,  drums  beat, 
cannons  fired,  and  peoj3le  saluted  Isabella  Segunda,  who 
was  no  better  than  the  humblest  washerwoman  of  her 
subjects.  Are  tt"^  much  better  than  our  neighbours ?  Do 
we  never  yield  to  our  peculiar  temptation,  our  pride,  or 
our  avarice,  or  our  vanity,  or  what  not?  Ethel  is  very 
wrong  certainly.  But  recollect,  she  is  very  j^oung.  She 
is  in  other  people's  hands.  She  has  been  bred  up  and 
governed  by  a  very  worldly  family,  and  taught  their 
traditions.  We  would  hardly,  for  instance — the  staunch- 
est  Protestant  in  England  would  hardly  be  angry  with 
poor  Isabella  Segunda  for  being  a  Catholic.  So  if  Ethel 
worships  at  a  certain  image  which  a  great  number  of 
good  folks  in  England  bow  to,  let  us  not  be  too  angry 
with  her  idolatrj^  and  bear  w  ith  our  queen  a  little  longer 
before  we  make  our  pronunciamento. 

Xo,  ^Nliss  Newcome,  yours  is  not  a  dignified  position 
in  life,  however  you  may  argue  that  hundreds  of  people 
in  the  world  are  doing  like  you.  Oh,  me!  what  a  con- 
fession it  is,  in  the  very  outset  of  life  and  blushing 
brightness  of  youth's  morning,  to  own  that  the  aim  with 
which  a  young  girl  sets  out,  and  the  object  of  her  exist- 
ence, is  to  marry  a  rich  man ;  that  she  was  endowed  with 
beauty  so  that  she  might  buy  wealth,  and  a  title  with  it; 
tliat  as  sure  as  she  has  a  soul  to  be  saved,  her  business 
here  on  earth  is  to  try  and  get  a  rich  husband.  That  is 
the  career  for  which  many  a  woman  is  bred  and  trained. 
A  young  man  begins  the  world  with  some  aspirations  at 
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least;  he  will  try  to  be  good  and  follow  the  truth;  he 
will  strive  to  win  honours  for  himself,  and  never  do  a 
base  action;  he  will  pass  nights  over  his  books,  and 
forego  ease  and  pleasure  so  that  he  may  achieve  a  name. 
Many  a  jDOor  wretch  who  is  worn  out  now  and  old,  and 
bankrupt  of  fame  and  money  too,  has  commenced  life  at 
any  rate  with  noble  views  and  generous  schemes,  from 
which  weakness,  idleness,  passion,  or  overpowering 
hostile  fortune  have  turned  him  away.  But  a  girl  of 
the  world,  hon  Dieu!  the  doctrine  with  which  she  begins 
is  that  she  is  to  have  a  wealthy  husband:  the  article  of 
Faith  in  her  catechism  is,  "  I  believe  in  elder  sons,  and  a 
house  in  town,  and  a  house  in  the  country!  "  They  are 
mercenary  as  they  step  fresh  and  blooming  into  the 
world  out  of  the  nursery.  They  have  been  schooled 
there  to  keep  their  bright  eyes  to  look  only  on  the  Prince 
and  the  Duke,  Croesus  and  Dives.  By  long  cramping 
and  careful  process,  their  little  natural  hearts  have  been 
squeezed  up,  like  the  feet  of  their  fashionable  little  sis- 
ters in  China.  As  you  see  a  pauper's  child,  with  an 
awful  premature  knowledge  of  the  pawn-shop,  able  to 
haggle  at  market  with  her  wretched  halfpence,  and  battle 
bargains  at  hucksters'  stalls,  you  shall  find  a  young 
beauty,  who  was  a  child  in  the  school-room  a  year  since, 
as  wise  and  knowing  as  the  old  practitioners  on  that 
exchange;  as  economical  of  her  smiles,  as  dexterous  in 
keeping  back  or  producing  her  beautiful  wares,  as  skil- 
ful in  setting  one  bidder  against  another,  as  keen  as  the 
smartest  merchant  in  Vanity  Fair. 

If  the  young  gentlemen  of  the  Life  Guards  Green 
who  were  talking  about  Miss  Newcome  and  her  suitors 
were  silent  when  Clive  appeared  amongst  them,  it  was 
because  they  were  aware  not  only  of  Iiis  relationship  to 
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the  j^oung  lady,  but  his  unhappj^  condition  regarding 
her.  Certain  men  there  are  who  never  tell  their  love,  but 
let  concealment,  like  a  worm  in  the  bud,  feed  on  their 
damask  cheeks;  others  again  must  be  not  always  think- 
ing, but  talking  about  the  darling  object.  So  it  was  not 
very  long  before  Captain  Crackthorpe  was  taken  into 
Clive's  confidence,  and  through  Crackthorpe  very  likely 
the  whole  mess  became  acquainted  with  his  passion. 
These  young  fellows,  who  had  been  early  introduced 
into  the  world,  gave  Clive  small  hopes  of  success,  put- 
ting to  him,  in  their  downright  phraseology,  the  point 
of  which  he  was  already  aware,  that  Miss  Newcome  was 
intended  for  his  superiors,  and  that  he  had  best  not  make 
his  mind  uneasy  by  sighing  for  those  beautiful  grapes 
which  were  beyond  his  reach. 

But  the  good-natured  Crackthorpe,  who  had  a  pity  for 
the  young  painter's  condition,  helped  him  so  far  (and 
gained  Clive's  warmest  thanks  for  his  good  offices),  by 
asking  admission  for  Clive  to  certain  evening  parties  of 
the  heau-monde,  where  he  had  the  gratification  of  meet- 
ing his  charmer.  Ethel  was  surprised  and  pleased,  and 
Lady  Kew  surprised  and  angry  at  meeting  Clive  New- 
come  at  these  fashionable  houses;  the  girl  herself  was 
touched  very  likely  at  his  pertinacity  in  following  her. 
As  there  was  no  actual  feud  between  them,  she  could  not 
refuse  now  and  again  to  dance  with  her  cousin,  and  thus 
he  picked  up  such  small  crumbs  of  consolation  as  a  youth 
in  his  state  can  get;  lived  upon  six  words  vouchsafed 
to  him  in  a  quadrille,  or  brought  home  a  glance  of  the 
eyes  which  she  had  presented  to  him  in  a  waltz,  or  the 
remembrance  of  a  squeeze  of  the  hand  on  parting  or 
meeting.  How  eager  he  was  to  get  a  card  to  this  party 
or  that!  how  attentive  to  the  givers  of  such  entertain- 
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ments !  Some  friends  of  his  accused  him  of  being  a  tuft- 
hunter  and  flatterer  of  the  aristocracy,  on  account  of 
his  pohteness  to  certain  people ;  the  truth  was,  he  wanted 
to  go  wherever  Miss  Ethel  was ;  and  the  ball  was  blank 
to  him  which  she  did  not  attend. 

This  business  occupied  not  only  one  season,  but  two. 
By  the  time  of  the  second  season,  Mr.  Newcome  had 
made  so  many  acquaintances,  that  he  needed  few  more 
introductions  into  society.  He  was  very  well  known 
as  a  good-natured  handsome  young  man,  and  a  very 
good  waltzer,  the  only  son  of  an  Indian  officer  of  large 
wealth,  who  chose  to  devote  himself  to  painting,  and 
who  was  supposed  to  entertain  an  unhappy  fondness  for 
his  cousin  the  beautiful  Miss  Newcome.  Kind  folks  who 
heard  of  this  little  tendre,  and  were  sufficiently  interested 
in  Mr.  Clive,  asked  him  to  their  houses  in  consequence. 
I  daresay  those  people  who  were  good  to  him  maj^  have 
been  themselves  at  one  time  unlucky  in  their  own  love 
aff'airs. 

When  the  first  season  ended  without  a  declaration 
from  my  lord.  Lady  Kew  carried  oif  her  young  lady  to 
Scotland,  where  it  also  so  happened  that  Lord  Farintosh 
was  going  to  shoot,  and  people  made  what  surmises  thej'^ 
chose  upon  this  coincidence.  Surmises,  whj^  not?  You 
who  know  the  world,  know  very  well  that  if  you  see 
Mrs.  So-and-so's  name  in  the  list  of  people  at  an  enter- 
tainment, on  looking  down  the  list  you  will  presently  be 
sure  to  come  on  Mr.  Whatd'youcall'em's.  If  Lord  and 
Lady  Blank,  of  Suchandsuch  Castle,  received  a  distin- 
guished circle  (including  Lady  Dash),  for  Christmas 
or  Easter,  without  reading  farther  the  names  of  the 
guests,  you  may  venture  on  any  wager  that  Captain 
Asterisk  is  one  of  the  company.    These  coincidences  hap- 
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pen  every  day ;  and  some  people  are  so  anxious  to  meet 
other  people,  and  so  irresistible  is  the  magnetic  sympathy, 
I  suppose,  that  they  will  travel  hundreds  of  miles  in  the 
worst  of  weather  to  see  their  friends,  and  break  your  door 
open  almost,  provided  the  friend  is  inside  it. 

I  am  obliged  to  own  the  fact,  that  for  many  months 
Lady  Kew  hunted  after  Lord  Farintosh.  This  rheu- 
matic old  woman  went  to  Scotland,  where,  as  he  was 
pursuing  the  deer,  she  stalked  his  lordship :  from  Scot- 
land she  went  to  Paris,  where  he  was  taking  lessons  in 
dancing  at  the  Chaumiere;  from  Paris  to  an  English 
country-house,  for  Christmas,  where  he  was  expected, 
but  didn't  come — not  being,  his  professor  said,  quite 
complete  in  the  polka,  and  so  on.  If  Ethel  were  privy 
to  these  manoeuvres,  or  anything  more  than  an  unwit- 
tingly consenting  party,  I  say  we  would  depose  her  from 
her  place  of  heroine  at  once.  But  she  was  acting  under 
her  grandmother's  orders,  a  most  imperious,  irresistible, 
managing  old  w^oman,  who  exacted  everybody's  obedi- 
ence, and  managed  everybody's  business  in  her  family. 
Lady  Ann  Newcome  being  in  attendance  on  her  sick 
husband,  Ethel  was  consigned  to  the  Countess  of  Kew, 
her  grandmother,  who  hinted  that  she  should  leave  Ethel 
her  property  when  dead,  and  whilst  alive  expected  the 
girl  should  go  about  with  her.  She  had  and  wrote  as 
many  letters  as  a  Secretary  of  State  almost.  She  was 
accustomed  to  set  ojff  without  taking  anybody's  advice, 
or  announcing  her  departure  until  within  an  hour  or  two 
of  the  event.  In  her  train  moved  Ethel,  against  her  own 
w^ill,  whicli  would  have  led  her  to  staj^  at  home  with  her 
father,  but  at  the  special  wish  and  order  of  her  parents. 
Was  sucli  a  sum  as  that  of  which  I.,ady  Kew  had  the 
disposal  {Hobson  Brotliers  knew  the  amount  of  it  quite 
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well)  to  be  left  out  of  the  family?  Forbid  it  all  ye 
powers !  Barnes — who  would  have  liked  the  money  him- 
self, and  said  truly  that  he  would  live  with  his  grand- 
mother anywhere  she  liked  if  he  could  get  it, — Barnes 
joined  most  energetically  with  Sir  Brian  and  Lady 
Ann  in  ordering  Ethel's  obedience  to  Lady  Kew.  You 
know  how  difficult  it  is  for  one  j'^oung  woman  not  to 
acquiesce  when  the  family  council  strongly  orders.  In 
fine,  I  hope  there  was  a  good  excuse  for  the  queen  of  this 
history,  and  that  it  was  her  wicked  domineering  old 
prime  minister  who  led  her  wrong.  Otherwise,  I  say, 
we  would  have  another  dynasty.  Oh,  to  think  of  a  gen- 
erous nature,  and  the  world,  and  nothing  but  the  world, 
to  occupy  it! — of  a  brave  intellect,  and  the  milliner's 
bandboxes,  and  the  scandal  of  the  coteries,  and  the  fid- 
dle-faddle etiquette  of  the  court  for  its  sole  exercise! 
of  the  rush  and  hurry  from  entertainment  to  entertain- 
ment; of  the  constant  smiles  and  cares  of  representa- 
tion; of  the  prayerless  rest  at  night,  and  the  awaking 
to  a  godless  morrow!  This  was  the  course  of  life 
to  which  Fate,  and  not  her  own  fault  altogether,  had 
for  a  while  handed  over  Ethel  Newcome.  Let  those 
pity  her  who  can  feel  their  own  weakness  and  mis- 
going  ;  let  those  punish  her  who  are  without  fault  them- 
selves. 

Clive  did  not  offer  to  follow  her  to  Scotland.  He 
knew  quite  well  that  the  encouragement  he  had  had  was 
only  of  the  smallest;  that  as  a  relation  she  received  him 
frankly  and  kindly  enough,  but  checked  him  when  he 
would  have  adopted  another  character.  But  it  chanced 
that  they  met  in  Paris,  whither  he  went  in  the  Easter  of 
the  ensuing  year,  having  worked  to  some  good  purpose 
through  the  winter,  and  despatched,  as  on  a  former  oc- 


THE  XEWC0:MES  349 

casion,  his  three  or  four  pictures,  to  take  their  chance  at 
the  Exhibition. 

Of  these  it  is  our  pleasing  duty  to  be  able  to  corrob- 
orate, to  some  extent,  lSh\  F.  Bayham's  favourable  re- 
port. Fancy  sketclies  and  historical  pieces  our  young 
man  had  eschewed;  having  convinced  himself  either 
that  he  had  not  an  epic  genius,  or  that  to  draw  portraits 
of  his  friends  was  a  much  easier  task  than  that  wliich  he 
had  set  himself  formerly.  Whilst  all  the  world  was 
crowding  round  a  pair  of  J.  J.'s  little  pictures,  a  couple 
of  chalk  heads  were  admitted  into  the  Exhibition,  (his 
great  picture  of  Captain  Crackthorpe  on  horseback,  in 
full  uniform,  I  must  own,  was  ignominiously  rejected,) 
and  the  friends  of  the  parties  had  the  pleasure  of  recog- 
nising in  the  miniature  room.  No.  1246,  "  Portrait  of  an 
Officer," — viz.,  Augustus  Butts,  Esq.,  of  the  Life 
Guards  Green;  and  "Portrait  of  the  Rev.  Charles 
Honeyman,"  Xo.  1272.  jNIiss  Sherrick  the  hangers  re- 
fused; ]Mr.  Binnie,  Clive  had  spoiled,  as  usual,  in  the 
painting;  the  chalk  heads,  however,  before  named,  were 
voted  to  be  faithful  likenesses,  and  executed  in  a  very 
agreeable  and  spirited  manner.  F.  Bayham's  criticism 
on  these  performances,  it  need  not  be  said,  was  tremen- 
dous. Since  the  days  of  INIichael  Angelo  you  would 
have  thought  there  never  had  been  such  drawings.  In 
fact,  F.  B.,  as  some  other  critics  do,  clapped  his  friends 
so  boisterously  on  tlie  back,  and  trumpeted  their  merits 
with  such  prodigious  energy,  as  to  make  his  friends 
themselves  sometimes  uneasy. 

Mr.  Clive,  whose  good  father  was  writing  home  more 
and  more  wonderful  accounts  of  tlie  Bundlecund  Bank, 
in  wliich  he  had  engaged,  and  wlio  was  always  pressing 
his  son  to  draw  for  more  monev,  treated  himself  to  com- 
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fortable  rooms  at  Paris,  in  the  very  same  hotel  where 
the  young  ^Marquis  of  Farintosh  occuj^ied  lodgings 
much  more  splendid,  and  where  he  lived,  no  doubt,  so  as 
to  be  near  the  professor,  who  was  still  teaching  his  lord- 
ship the  polka.  Indeed,  it  must  be  said  that  Lord  Farin- 
tosh made  great  progress  under  this  artist,  and  that  he 
danced  very  much  better  in  his  third  season  than  in  the 
first  and  second  years  after  he  had  come  upon  the  town. 
From  the  same  instructor  the  INIarquis  learned  the  lat- 
est novelties  in  French  conversation,  the  choicest  oaths 
and  phrases  (for  which  he  was  famous) ,  so  that  although 
his  French  grammar  was  naturally  defective,  he  was 
enabled  to  order  a  dinner  at  Phillipe's,  and  to  bully  a 
waiter,  or  curse  a  hackney  coachman  with  extreme  volu- 
bility. A  young  nobleman  of  his  rank  was  received  with 
the  distinction  which  was  his  due  by  the  French  sover- 
eign of  that  period ;  and  at  the  Tuileries,  and  the  houses 
of  the  French  nobility  which  he  visited.  INIonsieur  le 
JNIarquis  de  Farintosh  excited  considerable  remark  by  the 
use  of  some  of  the  phrases  which  his  j^oung  professor  had 
taught  to  him.  People  even  went  so  far  as  to  say  that 
the  INIarquis  was  an  awkward  and  dull  young  man,  of 
the  very  worst  manners. 

Whereas  the  young  Clive  Newcome — and  it  com- 
forted the  poor  fellow's  heart  somewhat,  and  be  sure 
pleased  Ethel,  who  was  looking  on  at  his  triumphs — 
was  voted  the  most  charming  young  Englishman  who 
had  been  seen  for  a  long  time  in  our  salons.  Madame 
de  Florae,  who  loved  him  as  a  son  of  her  own,  actually 
went  once  or  twice  into  the  world  in  order  to  see  his  debut. 
Madame  de  Montcontour  inhabited  a  part  of  the  "  Hotel 
de  Florae,"  and  received  society  there.  The  French 
people  did  not  understand  what  bad  English  she  talked, 
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though  they  comprehended  Lord  Farintosh's  French 
bkniders.  "  iSIonsieur  Newcome  is  an  artist!  What  a 
noble  career!  "  cries  a  great  French  lady,  the  wife  of  a 
^Marshal,  to  the  astonished  Miss  Newcome.  "  This  young 
man  is  the  cousin  of  the  charming  Mees?  You  must 
be  proud  to  possess  such  a  nephew,  JNIadame!  "  says  an- 
other French  lady  to  the  Countess  of  Kew  (who,  you 
may  be  sure,  is  delighted  to  have  such  a  relative) .  And 
the  French  lady  invites  Clive  to  her  receptions  ex- 
pressly in  order  to  make  herself  agreeable  to  the  old 
Comtesse.  Before  the  cousins  have  been  three  minutes 
together  in  Madame  de  Florae's  salon,  she  sees  that 
Clive  is  in  love  with  Ethel  Newcome.  She  takes  the 
boy's  hand  and  says  "  J'ai  voire  secret,  mon  ami; "  and 
her  eyes  regard  him  for  a  moment  as  fondly,  as  tenderly 
as  ever  they  looked  at  his  father.  Oh,  what  tears  have 
they  shed,  gentle  eyes!  Oh,  what  faith  has  it  kept,  ten- 
der heart!  If  love  lives  through  all  life;  and  survives 
through  all  sorrow;  and  remains  steadfast  with  us 
through  all  changes ;  and  in  all  darkness  of  spirit  burns 
brightly ;  and,  if  we  die,  deplores  us  for  ever,  and  loves 
still  equally;  and  exists  with  the  very  last  gasp  and 
throb  of  the  faithful  bosom— whence  it  passes  with  the 
pure  soul,  beyond  death;  surely  it  shall  be  immortal! 
Though  we  who  remain  are  separated  from  it,  is  it  not 
ours  in  Heaven?  If  we  love  still  those  we  lose,  can  we 
altogether  lose  those  we  love?  Forty  years  have  passed 
away.  Youth  and  dearest  memories  revisit  her,  and 
Hope  almost  wakes  up  again  out  of  its  grave,  as  the 
constant  lady  holds  the  young  man's  hand,  and  looks  at 
the  son  of  Thomas  Newcome. 


CHAPTER  XL VI 

THE    "  HOTEL   DE   FLORAC  " 

SINCE  the  death  of  the  Due  d'lvry,  the  husband  of 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  the  Comte  de  Florae,  who  is 
now  the  legitimate  owner  of  the  ducal  title,  does  not 
choose  to  bear  it,  but  continues  to  be  known  in  the  world 
by  his  old  name.  The  old  Count's  world  is  very  small. 
His  doctor,  and  his  director,  who  comes  daily  to  play  his 
game  of  picquet ;  his  daughter's  children,  who  amuse  him 
by  their  laughter,  and  play  round  his  chair  in  the  garden 
of  his  hotel ;  his  faithful  wife,  and  one  or  two  friends  as 
old  as  himself,  form  his  society.  His  son  the  Abbe  is 
with  them  but  seldom.  The  austerity  of  his  manners 
frightens  his  old  father,  who  can  little  comprehend  the 
religionism  of  the  new  school.  After  going  to  hear  his 
son  preach  through  Lent  at  Notre  Dame,  where  the 
Abbe  de  Florae  gathered  a  great  congregation,  the  old 
Count  came  away  quite  puzzled  at  his  son's  declamations. 
"  I  do  not  understand  your  new  priests,"  he  says;  "  I 
knew  my  son  had  become  a  Cordelier;  I  went  to  hear 
him,  and  found  he  was  a  Jacobin.  Let  me  make  my 
salut  in  quiet,  my  good  Leonore.  ]My  director  answers 
for  me,  and  plays  a  game  at  trictrac  into  the  bargain 
with  me."  Our  history  has  but  little  to  do  with  this  ven- 
erable nobleman.  He  has  his  chamber  looking  out  into 
the  garden  of  his  hotel ;  his  faithful  old  domestic  to  wait 
upon  him ;  his  House  of  Peers  to  attend  when  he  is  well 
enough;  his  few  acquaintances  to  help  him  to  pass  the 
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evening.  The  rest  of  the  hotel  he  gives  up  to  his  son,  the 
Vicomte  de  Florae,  and  Madame  la  Princesse  de  Mont- 
contour,  his  daughter-in-law. 

When  Florae  has  told  his  friends  of  the  Club  why  it 
is  he  has  assumed  a  new  title— as  a  means  of  reconcilia- 
tion (a  reconciliation  all  philosophical,  my  friends)  with 
his  wife,  nee  Higg  of  JNIanchester,  who  adores  titles  like 
all  Anglaises,  and  has  recently  made  a  great  succession, 
everybody  allows  that  the  measure  was  dictated  by  pru- 
dence, and  there  is  no  more  laughter  at  his  change  of 
name.  The  Princess  takes  the  first  floor  of  the  hotel  at 
the  price  paid  for  it  by  the  American  General,  who  has 
returned  to  his  original  pigs  at  Cincinnati.  Had  not 
Cincinnatus  himself  pigs  on  his  farm,  and  was  he  not  a 
general  and  member  of  Congress  too  ?  The  honest  Prin- 
cess has  a  bed-chamber,  which,  to  her  terror,  she  is  obliged 
to  open  of  reception-evenings,  when  gentlemen  and  la- 
dies play  cards  there.  It  is  fitted  up  in  the  style  of  Louis 
XVI.  In  her  bed  is  an  immense  looking-glass,  sur- 
mounted by  stucco  cupids:  it  is  an  alcove  which  some 
powdered  Venus,  before  the  Revolution,  might  have  re- 
posed in.  Opposite  that  looking-glass,  between  the  tall 
windows,  at  some  forty  feet  distance,  is  another  huge 
mirror,  so  that  when  the  poor  Princess  is  in  bed,  in  her 
prim  old  curl-papers,  she  sees  a  vista  of  elderly  princesses 
twinkling  away  into  the  dark  perspective;  and  is  so 
frightened  that  she  and  Betsy,  her  Lancashire  maid,  pin 
up  the  jonquil  silk  curtains  over  the  bed-mirror  after  the 
first  night;  though  the  Princess  never  can  get  it  out  of 
her  head  that  her  image  is  still  there,  behind  the  jonquil 
hangings,  turning  as  she  turns,  waking  as  she  wakes,  &c. 
The  chamber  is  so  vast  and  lonely  that  she  has  a  bed  made 
for  Betsy  in  the  room.     It  is,  of  course,  whisked  away 
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into  a  closet  on  reception-evenings.  A  boudoir,  rose- 
tendre,  with  more  cuj)ids  and  nymphs,  by  Boucher, 
sporting  over  the  door-panels — nymphs  who  may  well 
shock  old  Betsy  and  her  old  mistress— is  the  Princess's 
morning-room.  "  Ah,  Mum,  what  would  Mr.  Humper 
at  Manchester,  Mr.  Jowls  of  Newcome  "  (the  minister 
whom,  in  early  days,  Miss  Higg  used  to  sit  under)  "  say 
if  they  was  browt  into  this  room !  "  But  there  is  no  ques- 
tion of  Mr.  Jowls  and  Mr.  Humper,  excellent  dissent- 
ing divines,  who  preached  to  Miss  Higg,  being  brought 
into  the  Princesse  de  Montcontour's  boudoir. 

That  paragraph,  respecting  a  conversion  in  high  life, 
which  F.  B.  in  his  enthusiasm  inserted  in  the  Pall  31  all 
Gazette,  caused  no  small  excitement  in  the  Florae 
family.  The  Florae  family  read  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette, 
knowing  that  Clive's  friends  were  engaged  in  that  peri- 
odical. When  Madame  de  Florae,  who  did  not  often 
read  newspapers,  happened  to  cast  her  eye  upon  that 
poetic  paragraph  of  F.  B.'s,  you  may  fancy  with  what 
a  panic  it  filled  the  good  and  pious  lady.  Her  son  be- 
come a  Protestant!  After  all  the  grief  and  trouble  his 
wildness  had  occasioned  to  her,  Paul  forsake  his  religion ! 
But  that  her  husband  was  so  ill  and  aged  as  not  to  be 
able  to  bear  her  absence,  she  would  have  hastened  to  Lon- 
don to  rescue  her  son  out  of  that  perdition.  She  sent 
for  her  younger  son,  who  undertook  the  embassy;  and 
the  Prince  and  Princesse  de  Montcontour,  in  their  hotel 
at  London,  were  one  day  surprised  by  the  visit  of  the 
Abbe  de  Florae. 

As  Paul  was  quite  innocent  of  any  intention  of  aban- 
doning his  religion,  the  mother's  kind  heart  was  very 
speedily  set  at  rest  by  her  envoy.  Far  from  Paul's  con- 
version to  Protestantism,  the  Abbe  wrote  home  the  most 
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encouraging  accounts  of  his  sister-in-law's  precious  dis- 
positions. He  had  communications  with  Madame  de 
^Nlontcontour's  Anglican  director,  a  man  of  not  powerful 
mind,  wrote  M.  I'Abbe,  though  of  considerable  repute 
for  eloquence  in  his  sect.  The  good  dispositions  of  his 
sister-in-law  were  improved  by  the  French  clergyman, 
who  could  be  most  captivating  and  agreeable  when  a 
work  of  conversion  was  in  hand.  The  visit  reconciled  the 
family  to  their  English  relative,  in  whom  good-nature 
and  many  other  good  qualities  were  to  be  seen  now  that 
there  were  hopes  of  reclaiming  her.  It  was  agreed  that 
Madame  de  Montcontour  should  come  and  inhabit  the 
"  Hotel  de  Florae  "  at  Paris:  jDcrhaps  the  Abbe  tempted 
the  worthy  lady  by  pictures  of  the  many  pleasures  and 
advantages  she  would  enjoy  in  that  capital.  She  was 
presented  at  her  own  court  by  the  French  ambassadress 
of  that  day;  and  was  received  at  the  Tuileries  with  a 
cordiality  which  flattered  and  pleased  her. 

Having  been  presented  herself,  ^ladame  la  Princesse 
in  turn  presented  to  her  august  sovereign  Mrs.  T.  Higg 
and  Miss  Higg,  of  Manchester,  Mrs.  Samuel  Higg,  of 
Newcome;  the  husbands  of  those  ladies  (the  Princess's 
brothers)  also  sporting  a  court-dress  for  the  first  time. 
Sam  Higg's  neighbour,  the  member  for  Newcome,  Sir 
Brian  Newcome,  Bart.,  was  too  ill  to  act  as  Higg's  spon- 
sor before  Majesty;  but  Barnes  Newcome  was  uncom- 
monly civil  to  the  two  Lancashire  gentlemen;  though 
their  politics  were  different  to  his,  and  Sam  had  voted 
against  Sir  Brian  at  his  last  election.  Barnes  took  them 
to  dine  at  a  club,  recommended  his  tailor,  and  sent  Lady 
Clara  Pulleyn  to  call  on  Mrs.  Higg,  who  pronounced 
her  to  be  a  pretty  young  woman  and  most  haff  able.  The 
Countess  of  Dorking  would  have  been  delighted  to  pre- 
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sent  these  ladies  had  the  Princess  not  luckily  been  in 
London  to  do  that  office.  The  Hobson  Newcomes  were 
very  civil  to  the  Lancashire  party,  and  entertained  them 
splendidly  at  dinner.  I  believe  Mrs.  and  Mr.  Hobson 
themselves  went  to  court  this  year,  the  latter  in  a  deputy- 
lieutenant's  uniform. 

If  Barnes  Newcome  was  so  very  civil  to  the  Higg 
family,  we  may  suppose  he  had  good  reason.  The 
Higgs  were  very  strong  in  Newcome,  and  it  was  advisa- 
ble to  conciliate  them.  They  Avere  very  rich,  and  their 
account  would  not  be  disagreeable  at  the  Bank.  Ma- 
dame de  Montcontour's — a  large  easy  private  account — 
would  be  more  pleasant  still.  And,  Hobson  Brothers 
having  entered  largely  into  the  Anglo-Continental  Rail- 
way, whereof  mention  has  been  made,  it  was  a  bright 
thought  of  Barnes  to  place  the  Prince  of  jMontcontour, 
&c.  &c.,  on  the  French  Direction  of  the  railway;  and  to 
take  the  princely  prodigal  down  to  Newcome  with  his 
new  title,  and  reconcile  him  to  his  wife  and  the  Higg 
family.  Barnes,  we  may  say,  invented  the  principality: 
rescued  the  Vicomte  de  Florae  out  of  his  dirty  lodgings 
in  Leicester  Square,  and  sent  the  Prince  of  Montcon- 
tour  back  to  his  worthy  middle-aged  wife  again.  The 
disagreeable  dissenting  days  were  over.  A  brilliant 
young  curate  of  Doctor  Bulders,  who  also  wore  long 
hair,  straight  waistcoats,  and  no  shirt-collars,  had  already 
reconciled  the  Vicomtesse  de  Florae  to  the  persuasion, 
whereof  the  ministers  are  clad  in  that  queer  uniform. 
The  landlord  of  their  hotel  in  St.  James's  got  his  wine 
from  Sherrick,  and  sent  his  families  to  Ladj^  Whittle- 
sea's  Chapel.  The  Rev.  Charles  Honeyman's  eloquence 
and  amiability  were  appreciated  by  his  new  disciple — 
thus  the  historian  has  traced  here  step  by  step  how  all 
these  people  became  acquainted. 


THE   NEWCOMES  357 

Sam  Higg,  whose  name  was  very  good  on  'Change  in 
Manchester  and  London,  joined  the  direction  of  the 
Anglo-Continental.  A  brother  had  died  lately,  leaving 
his  money  amongst  them,  and  his  wealth  had  added  con- 
siderably to  Madame  de  Florae's  means;  his  sister  in- 
vested a  portion  of  her  capital  in  the  railwaj'^  in  her  hus- 
band's name.  The  shares  were  at  a  premium,  and  gave 
a  good  dividend.  The  Prince  de  Montcontour  took  his 
place  with  great  gra^  ity  at  the  Paris  board,  whither 
Barnes  made  frequent  flying  visits.  The  sense  of  capi- 
talism sobered  and  dignified  Paul  de  Florae:  at  the  age 
of  five  and  forty  he  was  actually  giving  up  being  a  young 
man,  and  was  not  ill  pleased  at  having  to  enlarge  his 
waistcoats,  and  to  show  a  little  grey  in  his  moustachio. 
His  errors  were  forgotten:  he  was  hien  vu  hy  the  govern- 
ment. He  might  have  had  the  Embassy  Extraordinary 
to  Queen  Pomare;  but  the  health  of  Madame  la  Prin- 
cesse  was  delicate.  He  paid  his  wife  visits  ever}'-  morn- 
ing, appeared  at  her  parties  and  her  opera  box,  and  was 
seen  constantly  with  her  in  public.  He  gave  quiet  little 
dinners  still,  at  which  Clive  was  present  sometimes ;  and 
had  a  private  door  and  key  to  his  apartments,  which  were 
separated  by  all  the  dreary  length  of  the  reception- 
rooms  from  the  mirrored  chamber  and  jonquil  couch 
where  the  Princess  and  Betsy  reposed.  When  some  of 
his  London  friends  visited  Paris,  he  showed  us  these 
rooms,  and  introduced  us  duly  to  Madame  la  Princesse. 
He  was  as  simple  and  as  much  at  home  in  the  midst  of 
these  splendours  as  in  the  dirty  little  lodgings  in  Lei- 
cester Square,  where  he  painted  his  own  boots,  and 
cooked  his  herring  over  the  tongs.  As  for  Clive,  he  was 
the  infant  of  the  house ;  INIadame  la  Princesse  could  not 
resist  his  kind  face,  and  Paul  was  as  fond  of  him  in  his 
way  as  Paul's  mother  in  hers.     Would  he  live  at  the 
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"  Hotel  de  Florae"?  "  There  was  an  excellent  atelier 
in  the  pavilion,  with  a  chamber  for  his  servant.  No !  you 
will  be  most  at  ease  in  apartments  of  your  own.  You 
will  have  here  but  the  society  of  women.  I  do  not  rise 
till  late ;  and  my  affairs,  my  board,  call  me  away  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  day.  Thou  wilt  but  be  ennuye  to 
play  trictrac  with  my  old  father.  My  mother  waits  on 
him.  My  sister  au  second  is  given  up  entirely  to  her 
children,  who  always  have  the  pituite.  Madame  la  Prin- 
cesse  is  not  amusing  for  a  young  man.  Come  and  go 
when  thou  wilt,  Clive,  my  gar9on,  my  son;  thy  cover  is 
laid.  Wilt  thou  take  the  portraits  of  all  the  family? 
Hast  thou  want  of  money?  I  had  at  thy  age  and  almost 
ever  since,  7non  ami;  but  now  we  swim  in  gold;  and  when 
there  is  a  louis  in  my  purse,  there  are  ten  francs  for 
thee."  To  show  his  mother  that  he  did  not  think  of  the 
Reformed  Religion,  Paul  did  not  miss  going  to  mass 
with  her  on  Sunday.  Sometimes  IMadame  Paul  went 
too,  between  whom  and  her  mother-in-law  there  could 
not  be  any  liking,  but  there  was  now  great  civility.  They 
saw  each  other  once  a  day;  Madame  Paul  always  paid 
her  visit  to  the  Comte  de  Florae;  and  Betsy,  her  maid, 
made  the  old  gentleman  laugh  by  her  briskness  and  talk. 
She  brought  back  to  her  mistress  the  most  wonderful 
stories  which  the  old  man  told  her  about  his  doings  dur- 
ing the  emigration — before  he  married  Madame  la  Com- 
tesse — when  he  gave  lessons  in  dancing,  parbleu!  There 
was  his  fiddle  still,  a  trophy  of  those  old  times.  He 
chirped,  and  coughed,  and  sang,  in  his  cracked  old  voice, 
as  he  talked  about  them.  "  Lor!  bless  you,  mum,"  says 
Betsy,  "he  must  have  been  a  terrible  old  man!"  He 
remembered  the  times  well  enough,  but  the  stories  he 
sometimes  told  over  twice  or  thrice  in  an  hour.     I  am 
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afraid  he  had  not  repented  sufficiently  of  those  wicked 
old  times ;  else  why  did  he  laugh  and  giggle  so  when  he 
recalled  them?  He  would  laugh  and  giggle  till  he  was 
choked  with  his  old  cough ;  and  old  Saint  Jean,  his  man, 
came  and  beat  M.  le  Comte  on  the  back,  and  made  M.  le 
Comte  take  a  spoonful  of  his  syrup. 

Between  two  such  women  as  INIadame  de  Florae  and 
Lady  Kew,  of  course,  there  could  be  little  liking  or  sym- 
pathy. Religion,  love,  duty,  the  family,  were  the  French 
lady's  constant  occupation, — duty  and  the  family,  per- 
haps. Lady  Kew's  aim  too,  —  only  the  notions  of  duty 
were  different  in  either  person.  Lady  Kew's  idea  of 
duty  to  her  relatives  being  to  push  them  on  in  the  world : 
IMadame  de  Florae's  to  soothe,  to  pray,  to  attend  them 
with  constant  watchfulness,  to  strive  to  mend  them  with 
pious  counsel.  I  don't  know  that  one  lady  was  happier 
than  the  other.  INIadame  de  Florae's  eldest  son  was  a 
kindly  prodigal;  her  second  had  given  his  whole  heart 
to  the  church ;  her  daughter  had  centred  hers  on  her  own 
children,  and  was  jealous  if  their  grandmother  laid  a 
finger  on  them.  So  Leonore  de  Florae  was  quite  alone. 
It  seemed  as  if  Heaven  had  turned  away  all  her  chil- 
dren's hearts  from  her.  Her  daily  business  in  life  was  to 
niu'se  a  selfish  old  man,  into  whose  service  she  had  been 
forced  in  early  youth,  by  a  paternal  decree  which  she 
never  questioned ;  giving  him  obedience,  striving  to  give 
him  respect, — everything  but  her  heart,  which  had  gone 
out  of  her  keeping.  Many  a  good  woman's  life  is  no 
more  cheerful;  a  spring  of  beauty,  a  little  warmth  and 
sunshine  of  love,  a  bitter  disappointment,  followed  by 
pangs  and  frantic  tears,  then  a  long  monotonous  story 
of  submission.  "  Xot  here,  my  daughter,  is  to  be  your 
happiness,"  says  the  priest;  "  whom  Heaven  loves  it  af- 
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flicts."  And  he  points  out  to  her  the  agonies  of  suf- 
fering saints  of  her  sex;  assures  her  of  their  present 
beatitudes  and  glories ;  exhorts  her  to  bear  her  pains  with 
a  faith  hke  theirs ;  and  is  empowered  to  promise  her  a  hke 
reward. 

The  other  matron  is  not  less  alone.  Her  husband  and 
son  are  dead,  without  a  tear  for  either, — to  weep  was  not 
in  Lady  Kew's  nature.  Her  grandson,  whom  she  had 
loved  perhaps  more  than  any  human  being,  is  rebellious 
and  estranged  from  her;  her  children  separated  from 
her,  save  one  whose  sickness  and  bodily  infirmity  the  mo- 
ther resents  as  disgraces  to  herself.  Her  darling  schemes 
fail  somehow.  She  moves  from  town  to  town,  and  ball 
to  ball,  and  hall  to  castle,  for  ever  uneasy  and  always 
alone.  She  sees  people  scared  at  her  coming ;  is  received 
by  sufferance  and  fear  rather  than  by  welcome;  likes 
perhaps  the  terror  which  she  inspires,  and  to  enter  over 
the  breach  rather  than  through  the  hospitable  gate.  She 
will  try  and  command  wherever  she  goes;  and  trample 
over  dependants  and  society,  with  a  grim  consciousness 
that  it  dislikes  her,  a  rage  at  its  cowardice,  and  an  un- 
bending will  to  domineer.  To  be  old,  proud,  lonely,  and 
not  have  a  friend  in  the  world — that  is  her  lot  in  it.  As 
the  French  lady  may  be  said  to  resemble  the  bird  which 
the  fables  say  feeds  her  young  with  her  blood ;  this  one, 
if  she  has  a  little  natural  liking  for  her  brood,  goes  hunt- 
ing hither  and  thither  and  robs  meat  for  them.  And  so, 
I  suppose,  to  make  the  simile  good,  we  must  compare 
the  Marquis  of  Farintosh  to  a  lamb  for  the  nonce, 
and  Miss  Ethel  Newcome  to  a  young  eaglet.  Is  it  not 
a  rare  provision  of  nature  (or  fiction  of  poets,  who 
have  their  own  natural  history,)  that  the  strong- 
winged  bird  can  soar  to  the  sun  and  gaze  at  it,  and 


THE  NEWCOMES  361 

then  come  down  from  heaven  and  pounce  on  a  piece  of 
carrion  ? 

After  she  became  acquainted  with  certain  circum- 
stances, iSladame  de  Florae  was  very  interested  about 
Ethel  Xewcome,  and  strove  in  her  modest  waj'-  to  become 
intimate  with  her.  jNIiss  Newcome  and  Lady  Kew  at- 
tended INIadame  de  ^Nlontcontour's  Wednesday  evenings. 
"It  is  as  well,  my  dear,  for  the  interests  of  the  family 
that  we  should  be  particularly  civil  to  these  people," 
Lady  Kew  said;  and  accordingly  she  came  to  the 
"  Hotel  de  Florae,"  and  was  perfectly  insolent  to  Ma- 
dame la  Princesse  every  Wednesday  evening.  Towards 
JNIadame  de  Florae  even  Lady  Kew  could  not  be  rude. 
She  was  so  gentle  as  to  give  no  excuse  for  assault :  Lady 
Kew  vouchsafed  to  pronounce  that  INIadame  de  Florae 
was  "  tres  grande-dame," — "  of  the  sort  w^hich  is  almost 
impossible  to  find  now-a-days,"  Lady  Kew  said,  who 
thought  she  possessed  this  dignity  in  her  own  person. 
When  INIadame  de  Florae,  blushing,  asked  Ethel  to  come 
and  see  her,  Ethel's  grandmother  consented  with  the 
utmost  willingness.  "  She  is  very  devote  I  have  heard, 
and  will  try  and  convert  you.  Of  course  you  will  hold 
your  own  about  that  sort  of  thing;  and  have  the  good 
sense  to  keep  off  theology.  There  is  no  Roman  Catholic 
2)arti  in  England  or  Scotland  that  is  to  be  thought  of 
for  a  moment.  You  will  see  they  will  marry  young  Lord 
Derwentwater  to  an  Italian  princess ;  but  he  is  only  sev- 
enteen, and  his  directors  never  lose  sight  of  him.  Sir 
Bartholomew  Fawkes  will  have  a  fine  property  when 
Lord  Campion  dies,  unless  Lord  Campion  leaves  the 
money  to  the  convent  where  his  daughter  is — and,  of  the 
other  families,  who  is  there  ?  I  made  every  inquiry  pur- 
posely— that  is,  of  course,  one  is  anxious  to  know  about 
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the  Catholics  as  about  one's  own  people:  and  little  Mr. 
Rood,  who  was  one  of  my  poor  brother  Steyne's  lawyers, 
told  me  there  is  not  one  young  man  of  that  party  at  this 
moment  who  can  be  called  a  desirable  person.  Be  very 
civil  to  Madame  de  Florae;  she  sees  some  of  the  old 
legitimists,  and  you  know  I  am  hrouillee  with  that  party 
of  late  years." 

"  There  is  the  Marquis  de  Montluc,  who  has  a  large 
fortune  for  France,"  said  Ethel,  gravely;  "he  has  a 
hump-back,  but  he  is  very  spiritual.  Monsieur  de  Ca- 
dillan  paid  me  some  compliments  the  other  night,  and 
even  asked  George  Barnes  what  my  dot  was.  He  is  a 
widower,  and  has  a  wig  and  two  daughters.  Which  do 
you  think  would  be  the  greatest  incumbrance,  grand- 
mamma,— a  hump-back,  or  a  wig  and  two  daughters? 
I  like  Madame  de  Florae;  for  the  sake  of  the  borough, 
I  must  try  and  like  poor  Madame  de  Montcontour,  and 
I  will  go  and  see  them  whenever  you  please." 

So  Ethel  went  to  see  Madame  de  Florae.  She  was 
very  kind  to  Madame  de  Preville's  children,  Madame 
de  Florae's  grandchildren;  she  was  gay  and  gracious 
with  Madame  de  Montcontour.  She  went  again  and 
again  to  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae,"  not  caring  for  Lady 
Kew's  own  circle  of  statesmen  and  diplomatists,  Rus- 
sian, and  Spanish,  and  French,  whose  talk  about  the 
courts  of  Europe, — who  was  in  favour  at  St.  Peters- 
burg, and  who  was  in  disgrace  at  Schoenbrunn — natu- 
rally did  not  amuse  the  lively  young  person.  The 
goodness  of  Madame  de  Florae's  life,  the  tranquil  grace 
and  melancholy  kindness  with  which  the  French  lady 
received  her,  soothed  and  pleased  Miss  Ethel.  She  came 
and  reposed  in  Madame  de  Florae's  quiet  chamber,  or 
sat  in  the  shade  in  the  sober  old  garden  of  her  hotel ;  away 
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from  all  the  trouble  and  chatter  of  the  salons,  the  gossip 
of  the  embassies,  the  fluttering  ceremonial  of  the  Pari- 
sian ladies'  visits  in  their  fine  toilettes,  the  fadaises  of 
the  dancing  dandies,  and  the  pompous  mysteries  of  the 
old  statesmen  who  frequented  her  grandmother's  apart- 
ment. The  world  began  for  her  at  night ;  when  she  went 
in  the  train  of  the  old  Countess  from  hotel  to  hotel,  and 
danced  waltz  after  waltz  with  Prussian  and  Neapolitan 
secretaries,  with  princes'  officers  of  ordonnance, — with 
personages  even  more  lofty  very  likely, — for  the  court 
of  the  Citizen  King  was  then  in  its  splendour;  and  there 
must  surely  have  been  a  number  of  nimble  young  royal 
highnesses  who  would  like  to  dance  with  such  a  beauty 
as  ]Miss  Xewcome.  The  JNIarquis  of  Farintosh  had  a 
share  in  these  polite  amusements.  His  English  conver- 
sation was  not  brilliant  as  yet,  although  his  French  was 
eccentric;  but  at  the  court  balls,  whether  he  appeared  in 
his  uniform  of  the  Scotch  Archers,  or  in  his  native  Glen- 
livat  tartan,  there  certainly  was  not  in  his  own  or  the 
public  estimation  a  handsomer  young  nobleman  in  Paris 
that  season.  It  has  been  said  that  he  Avas  greatly  im- 
proved in  dancing ;  and,  for  a  j^oung  man  of  his  age,  his 
whiskers  were  really  extraordinarily  large  and  curly. 

IVIiss  Xewcome,  out  of  consideration  for  her  grand- 
mother's strange  antipathy  to  him,  did  not  inform  Lady 
Kew  that  a  young  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Clive  occa- 
sionally came  to  visit  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae."  At  first, 
with  her  French  education,  jNIadame  de  Florae  never 
would  liave  thought  of  allowing  tlie  cousins  to  meet  in 
her  house;  but  with  the  English  it  was  different.  Paul 
assured  her  that  in  the  English  chateaux,  les  Meess 
walked  for  entire  liours  with  the  young  men,  made  par- 
ties of  the  fish,  mounted  to  horse  with  them,  the  whole 
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with  the  permission  of  the  mothers.  "  When  I  was  at 
Newcome,  Miss  Ethel  rode  with  me  several  times,"  Paul 
said ;  "  a  preuve  that  we  went  to  visit  an  old  relation  of 
the  family,  who  adores  Clive  and  his  father."  When 
Madame  de  Florae  questioned  her  son  about  the  young 
Marquis  to  whom  it  was  said  Ethel  was  engaged.  Florae 
flouted  the  idea.  "Engaged!  This  young  Marquis  is 
engaged  to  the  Theatre  des  Varietes,  my  mother.  He 
laughs  at  the  notion  of  an  engagement.  When  one 
charged  him  with  it  of  late  at  the  club;  and  asked  how 
Mademoiselle  Louqsor — she  is  so  tall,  that  they  call  her 
the  Louqsor— she  is  an  Odalisque  Ohelisque,  ma  mere; 
when  one  asked  how  the  Louqsor  would  pardon  his  pur- 
suit of  Miss  Newcome?  my  Ecossois  permitted  himself 
to  say  in  full  club,  that  it  was  Miss  Newcome  pursued 
him,— that  nymph,  that  Diane,  that  charming  and  peer- 
less young  creature!  On  which,  as  the  others  laughed, 
and  his  friend  Monsieur  Walleye  applauded,  I  dared  to 
say  in  my  turn,  '  Monsieur  le  Marquis,  as  a  young  man, 
not  familiar  with  our  language,  you  have  said  what  is 
not  true,  Milor,  and  therefore  luckily  not  mischievous. 
I  have  the  honour  to  count  of  my  friends  the  parents  of 
the  young  lady  of  whom  you  have  spoken.  You  never 
could  have  intended  to  say  that  a  young  Miss  who  lives 
under  the  guardianship  of  her  parents,  and  is  obedient 
to  them,  whom  you  meet  in  society  all  the  nights,  and  at 
whose  door  your  carriage  is  to  be  seen  every  day,  is  ca- 
pable of  that  with  which  you  charge  her  so  gaily.  These 
things  say  themselves,  Monsieur,  in  the  coulisses  of  the 
theatre,  of  women  from  whom  you  learn  our  language; 
not  of  young  persons  pure  and  chaste,  Monsieur  de  Far- 
intosh!  Learn  to  respect  your  compatriots;  to  honour 
youth  and  innocence  everywhere.  Monsieur! — and  when 
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you  forget  yourself,  permit  one  who  might  be  your  fa- 
ther to  point  where  you  are  wrong.'  " 

"  And  what  did  he  answer?  "  asked  the  Countess. 

*' I  attended  myself  to  a  souffiet"  replied  Florae; 
*'  but  his  reply  was  much  more  agreeable.  The  young 
insulary,  with  many  blushes,  and  a  gros  juron,  as  his 
polite  way  is,  said  he  had  not  wished  to  say  a  word 
against  that  person.  '  Of  whom  the  name,'  cried  I, 
'  ought  never  to  be  spoken  in  these  places.'  Herewith 
our  little  dispute  ended." 

So,  occasionally,  JNIr.  Clive  had  the  good  luck  to  meet 
with  his  cousin  at  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae,"  where,  I  dare 
say,  all  the  inhabitants  wished  he  should  have  his  desire 
regarding  this  young  lady.  The  Colonel  had  talked 
early  to  IMadame  de  Florae  about  this  wish  of  his  life, 
impossible  then  to  gratify,  because  Ethel  was  engaged  to 
Lord  Kew.  Clive,  in  the  fulness  of  his  heart,  imparted 
his  passion  to  Florae,  and  in  answer  to  Paul's  offer  to 
himself,  had  shown  the  Frenchman  that  kind  letter  in 
which  his  father  bade  him  carry  aid  to  "  Leonore  de 
Florae's  son,"  in  case  he  should  need  it.  The  case  was 
all  clear  to  the  lively  Paul.  "  Between  my  mother  and 
your  good  Colonel  there  must  have  been  an  affair  of  the 
heart  in  the  early  days  during  the  emigration."  Clive 
owned  his  father  had  told  him  as  much,  at  least  that  he 
himself  had  been  attached  to  Mademoiselle  de  Blois. 
"  It  is  for  that  that  her  heart  yearns  towards  thee,  that  I 
have  felt  myself  entrained  towards  thee  since  I  saw 
thee  "  —  Clive  momentarily  expected  to  be  kissed  again. 
"  Tell  thy  father  that  I  feel— am  touched  by  his  good- 
ness with  an  eternal  gratitude,  and  love  every  one  that 
loves  my  mother."  As  far  as  wishes  went,  these  two 
were  eager  promoters  of  Clive's  little  love  affair;  and 
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Madame  la  Princesse  became  equally  not  less  willing. 
Clive's  good  looks  and  good-nature  had  had  their  effects 
upon  that  good-natured  woman,  and  he  was  as  great  a 
favourite  with  her  as  with  her  husband.  And  thus  it 
happened  that  when  Miss  Ethel  came  to  pay  her  visit, 
and  sate  with  Madame  de  Florae  and  her  grandchildren 
in  the  garden,  ]Mr.  Newcome  would  sometimes  walk  up 
the  avenue  there,  and  salute  the  ladies. 

If  Ethel  had  not  wanted  to  see  him,  would  she  have 
come?  Yes;  she  used  to  say  she  was  going  to  JNIadame 
de  Preville's,  not  to  Madame  de  Florae's,  and  would  in- 
sist, I  have  no  doubt,  that  it  teas  jNIadame  de  Preville 
whom  she  went  to  see,  ( whose  husband  was  a  member  of 
the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  a  Conseiller  d'Etat,  or  other 
French  big-wig,)  and  that  she  had  no  idea  of  going  to 
meet  Clive,  or  that  he  was  more  than  a  casual  acquain- 
tance at  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae."  There  was  no  part  of 
her  conduct  in  all  her  life  which  this  lady,  when  it  was 
impugned,  would  defend  more  strongly  than  this  inti- 
macy at  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae."  It  is  not  with  this  I 
quarrel  especially.  JNIy  fair  young  readers,  who  have 
seen  a  half-dozen  of  seasons,  can  you  call  to  mind  the 
time  when  you  had  such  a  friendship  for  Emma  Tom- 
kins,  that  you  were  always  at  the  Tomkins's,  and  notes 
were  constantly  passing  between  your  house  and  hers? 
When  her  brother,  Paget  Tomkins,  returned  to  India, 
did  not  your  intimacy  with  Emma  fall  off?  If  your 
younger  sister  is  not  in  the  room,  I  know  you  will  own 
as  much  to  me.  I  think  you  are  always  deceiving  your- 
selves and  other  people.  I  think  the  motive  you  put  for- 
ward is  very  often  not  the  real  one ;  though  you  will  con- 
fess, neither  to  yourself,  nor  to  any  human  being,  what 
the  real  motive  is.    I  think  that  what  you  desire  you  pur- 
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sue,  and  are  as  selfish  in  your  way  as  your  bearded  fellow 
creatures  are.  And  as  for  the  truth  being  in  you,  of  all 
the  women  in  a  great  acquaintance,  I  protest  there  are 
but — never  mind.  A  perfectly  honest  woman,  a  woman 
who  never  flatters,  who  never  manages,  who  never  ca- 
joles, who  never  conceals,  who  never  uses  her  eyes,  who 
never  speculates  on  the  effect  which  she  produces,  who 
never  is  conscious  of  unspoken  admiration,  what  a  mon- 
ster, I  say,  would  such  a  female  be !  ]Miss  Hopkins,  you 
have  been  a  coquette  since  you  were  a  year  old;  you 
worked  on  your  papa's  friends  in  the  nurse's  arms  by 
the  fascination  of  your  lace  frock  and  pretty  new  sash 
and  shoes;  when  j^ou  could  just  toddle,  you  practised 
your  arts  upon  other  children  in  the  square,  poor  little 
lambkins  sporting  among  the  daisies;  and  nunc  in  ovilia, 
mox  in  reliictantes  dracones,  proceeding  from  the  lambs 
to  reluctant  dragoons,  you  tried  your  arts  upon  Captain 
Paget  Tomkins,  who  behaved  so  ill,  and  went  to  India 
without — without  making  those  proposals  which  of 
course  you  never  expected.  Your  intimacy  was  with 
Emma.  It  has  cooled.  Your  sets  are  different.  The 
Tomkins's  are  not  quite,  &c.  &c.  You  believe  Captain 
Tomkins  married  a  Miss  O 'Grady,  &c.  &c.  Ah,  my 
pretty,  my  sprightly  ^liss  Hopkins,  be  gentle  in  your 
judgment  of  your  neighbours! 


CHAPTER  XL VII 


CONTAINS  TWO  OR  THREE  ACTS  OF  A  LITTLE 
COMEDY 

,;  4-'^^  *^^^  story  is  told  by  one, 
who,  if  he  was  not  actualh^ 
present  at  the  circumstances 
here  narrated,  yet  had 
information  concerning 
them,  and  could  supply 
such  a  narrative  of  facts 
and  conversations  as  is, 
indeed,  not  less  authen- 
tic than  the  details  we 
have  of  other  histories.  How  can  I  tell  the  feelings  in 
a  young  lady's  mind;  the  thoughts  in  a  young  gentle- 
man's bosom?— As  Professor  Owen  or  Professor  Agas- 
siz  takes  a  fragment  of  a  bone,  and  builds  an  enormous 
forgotten  monster  out  of  it,  wallowing  in  primseval 
quagmires,  tearing  down  leaves  and  branches  of  plants 
that  flourished  thousands  of  years  ago,  and  perhaps  may 
be  coal  by  this  time — so  the  novelist  puts  this  and  that 
together:  from  the  footprint  finds  the  foot;  from  the 
foot,  the  brute  who  trod  on  it ;  from  the  brute,  the  plant 
he  browsed  on,  the  marsh  in  which  he  swam — and  thus, 
in  his  humble  way  a  physiologist  too,  depicts  the  habits, 
size,  appearance  of  the  beings  whereof  he  has  to  treat; 
— traces  this  slimy  reptile  through  the  mud,  and  de- 
scribes his  habits  filthy  and  rapacious;  prods  down  this 
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butterfly  with  a  pin,  and  depicts  his  beautiful  coat  and 
embroidered  waistcoat ;  points  out  the  singular  structure 
of  yonder  more  important  animal,  the  megatherium  of 
his  histor3\ 

Suppose,  then,  in  the  quaint  old  garden  of  the  "  Hotel 
de  Florae,"  two  young  people  are  walking  up  and  down 
in  an  avenue  of  lime-trees,  which  are  still  permitted  to 
grow  in  that  ancient  place.  In  the  centre  of  that  avenue 
is  a  fountain,  surmounted  by  a  Triton  so  grey  and  moss- 
eaten,  that  though  he  holds  his  conch  to  his  swelling  lips, 
curling  his  tail  in  the  arid  basin,  his  instrument  has  had 
a  sinecure  for  at  least  fifty  years;  and  did  not  think  fit 
even  to  play  when  the  Bourbons,  in  whose  time  he  was 
erected,  came  back  from  their  exile.  At  the  end  of  the 
lime-tree  avenue  is  a  broken-nosed  damp  Faun,  with  a 
marble  panpipe,  who  pipes  to  the  spirit  ditties  which  I 
believe  never  had  any  tune.  The  perron  of  the  hotel  is 
at  the  other  end  of  the  avenue;  a  couple  of  Csesars  on 
either  side  of  the  door-window,  from  which  the  inhabi- 
tants of  the  hotel  issue  into  the  garden— Caracalla 
frowning  over  his  mouldy  shoulder  at  Nerva,  on  to 
whose  clipped  hair  the  roofs  of  the  grey  chateau  have 
been  dribbling  for  ever  so  many  long  years.  There  are 
more  statues  gracing  this  noble  place.  There  is  Cupid, 
who  has  been  at  the  point  of  kissing  Psyche  this  half- 
century  at  least,  though  the  delicious  event  has  never 
come  off  through  all  those  blazing  summers  and  dreary 
winters ;  there  is  Venus  and  her  Boy  under  the  damp  lit- 
tle dome  of  a  cracked  old  temple.  Through  the  alley  of 
this  old  garden,  in  which  their  ancestors  have  disported 
in  hoops  and  powder,  ^Monsieur  de  Florae's  chair  is 
wheeled  by  St.  Jean,  his  attendant;  INIadame  de  Pre- 
ville's  children  trot  about,  and  skip,  and  play  at  cache- 
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cache.  The  R.  P.  de  Florae  (when  at  home)  paces  up 
and  down  and  meditates  his  sermons ;  Madame  de  Florae 
sadly  walks  sometimes  to  look  at  her  roses ;  and  Clive  and 
Ethel  Newcome  are  marching  up  and  down;  the  chil- 
dren, and  their  bonne  of  course,  being  there  jumping  to 
and  fro;  and  Madame  de  Florae,  having  just  been  called 
away  to  Monsieur  le  Comt-^  '^^hose  physician  has  come 
to  see  him. 

Ethel  says,  "  How  charming  and  odd  this  solitude  is ; 
and  how  pleasant  to  hear  the  voices  of  the  children  play- 
ing in  the  neighbouring  Convent  Garden,"  of  which  they 
can  see  the  new  Chapel  rising  over  the  trees. 

Clive  remarks  that  "  the  neighbouring  hotel  has  cu- 
riously changed  its  destination.  One  of  the  members  of 
the  Directory  had  it ;  and,  no  doubt,  in  the  groves  of  its 
garden,  Madame  Tallien,  and  Madame  Recamier,  and 
Madame  Beauharnais  have  danced  under  the  lamps. 
Then  a  Marshal  of  the  Empire  inhabited  it.  Then  it 
was  restored  to  its  legitimate  owner.  Monsieur  le  Mar- 
quis de  Bricquabracque,  whose  descendants,  having  a 
law-suit  about  the  Bricquabracque  succession,  sold  the 
hotel  to  the  Convent." 

After  some  talk  about  nuns,  Ethel  says,  "  There  were 
convents  in  England.  She  often  thinks  she  would  like 
to  retire  to  one;  "  and  she  sighs  as  if  her  heart  were  in 
that  scheme. 

Clive,  with  a  laugh,  says,  "  Yes.  If  you  could  retire 
after  the  season,  when  you  were  very  weary  of  the  balls, 
a  convent  would  be  very  nice.  At  Rome  he  had  seen 
San  Pietro  in  JMontorio  and  Sant  Onofrio,  that  delight- 
ful old  place  where  Tasso  died:  people  go  and  make  a 
retreat  there.  In  the  ladies'  convents,  the  ladies  do  the 
same  thing — and  he  doubts  whether  they  are  much  more 
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or  less  wicked,  after  their  retreat,  than  gentlemen  and 
ladies  in  England  or  France." 

Ethel.  Why  do  you  sneer  at  all  faith?  Why  should 
not  a  retreat  do  people  good  ?  Do  you  suppose  the  world 
is  so  satisfactory,  that  those  who  are  in  it  never  wish  for 
a  while  to  leave  it?  {She  heaves  a  sigh  and  looks  down 
towards  a  beautiful  new  dress  of  many  flounces,  which 
Madame  de  Flouncival,  the  great  milliner,  has  sent  her 
home  that  very  day.) 

Clive.  I  do  not  know  what  the  world  is,  except  from 
afar  off.  I  am  like  the  Peri  who  looks  into  Paradise  and 
sees  angels  within  it.  I  live  in  Charlotte  Street,  Fitzroy 
Square,  which  is  not  wdthin  the  gates  of  Paradise.  I 
take  the  gate  to  be  somewhere  in  Davies  Street,  leading 
out  of  Oxford  Street  into  Grosvenor  Square.  There's 
another  gate  in  Hay  Hill :  and  another  in  Bruton  Street, 
Bond— 

Ethel.  Don't  be  a  goose. 

Clive.  Why  not?  It  is  as  good  to  be  a  goose  as  to  be 
a  lady — no,  a  gentleman  of  fashion.  Suppose  I  were  a 
Viscount,  an  Earl,  a  JNIarquis,  a  Duke,  would  you  say 
Goose?    No,  you  would  say  Swan. 

Ethel.  Unkind  and  unjust! — ungenerous  to  make 
taunts  which  common  people  make :  and  to  repeat  to  me 
those  silly  sarcasms  which  your  low  Radical  literary 
friends  are  alwaj^s  putting  in  their  books !  Have  I  ever 
made  any  difference  to  you?  Would  I  not  sooner  see 
you  than  the  fine  people?  Would  I  talk  with  j^ou,  or 
with  the  young  dandies  most  willingly?  Are  we  not  of 
the  same  blood,  Clive;  and  of  all  the  grandees  I  see 
about,  can  there  be  a  grander  gentleman  than  your  dear 
old  father?  You  need  not  squeeze  my  liand  so. — Those 
little  imps  are  look that  has  nothing  to  do  with  the 
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question.  Viens,  Leonore!  Tu  connais  bien  Monsieur, 
n'est  ce  pas?  qui  te  fait  de  si  jolis  desseins? 

Leonore.  Ah,  oui!  Vous  m'en  ferez  tou jours,  n'est-ce 

pas,  Monsieur  Clive?  des  chevaux,  et  puis  de  petites  filles 

avec  leurs  gouvernantes,  et  puis  des  maisons — et  puis — 

et   puis    des   maisons   encore — ou   est   bonne    Maman? 

[Exit  little  Leonore  down  an  alley. 

Ethel.  Do  you  remember  when  we  were  children,  and 
you  used  to  make  drawings  for  us?  I  have  some  now 
that  you  did — in  my  geography  book,  which  I  used  to 
read  and  read  with  Miss  Quigley. 

Clive.  I  remember  all  about  our  youth,  Ethel. 

Ethel.  Tell  me  what  you  remember? 

Clive.  I  remember  one  of  the  days,  when  I  first  saw 
you,  I  had  been  reading  the  "Arabian  Nights  "  at  school 
— and  you  came  in  in  a  bright  dress  of  shot  silk,  amber 
and  blue — and  I  thought  you  were  like  that  fairy-prin- 
cess who  came  out  of  the  crystal  box — because — 

Ethel.  Because  why? 

Clive.  Because  I  always  thought  that  fairy  somehow 
must  be  the  most  beautiful  creature  in  all  the  world — 
that  is,  "  why  and  because."  Do  not  make  .me  May 
Fair  curtsies.  You  know  whether  you  are  good-looking 
or  not ;  and  how  long  I  have  thought  you  so.  I  remem- 
ber when  I  thought  I  would  like  to  be  Ethel's  knight, 
and  that  if  there  was  anj^thing  she  would  have  me  do,  I 
would  try  and  achieve  it  in  order  to  please  her.  I  re- 
member when  I  was  so  ignorant  I  did  not  know  there 
was  any  difference  in  rank  between  us. 

Ethd.  All,  Clive! 

Clive.  Now  it  is  altered.  Now  I  know  the  difference 
between  a  poor  painter  and  a  young  lady  of  the  world. 
Why  haven't  I  a  title  and  a  great  fortune?    Why  did  I 
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ever  see  you,  Ethel;  or,  knowing  the  distance  which  it 
seems  fate  has  placed  between  us,  why  have  I  seen  you 
again  ? 

Ethel  {innoccnthj) .  Have  I  ever  hiade  any  differ- 
ence between  us?  Whenever  I  may  see  you,  am  I  not 
too  glad  ?  Don't  I  see  you  sometimes  when  I  should  not 
— no — I  do  not  say  when  I  should  not;  but  when  others, 
whom  I  am  bound  to  obey,  forbid  me?  What  harm  is 
there  in  my  remembering  old  days?  Why  should  I  be 
ashamed  of  our  relationship? — no,  not  ashamed — why 
should  I  forget  it?  Don't  do  that,  sir,  we  have  shaken 
hands  twice  already.    Leonore!    Xavier! 

Clive.  At  one  moment  j^ou  like  me:  and  at  the  next 
you  seem  to  repent  it.  One  day  you  seem  happy  when 
I  come ;  and  another  day  you  are  ashamed  of  me.  Last 
Tuesday,  when  you  came  with  those  fine  ladies  to  the 
Louvre,  you  seemed  to  blush  when  you  saw  me  copying 
at  my  picture;  and  that  stupid  young  lord  looked  quite 
alarmed  because  you  spoke  to  me.  My  lot  in  life  is  not 
very  brilliant;  but  I  would  not  change  it  against  that 
young  man's — no,  not  with  all  his  chances. 

Ethel.  AVhat  do  you  mean  with  all  his  chances? 

Clive.  You  know  very  well.  I  mean  I  would  not  be 
as  selfish,  or  as  dull,  or  as  ill  educated — I  won't  say 
worse  of  him — not  to  be  as  handsome,  or  as  wealthy,  or 
as  noble  as  he  is.  I  swear  I  would  not  now  change  my 
jilace  against  his,  or  give  up  being  Clive  Xewcome  to 
be  my  Lord  Marquis  of  Farintosh,  with  all  his  acres  and 
titles  of  nobility. 

Ethel.  AVhy  are  you  for  ever  harping  about  Lord 
Farintosh  and  his  titles?  I  thought  it  was  only  women 
who  were  jealous— you  gentlemen  say  so. —  (Hur- 
riedly.) —I  am  going  to-night  with  grandmamma  to  the 
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Minister  of  the  Interior,  and  then  to  the  Russian  ball; 
and  to-morrow  to  the  Tuileries.  We  dine  at  the  Em- 
bassy first;  and  on  Sunday,  I  suppose,  we  shall  go  to 
the  Rue  d'AgueSseau.  I  can  hardly  come  here  before 
]Mon —  Madame  de  Florae!  Little  Leonore  is  very 
like  you — resembles  you  very  much.  JNIy  cousin  says 
he  longs  to  make  a  drawing  of  her. 

Madame  de  Florae.  IVIy  husband  always  likes  that  I 
should  be  present  at  his  dinner.    Pardon  me,  young  peo- 
ple, that  I  have  been  away  from  you  for  a  moment. 
[Exeunt  Clia^e,  Ethel,  and  JNIadame  De  F.  into 

the  house. 

Conversation  II.— Scene  i 

Miss  Newcome  arrives  in  Lady  Kew's  carriage,  which 
enters  the  court  of  the  Hotel  de  Florae 

Saint  Jean.  Mademoiselle — Madame  la  Comtesse  is 
gone  out:  but  Madame  has  charged  me  to  say,  that  she 
will  be  at  home  to  the  dinner  of  ]M.  le  Comte,  as  to  the 
ordinary. 

Miss  Newcome.    JMadame  de  Preville  is  at  home? 

Saint  Jean.  Pardon  me,  Madame  is  gone  out  with- 
M.  le  Baron,  and  M.  Xavier,  and  JMademoiselle  de  Pre- 
ville. They  are  gone.  Miss,  I  believe,  to  visit  the  parents 
of  Monsieur  le  Baron;  of  whom  it  is  probably  to-day 
the  fete:  for  Mademoiselle  Leonore  carried  a  bouquet — 
no  doubt  for  her  grandpapa.  Will  it  please  Mademoi- 
selle to  enter?  I  think  Monsieur  the  Count  sounds  me. 
{Bell  rings.) 

Miss  Newcome.  Madame  la  Prince — Madame  la 
Vicomtesse  is  at  home?    Monsieur  St.  Jean! 
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Saint  Jean.  I  go  to  call  the  peox^le  of  ]Madame  la  Vi- 
comtesse. 

[Ea^it  old  Saixt  Jean  to  tJie  carriage:  a  Lackey 
comes  presently  in  a  gorgeous  livery^  with  hut- 
tons  like  little  cheese- plates. 
The  Lackey.  The  Princess  is  at  home,  Miss,  and  will 
be  most  'appy  to  see  you,  ]\Iiss.     ( ^NIiss  trips  up  the  great 
stair:  a  gentleman  out  of  livery  has  come  forth  to  the 
landing,  and  introduces  her  to  the  apartments  of  Ma- 
dame la  Princesse. ) 

The  Lackey  to  the  Servants  on  the  box.    Good  morn- 
ing, Thomas.    How  dy'  do,  old  Backystopper? 


^-f^ 


Backystopper.  How  de  do,  Jim.  I  say,  you  couldn't 
give  a  feller  a  drink  of  beer,  could  yer,  ]Muncontour? 
It  was  precious  rK:et  last  night,  I  can  tell  you.  'Ad  to 
stop  for  three  hours  at  the  Xapolitum  Embassy,  where 
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we  was  a  dancing.  Me  and  some  chaps  went  into  Bob 
Parsom's  and  had  a  drain.  Old  Cat  came  out  and 
couldn't  find  her  carriage,  not  by  no  means,  could  she, 
Tommy  ?  Blest  if  I  didn't  nearly  drive  her  into  a  wege- 
table  cart.  I  was  so  uncommon  scruey!  Who's  this  a 
hentering  at  your  pot-coshare  ?  Billy,  my  fine  feller ! 

Clive  Newcome  (by  the  most  singular  coincidence). 
Madame  la  Princesse? 

Lackey.  We,  Munseer.  {He  rings  a  hell:  the  gentle- 
man in  black  appears  as  before  on  the  landing-place  up 
the  stair.)  [Exit  Clive. 

B  achy  stop  per.  I  say,  Bill:  is  that  young  chap  often 
a  coming  about  here!  They'd  run  prettj^  in  a  curricle, 
wouldn't  they?  Miss  N.  and  JNIaster  N.  Quiet,  old 
woman!  Jest  look  to  that  mare's  'ead,  will  you,  Billy? 
He's  a  fine  young  feller,  that  is.  He  gave  me  a  sovering 
the  other  night.  Whenever  I  sor  him  in  the  Park,  he  was 
always  riding  an  'ansum  hanimal.  What  is  he?  They 
said  in  our  'all  he  was  a  hartis.  I  can  'ardly  think  that. 
Why,  there  used  to  be  a  hartis  come  to  our  club,  and 
painted  two  or  three  of  my  'osses,  and  my  old  woman  too. 

Lackey.  There's  hartises  and  hartises,  Backystopper. 
Why,  there's  some  on  'em  comes  here  with  more  stars  on 
their  coats  than  Dukes  has  got.  Have  you  never  'card 
of  Mossyer  Verny,  or  jNIossyer  Gudang? 

Backystopper.  They  say  this  j^oung  gent  is  sweet  on 
Miss  N. ;  which  I  guess,  I  wish  he  may  get  it. 

Tommy.  He !  he !  he ! 

Backystopper.  Brayvo,  Tommy.  Tom  ain't  much  of 
a  man  for  conversation,  but  he's  a  precious  one  to  drink. 
Do  you  think  the  young  gent  is  sweet  on  her.  Tommy? 
I  sor  him  often  prowling  about  our  'ouse  in  Queen 
Street,  when  we  was  in  London. 
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Tommy.  I  guess  he  wasn't  let  in  in  Queen  Street.  I 
guess  hour  httle  Buttons  was  verj^  near  turned  away  for 
saying  we  was  at  home  to  him.  I  guess  a  footman's  place 
is  to  keep  his  mouth  hopen — no,  his  heyes  hopen — and 
his  mouth  shut.     [He  lapses  into  silence.) 

Lackey.  I  think  Thomis  is  in  love,  Thomis  is.  Who 
was  that  young  woman  I  saw  you  a  dancing  of  at  the 
Showmier,  Thomis?  How  the  young  JNIarquis  was  a 
cuttin'  of  it  about  there!  The  pleace  was  obliged  to 
come  up  and  stop  him  dancing.  His  man  told  old  Buz- 
fuz  up  stairs  that  the  JNIarquis's  goings  on  is  hawful. 
Up  till  four  or  five  every  morning ;  blind  hookey,  sham- 
paign,  the  dooce's  own  delight.  That  party  have  had  I 
don't  know  how  much  in  diamonds,  and  they  quarrel  and 
swear  at  each  other,  and  fling  plates:  it's  tremendous. 

Tommy.  Why  doesn't  the  Marquis's  man  mind  his 
own  affairs?  He's  a  supersellious  beast:  and  will  no 
more  speak  to  a  man,  except  he's  out-a-livery,  than  he 
would  to  a  chimbly  swip.  He!  Cuss  him,  I'd  fight  'im 
for  'alf  a  crown. 

Lackey.  And  we'd  back  you.  Tommy.  Buzfuz  up 
stairs  ain't  supersellious ;  nor  is  the  Prince's  walet  nether. 
That  old  Sangjang's  a  rum  old  guvnor.  He  was  in 
England  with  the  Count,  fifty  years  ago — in  the  hemi- 
gration — in  Queen  Hann's  time,  you  know.  He  used  to 
support  the  old  Count.  He  says  he  remembers  a  young 
JNIusseer  Newcome  then,  that  used  to  take  lessons  from 
the  Shevallier,  the  Countess'  father— there's  my  bell. 

\_Ecvit  Lackey. 

Backystopper.  Xot  a  bad  chap  that.  Sports  his 
money  very  free — sings  an  uncommon  good  song. 

Tli07nas.  Pretty  voice,  but  no  cultiwation. 

Lackey  {who  re-enters).    Be  here  at  two  o'clock  for 
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Miss  N.     Take  anything?     Come  round  the  corner.— 
There's  a  capital  shop  round  the  corner. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 

Scene  ii 

Ethel.  I  can't  think  where  Madame  de  Montcontour 
has  gone.  How  very  odd  it  was  that  you  should  come 
here — that  we  should  both  come  here  to-day!  How  sur- 
prised I  was  to  see  you  at  the  Minister's !  Grandmamma 
was  so  angry!  "  That  boy  pursues  us  wherever  we  go," 
she  said.  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  why  we  shouldn't  meet, 
Clive.  It  seems  to  be  wrong  even  my  seeing  you  by 
chance  here.  Do  you  know,  sir,  what  a  scolding  I  had 
about — about  going  to  Brighton  with  you?  My  grand- 
mother did  not  hear  of  it  till  we  were  in  Scotland,  M^ien 
that  foolish  maid  of  mine  talked  of  it  to  her  maid;  and 
there  was  oh,  such  a  tempest!  If  there  were  a  Bastile 
here,  she  would  like  to  lock  you  into  it.  She  says  that  you 
are  always  upon  our  way — I  don't  know  how,  I  am  sure. 
She  says,  but  for  you  I  should  have  been — you  know 
what  I  should  have  been:  but  I  am  thankful  that  I 
wasn't,  and  Kew  has  got  a  much  nicer  wife  in  Henrietta 
Pulleyn,  than  I  could  ever  have  been  to  him.  She  will  be 
happier  than  Clara,  Clive.  Kew  is  one  of  the  kindest 
creatures  in  the  world — not  very  wise;  not  very  strong: 
but  he  is  just  such  a  kind,  easy,  generous,  little  man,  as 
will  make  a  girl  like  Henrietta  quite  happy. 

Clive.  But  not  you,  Ethel  ? 

Ethel.  No,  nor  I  him.  My  temper  is  difficult,  Clive, 
and  I  fear  few  men  would  bear  with  me.  I  feel,  some- 
how, always  very  lonely.  How  old  am  I?  Twenty — I 
feel  sometimes  as  if  I  was  a  hundred ;  and  in  the  midst  of 
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all  these  admirations  and  fetes  and  flatteries,  so  tired,  oh, 
so  tired!  And  yet  if  I  don't  have  them,  I  miss  them. 
How  I  wish  I  was  religious  like  ^ladame  de  Florae: 
there  is  no  day  that  she  does  not  go  to  church.  She  is 
for  ever  busy  with  charities,  clergymen,  conversions;  I 
think  the  Princess  will  be  brought  over  ere  long — that 
dear  old  JNladame  de  Florae!  and  j^et  she  is  no  happier 
than  the  rest  of  us.  Hortense  is  an  empty  little  thing, 
who  thinks  of  her  prosy  fat  Camille  with  spectacles,  and 
of  her  two  children,  and  of  nothing  else  in  the  world  be- 
sides.   Who  is  haj)i3y,  Clive? 

Clive.    You  say  Barnes's  wife  is  not. 

Ethel.  We  are  like  brother  and  sister,  so  I  may  talk 
to  you.  Barnes  is  very  cruel  to  her.  At  Xewcome,  last 
winter,  poor  Clara  used  to  come  into  my  room  with  tears 
in  her  eyes  morning  after  morning.  He  calls  her  a  fool ; 
and  seems  to  take  a  pride  in  humiliating  her  before  com- 
pany. ]My  poor  father  has  luckily  taken  a  great  liking  to 
her :  and  before  him,  for  he  has  grown  very  very  hot-tem- 
pered since  his  illness,  Barnes  leaves  poor  Clara  alone. 
We  were  in  hopes  that  the  baby  might  make  matters  bet- 
ter, but  as  it  is  a  little  girl,  Barnes  chooses  to  be  very 
much  disappointed.  He  wants  papa  to  give  up  his  seat 
in  Parliament,  but  he  clings  to  that  more  than  anything. 
Oh,  dear  me!  who  is  happy  in  the  w^orld?  What  a  pity 
Lord  Highgate's  father  had  not  died  sooner!  He  and 
Barnes  have  been  reconciled.  I  wonder  my  brother's 
spirit  did  not  revolt  against  it.  The  old  lord  used  to  keep 
a  great  sum  of  money  at  the  bank,  I  believe;  and  the 
present  one  does  so  still ;  he  has  paid  all  his  debts  off ;  and 
Barnes  is  actually  friends  with  him.  He  is  always  abus- 
ing the  Dorkings,  who  want  to  borrow  money  from  the 
bank,  he  says.    This  eagerness  for  money  is  horrible.    If 


380  THE  NEWCOMES 

I  had  been  Barnes  I  would  never  have  been  reconciled 
with  Ivlr.  Belsize,  never,  never !  And  yet  they  say  he  was 
quite  right ;  and  grandmamma  is  even  pleased  that  Lord 
Highgate  should  be  asked  to  dine  in  Park  Lane.  Poor 
papa  is  there :  come  to  attend  his  parliamentary  duties,  as 
he  thinks.  He  went  to  a  division  the  other  night;  and 
was  actually  lifted  out  of  his  carriage  and  wheeled  into 
the  lobby  in  a  chair.  The  ministers  thanked  him  for 
coming.  I  believe  he  thinks  he  will  have  his  peerage  yet. 
Oh,  what  a  life  of  vanity  ours  is ! 

Enter  Madame  de  Montcontour.  What  are  you  young 
folks  a  talkin'  about — Balls  and  Operas?  When  first  I 
was  took  to  the  Opera  I  did  not  like  it — and  fell  asleep. 
But  now,  oh,  it's  'eavenly  to  hear  Grisi  sing ! 

The  Clock.  Ting,  Ting! 

Ethel.  Two  o'clock  already!  I  must  run  back  to 
grandmamma.  Good-by,  Madame  de  Montcontour;  I 
am  so  sorry  I  have  not  been  able  to  see  dear  Madame  de 
Florae.  I  will  try  and  come  to  her  on  Thursday — please 
tell  her.  Shall  we  meet  yon  at  the  American  minister's 
to-night,  or  at  Madame  de  Brie's  to-morrow?  Friday  is 
your  own  night — I  hope  grandmamma  will  bring  me. 
How  charming  your  last  music  was!  Good-by,  mon 
cousin!  You  shall  not  come  down  stairs  with  me,  I  in- 
sist upon  it,  sir:  and  had  much  best  remain  here,  and 
finish  your  drawing  of  Madame  de  Montcontour. 

Princess.  I've  put  on  the  velvet,  you  see,  Clive — 
though  it's  very  'ot  in  May.    Good-by,  my  dear. 

[Exit  Ethel. 

As  far  as  we  can  judge  from  the  above  conversation, 
which  we  need  not  prolong— as  the  talk  between  Madame 
de  Montcontour  and  Monsieur  Clive,  after  a  few  compli- 
mentary remarks  about  Ethel,  had  nothing  to  do  with 
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the  history  of  the  Newcomes — as  far  as  we  can  judge, 
the  above  httle  colloquy  took  place  on  INIonday,  and 
about  Wednesday,  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Florae  re- 
ceived a  little  note  from  Clive,  in  which  he  said,  that  one 
day  when  she  came  to  the  Louvre,  where  he  was  copying, 
she  had  admired  a  picture  of  a  Virgin  and  Child,  by 
Sasso  Ferrato,  since  when  he  had  been  occupied  in  mak- 
ing a  water-colour  drawing  after  the  picture,  and  hoped 
she  would  be  pleased  to  accept  the  copy  from  her  affec- 
tionate and  grateful  servant,  Clive  Newcome.  The  draw- 
ing would  be  done  the  next  day,  when  he  would  call  with 
it  in  his  hand.  Of  course  IMadame  de  Florae  received 
tliis  announcement  very  kindly ;  and  sent  back  by  Clive's 
servant  a  note  of  thanks  to  that  young  gentleman. 

Xow  on  Thursday  morning,  about  one  o'clock,  by  one 
of  those  singular  coincidences  which  &c.  &c.,  who  should 
come  to  the  "  Hotel  de  Florae  "  but  Miss  Ethel  New- 
come  ?  JNIadame  la  Comtesse  was  at  home,  waiting  to  re- 
ceive Clive  and  his  picture ;  but  Miss  Ethel's  appearance 
frightened  the  good  lady,  so  much  so  that  she  felt  quite 
guilty  at  seeing  the  girl,  whose  parents  might  think — I 
don't  know  what  they  might  not  think— that  Madame 
de  Florae  was  trying  to  make  a  match  between  the 
young  people.  Hence  arose  the  words  uttered  by  the 
Countess,  after  a  while,  in 

Conversation  III 

Madame  de  Florae  (at  work) .  And  so  you  like  to  quit 
the  world,  and  to  come  to  our  triste  old  hotel.  After 
to-day  you  will  find  it  still  more  melancholy,  my  poor 
child.^ 

Ethel  And  why? 
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Madame  de  F.  Some  one  who  has  been  here  to  e gayer 
our  httle  meetings  will  come  no  more. 

Ethel.  Is  the  Abbe  de  Florae  going  to  quit  Paris, 
Madame  ? 

Madajne  de  F.  It  is  not  of  him  that  I  speak,  thou 
knowest  it  very  well,  my  daughter.  Thou  hast  seen  my 
poor  Clive  twice  here.  He  will  come  once  again,  and 
then  no  more.  My  conscience  reproaches  me  that  I  have 
admitted  him  at  all.  But  he  is  like  a  son  to  me,  and  was 
so  confided  to  me  by  his  father.  Five  years  ago,  when 
we  met,  after  an  absence — of  how  many  years! — Colonel 
Newcome  told  me  what  hopes  he  had  cherished  for  his 
boy.  You  know  well,  my  daughter,  with  whom  those 
hopes  were  connected.  Then  he  wrote  me  that  family 
arrangements  rendered  his  plans  impossible — that  the 
hand  of  Miss  Newcome  was  promised  elsewhere.  When 
I  heard  from  my  son  Paul  how  these  negotiations  were 
broken,  my  heart  rejoiced,  Ethel,  for  my  friend's  sake. 
I  am  an  old  woman  now,  who  have  seen  the  world,  and 
all  sorts  of  men.  Men  more  brilliant,  no  doubt,  I  have 
known ;  but  such  a  heart  as  his,  such  a  faith  as  his,  such 
a  generosity  and  simplicity  as  Thomas  Newcome 's — 
never ! 

Ethel  {smiling) .  Indeed,  dear  lady,  I  think  with  you. 

Madame  de  F.  I  understand  thy  smile,  my  daughter. 
I  can  say  to  thee,  that  when  we  were  children  almost,  I 
knew  thy  good  uncle.  My  poor  father  took  the  pride  of 
his  family  into  exile  with  him.  Our  poverty  only  made 
his  pride  the  greater.  Even  before  the  emigration  a 
contract  had  been  passed  between  our  familj''  and  the 
Count  de  Florae.  I  could  not  be  wanting  to  the  word 
given  by  my  father.  For  how  many  long  years  have  I 
kept  it!    But  when  I  see  a  young  girl  who  may  be  made 
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the  victim — the  subject  of  a  marriage  of  convenience,  as 
I  was — my  heart  pities  her.  And  if  I  love  her,  as  I  love 
you,  I  tell  her  my  thoughts.  Better  poverty,  Ethel — 
better  a  cell  in  a  convent,  than  a  union  without  love.  Is 
it  written  eternally  that  men  are  to  make  slaves  of  us? 
Here  in  France,  above  all,  our  fathers  sell  us  every  day. 
And  what  a  society  ours  is!  Thou  wilt  know  this  when 
thou  art  married.  There  are  some  laws  so  cruel  that  na- 
ture revolts  against  them,  and  breaks  them — or  we  die 
in  keeping  them.  You  smile.  I  have  been  nearly  fifty 
years  dying — nest-ce  pas? — and  am  here  an  old  woman, 
complaining  to  a  young  girl.  It  is  because  our  recollec- 
tions of  youth  are  always  young ;  and  because  I  have  suf- 
fered so,  that  I  would  spare  those  I  love  a  hke  grief.  Do 
you  know  that  the  children  of  those  who  do  not  love  in 
marriage  seem  to  bear  an  hereditary  coldness,  and  do  not 
love  their  parents  as  other  children  do?  They  witness 
our  differences  and  our  indifferences,  hear  our  recrimi- 
nations, take  one  side  or  the  other  in  our  disputes,  and  are 
partisans  for  father  or  mother.  We  force  ourselves  to 
be  hypocrites,  and  hide  our  wrongs  from  them ;  we  speak 
of  a  bad  father  with  false  praises ;  we  wear  feigned  smiles 
over  our  tears,  and  deceive  our  children — deceive  them, 
do  we?  Even  from  the  exercise  of  that  pious  deceit 
there  is  no  woman  but  suffers  in  the  estimation  of  her 
sons.  They  may  shield  her  as  champions  against  their 
father's  selfishness  or  cruelty.  In  this  case,  what  a  war! 
What  a  home,  where  the  son  sees  a  tyrant  in  the  father, 
and  in  the  mother  but  a  trembling  victim!  I  speak  not 
for  myself — whatever  may  have  been  the  course  of  our 
long  wedded  life,  I  have  not  to  complain  of  these  ignoble 
storms.  But  when  the  family  chief  neglects  his  wife,  or 
prefers  another  to  her,  the  children  too,  courtiers  as  we 
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are,  will  desert  her.  You  look  incredulous  about  domes- 
tic love.  Tenez,  mj^  child,  if  I  ma}^  so  surmise,  I  think 
you  cannot  have  seen  it. 

Ethel  {blushing,  and  thinking,  perhajjs,  how  she  es- 
teems her  father,  how  her  mother,  and  how  much  they 
esteem  each  other) .  ]My  father  and  mother  have  been 
most  kind  to  all  their  children,  madam;  and  no  one  can 
say  that  their  marriage  has  been  otherwise  than  happy. 
My  mother  is  the  kindest  and  most  affectionate  mother, 
and —  {Here  a  vision  of  Sir  Brian  alone  in  his  room,  and 
nobody  really  caring  for  him  so  much  as  his  valet,  who 
loves  him  to  the  extent  of  fifty  pounds  a  year  and  per- 
quisites; or,  perhaps.  Miss  Cann,  who  reads  to  him,  and 
plays  a  good  deal  of  evenings,  much  to  Sir  Brian  s  liking 
— here  this  vision,  we  say,  comes,  and  stops  Miss  Ethel's 
sentence.) 

Madame  de  F.  Your  father,  in  his  infirmity — and  yet 
he  is  five  years  younger  than  Colonel  Newcome — is 
happy  to  have  such  a  w^ife  and  such  children.  They 
comfort  his  age;  they  cheer  his  sickness;  they  confide 
their  griefs  and  pleasures  to  him — is  it  not  so?  His 
closing  days  are  soothed  by  their  affection. 

Ethel.  Oh,  no,  no!  And  yet  it  is  not  his  fault  or  ours 
that  he  is  a  stranger  to  us.  He  used  to  be  all  day  at  the 
bank,  or  at  night  in  the  House  of  Commons,  or  he  and 
mamma  went  to  parties,  and  we  young  ones  remained 
with  the  governess.  Mamma  is  very  kind.  I  have  never, 
almost,  known  her  angry ;  never  with  us ;  about  us,  some- 
times, with  the  servants.  As  children,  we  used  to  see 
papa  and  mamma  at  breakfast;  and  then  when  she  was 
dressing  to  go  out.  Since  he  has  been  ill,  she  has  given 
up  all  parties.  I  wanted  to  do  so  too.  I  feel  ashamed  in 
the  world,  sometimes,  when  I  think  of  my  poor  father 
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at  home,  alone.  I  wanted  to  stay,  but  my  mother  and 
my  grandmother  forbade  me.  Grandmamma  has  a  for- 
tune, which  she  says  I  am  to  have ;  since  then  they  have 
insisted  on  my  being  with  her.  She  is  very  clever,  you 
know ;  she  is  kind  too  in  her  way ;  but  she  cannot  live  out 
of  society.  And  I,  who  pretend  to  revolt,  I  like  it  too ;  and 
I,  who  rail  and  scorn  flatterers — oh,  I  like  admiration! 
I  am  pleased  when  the  women  hate  me,  and  the  young 
men  leave  them  for  me.  Though  I  despise  many  of 
these,  yet  I  can't  help  drawing  them  towards  me. 
One  or  two  of  them  I  have  seen  unhappy  about  me, 
and  I  like  it;  and  if  they  are  indifferent  I  am  angry, 
and  never  tire  till  they  come  back.  I  love  beautiful 
dresses;  I  love  fine  jewels;  I  love  a  great  name  and  a 
fine  house — oh,  I  despise  myself,  when  I  think  of 
these  things!  When  I  lie  in  bed,  and  say  I  have  been 
heartless  and  a  coquette,  I  cry  with  humiliation;  and 
then  rebel  and  say.  Why  not?— and  to-night— yes, 
to-night — after  leaving  you,  I  shall  be  wicked,  I  know 
I  shall. 

Madame  de  F.  (sadly) .  One  will  pray  for  thee,  my 
child. 

Ethel  (sadly).  I  thought  I  might  be  good  once.  I 
used  to  say  my  own  prayers  then.  Now  I  speak  them 
but  by  rote,  and  feel  ashamed— yes,  ashamed  to  speak 
them.  Is  it  not  horrid  to  say  them,  and  next  morning 
to  be  no  better  than  you  were  last  night  ?  Often  I  revolt 
at  these  as  at  other  things,  and  am  dumb.  The  Vicar 
comes  to  see  us  at  Xewcome,  and  eats  so  much  dinner, 
and  pays  us  such  court,  and  "  Sir  Brians  "  papa,  and 
"  Your  ladyships  "  mamma.  With  grandmamma  I  go 
to  hear  a  fashionable  preacher — Clive's  uncle,  whose  sis- 
ter lets  lodgings  at  Brighton;  such  a  queer,  bustling, 


386  THE  NEWCOMES 

pompous,  honest  old  lady.     Do  you  know  that  Clive's 
aunt  lets  lodgings  at  Brighton? 

Madame  de  F.  My  father  was  an  usher  in  a  school. 
Monsieur  de  Florae  gave  lessons  in  the  emigration.  Do 
you  know  in  what  ? 

Ethel.  Oh,  the  old  nobility!  that  is  different,  you 
know.  That  Mr.  Honeyman  is  so  affected  that  I  have 
no  patience  with  him! 

Madame  de  F.  (with  a  sigh).  I  wish  you  could  attend 
the  services  of  a  better  church.  And  when  was  it  you 
thought  you  might  be  good,  Ethel? 

Ethel.  When  I  was  a  girl.  Before  I  came  out. 
When  I  used  to  take  long  rides  with  my  dear  Uncle 
Newcome ;  and  he  used  to  talk  to  me  in  his  sweet  simple 
way;  and  he  said  I  reminded  him  of  some  one  he  once 
knew. 

Madame  de  F.  Who— who  was  that,  Ethel? 

Ethel  ( looking  up  at  Gerard's  picture  of  the  Countess 
de  Florae).  What  odd  dresses  you  wore  in  the  time  of 
the  Empire,  Madame  de  Florae!  How  could  you  ever 
have  such  high  waists,  and  such  wonderful  fraises! 
(Madame  de  Florac  kisses  Ethel.  Tableau.) 
Enter  Saint  Jean  preceding  a  gentleman  with 
a  drawing-hoard  under  his  arm. 

Saint  Jean.    Monsieur  Claive ! 

\_Exit  Saint  Jean. 

Clive.  How  do  you  do,  Madame  la  Comtesse?  Made- 
moiselle, j'ai  I'honneur  de  vous  souhaiter  le  bon  jour. 

Madame  de  F.  Do  you  come  from  the  Louvre?  Have 
you  finished  that  beautiful  copy,  mon  ami? 

Clive.  I  have  brought  it  for  you.  It  is  not  very  good. 
There  are  always  so  many  petites  demoiselles  copying 
that  Sasso  Ferrato ;  and  they  chatter  about  it  so,  and  hop 
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from  one  easel  to  another ;  and  the  young  artists  are  al- 
ways coming  to  give  them  advice — so  that  there  is  no 
getting  a  good  look  at  the  picture.  But  I  have  brought 
you  the  sketch ;  and  am  so  pleased  that  you  asked  for  it. 

Madame  de  F.  {surveying  the  sketch) .  It  is  charm- 
ing— charming!  What  shall  we  give  to  our  painter  for 
his  chef-d'oeuvre  ? 

Clive  (kisses  he?'  hand) .  There  is  my  pay!  And  you 
will  be  glad  to  hear  that  two  of  my  portraits  have  been 
received  at  the  Exhibition.  ]My  uncle  the  clergyman, 
and  Mr.  Butts,  of  the  Life  Guards. 

Ethel.  Mr.  Butts— quel  nom!  Je  ne  connois  aucun 
M.  Butts! 

Clive.  He  has  a  famous  head  to  draw.  They  refused 
Crackthorpe,  and — and  one  or  two  other  heads  I  sent  in. 

Ethel  (tossing  up  hers) .  Miss  Mackenzie's,  I  suppose! 

Clive.  Yes,  jNIiss  JNIackenzie's.  It  is  a  sweet  little 
face;  too  delicate  for  my  hand,  though. 

Ethel.  So  is  a  wax-doll's  a  pretty  face.  Pink  cheeks; 
china-blue  eyes;  and  hair  the  colour  of  old  ]Madame 
Hempenfeld's — not  her  last  hair — her  last  but  one.  (She 
goes  to  a  window  that  looks  into  the  court.) 

Clive  (to  the  Countess) .  ]Miss  jNIackenzie  speaks  more 
respectfully  of  other  peo^^le's  eyes  and  hair.  She  thinks 
there  is  nobody  in  the  world  to  compare  to  JNIiss  New- 
come. 

Madame  de  F.  (aside).  And  you,  mon  ami?  This  is 
the  last  time,  entendez-vous?  You  must  never  come 
here  again.  If  ]M.  le  Comte  knew  it  he  never  would 
pardon  me.  Encore!  (He  kisses  her  lad ij ship's  hand 
again.) 

Clive.  A  good  action  gains  to  be  repeated.  jNIiss 
Newcome,  does  the  view  of  the  court-yard  please  you? 
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The  old  trees  and  the  garden  are  better.  That  dear  old 
Faun  without  a  nose !  I  must  have  a  sketch  of  him :  the 
creepers  round  the  base  are  beautiful. 

Miss  N.  I  was  looking  to  see  if  the  carriage  had  come 
for  me.    It  is  time  that  I  return  home. 

Clive.  That  is  my  brougham.  May  I  carry  you  any- 
where? I  hire  him  by  the  hour;  and  I  will  carry  you  to 
the  end  of  the  world. 

Miss  N.  Where  are  you  going,  Madame  de  Florae? 
—to  show  that  sketch  to  M.  le  Comte?  Dear  me !  I  don't 
fancy  that  M.  de  Florae  can  care  for  such  things !  I  am 
sure  I  have  seen  many  as  pretty  on  the  quays  for  twenty- 
five  sous.    I  wonder  the  carriage  is  not  come  for  me. 

Clive.  You  can  take  mine  without  my  company,  as 
that  seems  not  to  please  you. 

3Iiss  N.  Your  company  is  sometimes  very  pleasant — 
when  you  please.  Sometimes,  as  last  night,  for  instance, 
you  are  not  particularly  lively. 

Clive.  Last  night,  after  moving  heaven  and  earth  to 
get  an  invitation  to  Madame  de  Brie— I  say,  heaven  and 
earth,  that  is  a  French  phrase— I  arrive  there;  I  find 
Miss  Newcome  engaged  for  almost  every  dance,  waltz- 
ing with  M.  de  Klingenspohr,  galoping  with  Count  de 
Capri,  galoping  and  waltzing  with  the  most  noble  the 
Marquis  of  Farintosh.  She  will  scar-^e  speak  to  me  dur- 
ing the  evening;  and  when  I  wait  till  midnight,  her 
grandmamma  whisks  her  home,  and  I  am  left  alone  for 
my  pains.  Lady  Kew  is  in  one  of  her  high  moods,  and 
the  only  words  she  condescends  to  say  to  me  are,  ''  Oh, 
I  thought  you  had  returned  to  London,"  with  which  she 
turns  her  venerable  back  upon  me. 

Miss  N.  A  fortnight  ago  you  said  you  were  going  to 
London.    You  said  the  copies  you  were  about  here  would 
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not  take  you  another  week,  and  that  %vas  three  weeks 
since. 

dive.  It  were  best  I  had  gone. 

Miss  N.  If  you  think  so,  I  cannot  but  tliink  so. 

Clive.  Why  do  I  stay  and  hover  about  you,  and  fol- 
low you — you  know  I  follow  you?  Can  I  live  on  a  smile 
vouchsafed  twice  a  week,  and  no  brighter  than  you  give 
to  all  the  world  ?  What  do  I  get,  but  to  hear  your  beauty 
praised,  and  to  see  you,  night  after  night,  happy  and 
smiling  and  triumphant,  the  partner  of  other  men?  Does 
it  add  zest  to  your  triumph,  to  think  that  I  behold  it? 
I  belieTe  you  would  like  a  crowd  of  us  to  pursue  you. 

Miss  N.  To  pursue  me ;  and  if  they  find  me  alone,  by 
chance  to  compliment  me  with  such  speeches  as  you 
make?  That  would  be  pleasure  indeed!  Answer  me 
here  in  return,  Clive.  Have  I  ever  disguised  from  anj'" 
of  my  friends  the  regard  I  have  for  you  ?  Why  should 
I?  Have  not  I  taken  your  part  when  you  were  ma- 
ligned? In  former  days  when — when  Lord  Kew  asked 
me,  as  he  had  a  right  to  do  then — I  said  it  was  as  a  bro- 
ther I  held  you;  and  always  would.  If  I  have  been 
wrong,  it  has  been  for  two  or  three  times  in  seeing  j''ou  at 
all — or  seeing  you  thus ;  in  letting  you  speak  to  me  as  you 
do — injure  me  as  you  do.  Do  you  think  I  have  not  had 
hard  enough  words  said  to  me  about  you,  but  that  you 
must  attack  me  too  in  turn?  Last  night  only,  because 
you  were  at  the  ball, — it  was  very,  very  wrong  of  me  to 
tell  you  I  was  going  there, — as  we  went  home,  Lady 
Kew —  Go,  sir.  I  never  thought  3^ou  would  have  seen 
in  me  this  humiliation. 

Clive.  Is  it  possible  that  I  should  have  made  Ethel 
Xewcome  shed  tears?  Oh,  dry  them,  dry  them.  For- 
give me,  Ethel,  forgive  me!    I  have  no  right  to  jealousy, 

VOL.  u. 
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or  to  reproach  you — I  know  that.  If  others  admire  j^ou, 
surely  I  ought  to  know  that  they— they  do  but  as  I  do: 
I  should  be  proud,  not  angry,  that  they  admire  my  Ethel 
— my  sister,  if  you  can  be  no  more. 

Ethel.  I  will  be  that  always,  whatever  harsh  things 
you  think  or  say  of  me.  There,  sir,  I  am  not  going  to  be 
so  foolish  as  to  cry  again.  Have  you  been  studying  very 
hard?  Are  your  pictures  good  at  the  Exhibition?  I  like 
you  with  your  moustachios  best,  and  order  you  not  to 
cut  them  off  again.  The  young  men  here  wear  them. 
I  hardly  knew  Charles  Beardmore  when  he  arrived  from 
Berlin  the  other  day,  like  a  sapper  and  miner.  His  lit- 
tle sisters  cried  out,  and  were  quite  frightened  by  his  ap- 
parition. Why  are  you  not  in  diplomacy?  That  day, 
at  Brighton,  when  Lord  Farintosh  asked  whether  you 
were  in  the  army,  I  thought  to  myself,  why  is  he  not  ? 

Clive.  A  man  in  the  army  may  pretend  to  anything, 
n'est-ce  pas?  He  wears  a  lovely  uniform.  He  may  be 
a  General,  a  K.C.B.,  a  Viscount,  an  Earl.  He  may  be 
valiant  in  arms,  and  wanting  a  leg,  like  the  lover  in  the 
song.  It  is  peace  time,  you  say?  so  much  the  worse  ca- 
reer for  a  soldier.  My  father  would  not  have  me,  he 
said,  for  ever  dangling  in  barracks,  or  smoking  in  coun- 
try billiard-rooms.  I  have  no  taste  for  law;  and  as  for 
diplomacy,  I  have  no  relations  in  the  Cabinet,  and  no 
uncles  in  the  House  of  Peers.  Could  my  uncle,  who  is 
in  Parliament,  help  me  much,  do  you  think?  or  would 
he,  if  he  could?— or  Barnes,  his  noble  son  and  heir,  after 
him? 

Ethel  {musing).  Barnes  would  not,  perhaps,  but 
papa  might  even  still,  and  you  have  friends  who  are  fond 
of  you. 

Clive.  No— no  one  can  help  me;  and  my  art,  Ethel, 
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Is  not  only  my  choice  and  my  love,  but  my  honour  too. 
I  shall  never  distinguish  myself  in  it ;  I  may  take  smart 
likenesses,  but  that  is  all.  I  am  not  fit  to  grind  my  friend 
Ridley's  colours  for  him.  Nor  would  my  father,  who 
loves  his  own  profession  so,  make  a  good  general  proba- 
bly. He  always  says  so.  I  thought  better  of  myself 
when  I  began  as  a  boy ;  and  was  a  conceited  youngster, 
expecting  to  carry  all  before  me.  But  as  I  walked  the 
Vatican,  and  looked  at  Raphael,  and  at  the  great 
Michael — I  knew  I  was  but  a  poor  little  creature; 
and  in  contemplating  his  genius,  shrunk  up  till  I 
felt  myself  as  small  as  a  man  looks  under  the  dome 
of  St.  Peter's.  Why  should  I  wish  to  have  a  great 
genius?— Yes,  there  is  one  reason  why  I  should  like  to 
have  it. 

Ethel.  And  that  is? 

dive.  To  give  it  you,  if  it  pleased  you,  Ethel.  But 
I  might  wish  for  the  roc's  ^gg'  there  is  no  way  of  rob- 
bing the  bird.  I  must  take  a  humble  place,  and  you 
want  a  brilliant  one.  A  brilliant  one!  Oh,  Ethel,  what 
a  standard  we  folks  measure  fame  by!  To  have  your 
name  in  the  Morning  Post,  and  to  go  to  three  balls  every 
night.  To  have  your  dress  described  at  the  Drawing- 
Room;  and  your  arrival,  from  a  round  of  visits  in  the 
country,  at  your  town-house;  and  the  entertainment  of 
the  IMarchioness  of  Farin — 

Ethel.  Sir,  if  you  please,  no  calling  names. 

Clive.  I  wonder  at  it.  For  you  are  in  the  world,  and 
you  love  the  world,  whatever  you  may  say.  And  I  won- 
der that  one  of  j'our  strength  of  mind  should  so  care  for 
it.  I  think  my  simple  old  father  is  much  finer  than  all 
your  grandees:  his  single-mindedness  more  lofty  than 
all  their  bowing,  and  haughtiness,  and  scheming.    What 
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are  you  thinking  of,  as  you  stand  in  that  pretty  atti- 
tude— hke  Mnemosyne — with  your  finger  on  your 
chin? 

Ethel.  Mnemosyne!  who  was  she?  I  think  I  hke  you 
best  when  you  are  quiet  and  gentle,  and  not  when  you 
are  flaming  out  and  sarcastic,  sir.  And  so  you  think  you 
will  never  be  a  famous  painter?  They  are  quite  in  so- 
ciety here.  I  was  so  pleased,  because  two  of  them  dined 
at  the  Tuileries  when  grandmamma  was  there;  and  she 
mistook  one,  who  was  covered  all  over  with  crosses,  for 
an  ambassador,  I  believe,  till  the  Queen  called  him  INIon- 
sieur  Delaroche.  She  says  there  is  no  knowing  people 
in  this  country.  And  do  you  think  you  will  never  be  able 
to  paint  as  well  as  M.  Delaroche? 

Clive.  No — never. 

Ethel.  And — and— you  will  never  give  up  painting? 

Clive.  No— never.  That  would  be  like  leaving  your 
friend  who  was  poor ;  or  deserting  your  mistress  because 
you  were  disappointed  about  her  money.  They  do  those 
things  in  the  great  world,  Ethel. 

Ethel  {with  a  sigh) .    Yes. 

Clive.  If  it  is  so  false,  and  base,  and  hollow,  this  great 
world — if  its  aims  are  so  mean,  its  successes  so  paltry, 
the  sacrifices  it  asks  of  you  so  degrading,  the  pleasures 
it  gives  you  so  wearisome,  shameful  even,  why  does 
Ethel  Newcome  cling  to  it?  Will  you  be  fairer,  dear, 
with  any  other  name  than  j^our  own?  Will  you  be  hap- 
pier, after  a  month,  at  bearing  a  great  title,  with  a  man 
whom  you  can't  esteem,  tied  for  ever  to  you,  to  be  the 
father  of  Ethel's  children,  and  the  lord  and  master  of  her 
life  and  actions  ?  The  proudest  woman  in  the  world  con- 
sent to  bend  herself  to  this  ignominj^  and  own  that  a 
coronet  is  a  bribe  sufficient  for  her  honour !    What  is  the 
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end  of  a  Christian  life,  Ethel;  a  girl's  pure  nurture— it 
can't  be  this!  Last  week,  as  we  walked  in  the  garden 
here,  and  heard  the  nuns  singing  in  their  chapel,  you 
said  how  hard  it  was  that  poor  women  should  be  im- 
prisoned so,  and  were  thankful  that  in  England  we  had 
abolished  that  slavery.  Then  you  cast  your  eyes  to 
the  ground,  and  mused  as  you  paced  the  walk;  and 
thought,  I  know,  that  perhaps  their  lot  was  better  than 
some  others. 

Ethel.  Yes,  I  did.  I  was  thinking  that  almost  all  wo- 
men are  made  slaves  one  way  or  other,  and  that  these 
poor  nuns  perhaps  were  better  off  than  we  are. 

Clive.  I  never  will  quarrel  with  nun  or  matron  for 
following  her  vocation.  But  for  our  women,  who  are 
free,  why  should  they  rebel  against  Xature,  shut  their 
hearts  up,  sell  their  lives  for  rank  and  money,  and  forego 
the  most  precious  right  of  their  liberty?  Look,  Ethel, 
dear.  I  love  you  so,  that  if  I  thought  another  had  your 
heart,  an  honest  man,  a  loyal  gentleman,  like — like  him 
of  last  year  even,  I  think  I  could  go  back  with  a  God 
bless  you,  and  take  to  my  pictures  again,  and  work  on 
in  my  own  humble  way.  You  seem  like  a  queen  to  me, 
somehow;  and  I  am  but  a  poor,  humble  fellow,  who 
might  be  happy,  I  think,  if  you  were.  In  those  balls, 
where  I  have  seen  you  surrounded  by  those  brilliant 
young  men,  noble  and  wealthy,  admirers  like  me,  I  have 
often  thought,  "  How  could  I  aspire  to  such  a  creature, 
and  ask  her  to  forego  a  palace  to  share  the  crust  of  a  poor 
painter? " 

Ethel.  You  spoke  quite  scornfully  of  palaces  just 
now,  CHve.  I  won't  say  a  word  about  the — the  regard 
which  you  express  for  me.  I  think  you  have  it.  Indeed, 
I  do.    But  it  were  best  not  said,  Clive ;  best  for  me,  per- 
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haps,  not  to  own  that  I  know  it.  In  your  speeches,  my 
poor  boy — and  you  will  please  not  to  make  any  more,  or 
I  never  can  see  you  or  speak  to  you  again,  never — you 
forgot  one  part  of  a  girl's  duty :  obedience  to  her  parents. 
They  would  never  agree  to  my  marrying  any  one  below 
— any  one  whose  union  would  not  be  advantageous  in  a 
worldly  point  of  view.  I  never  would  give  such  pain  to 
the  poor  father,  or  to  the  kind  soul  who  never  said  a  harsh 
word  to  me  since  I  was  born.  My  grandmamma  is  kind, 
too,  in  her  way.  I  came  to  her  of  my  own  free  will. 
When  she  said  she  would  leave  me  her  fortune,  do  you 
think  it  was  for  myself  alone  that  I  was  glad?  My  fa- 
ther's passion  is  to  make  an  estate,  and  all  my  brothers 
and  sisters  will  be  but  slenderly  portioned.  Lady  Kew 
said  she  would  help  them  if  I  came  to  her — and — it  is 
the  welfare  of  those  little  people  that  depends  upon  me, 
Clive.  Now,  do  you  see,  brother^  why  you  must  speak 
to  me  so  no  more?  There  is  the  carriage.  God  bless 
you,  dear  Clive. 

(Clive  sees  the  carriage  drive  away  after  Miss  New- 
come  has  entered  it  without  once  looking  up  to  the  win- 
dow where  he  stands.  When  it  is  gone  he  goes  to  the 
opposite  windows  of  the  salon,  which  are  open,  towards 
the  garden.  The  chapel  music  begins  to  play  from  the 
convent,  next  door.  As  he  hears  it  he  sinks  down,  his 
head  in  his  hands. ) 

Enter  Madame  de  Florae.  (She  goes  to  him  with 
anocious  looks.)  What  hast  thou,  my  child?  Hast  thou 
spoken? 

Clive  {very  steadily) .    Yes. 

Madame  de  F.  And  she  loves  thee  ?  I  know  she  loves 
thee. 

Clive.  You  hear  the  organ  of  the  convent? 
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Madame  de  F.  Qu'as  tu  ? 

Clive.  I  might  as  Avell  hope  to  marry  one  of  the  sisters 
of  yonder  convent,  dear  lady.  {lie  sinks  down  again 
and  she  kisses  Jilm.) 

Clive.  I  never  had  a  mother ;  but  you  seem  hke  one. 

Madame  de  F.  JMon  fils!    Oh,  mon  fils! 


CHAPTER  XLVIII 


IN    WHICH    BENEDICK    IS    A    MAERIED    MAN 

E  have  all  heard 
of  the  dy- 
ing French 
Duchess,  who 
viewed  her 
coming  disso- 
lution and  sub- 
sequent fate 
so  easily,  be- 
cause she  said 
she  was  sure 
that  Heaven 
must  deal  po- 
litely with  a 
person  of  her 
quality ;  —  I 
suppose  Lady 
Kew  had  some 
such  notions  regarding  people  of  rank:  her  long-suffer- 
ing towards  them  was  extreme ;  in  fact,  there  were  vices 
which  the  old  lady  thought  pardonable,  and  even  natu- 
ral, in  a  young  nobleman  of  high  station,  which  she  never 
would  have  excused  in  persons  of  vulgar  condition. 

Her  ladyship's  little  knot  of  associates  and  scandal- 
bearers — elderly  roues  and  ladies  of  the  world,  whose 
business  it  was  to  know  all  sorts  of  noble  intrigues  and 
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exalted  tittle-tattle ;  what  was  happening  among  the  de- 
votees of  the  exiled  court  at  Frohsdorf ;  what  among  the 
citizen  princes  of  the  Tuileries;  who  was  the  reigning 
favourite  of  the  Queen  jNIother  at  Aranjuez;  who  was 
smitten  with  whom  at  Vienna  or  Naples;  and  the  last 
particulars  of  the  chroniques  scandaleuses  of  Paris  and 
London;  —  I^ady  Kew,  I  say,  must  have  been  perfectly 
aware  of  ni}"  Lord  Farintosh's  amusements,  associates, 
and  manner  of  life,  and  yet  she  never,  for  one  moment, 
exhibited  any  anger  or  dislike  towards  that  nobleman. 
Her  amiable  heart  was  so  full  of  kindness  and  forgive- 
ness towards  the  young  prodigal  that,  even  without  any 
repentance  on  his  part,  she  was  ready  to  take  him  to  her 
old  arms,  and  give  him  her  venerable  benediction.  Pa- 
thetic sweetness  of  nature!  Charming  tenderness  of 
disposition !  With  all  liis  faults  and  w^ickedness,  his  fol- 
lies and  his  selfishness,  there  was  no  moment  when  Lady 
Kew  would  not  have  received  the  young  lord,  and  en- 
dowed him  with  the  hand  of  her  darling  Ethel. 

But  the  hopes  which  this  fond  forgiving  creature  had 
nurtured  for  one  season,  and  carried  on  so  resolutely  to 
the  next,  were  destined  to  be  disappointed  yet  a  second 
time,  by  a  most  provoking  event  which  occurred  in  the 
Xewcome  family.  Ethel  was  called  away  suddenly  from 
Paris  by  her  father's  third  and  last  paralytic  seizure. 
When  she  reached  her  home,  Sir  Brian  could  not  recog- 
nise her.  A  few  hours  after  her  arrival,  all  the  vanities 
of  the  world  were  over  for  him:  and  Sir  Barnes  New- 
come,  Baronet,  reigned  in  his  stead.  The  day  after  Sir 
Brian  was  laid  in  his  vault  at  Xewcome,  a  letter  appeared 
in  the  local  papers  addressed  to  the  Independent  Elec- 
tors of  that  Borough,  in  wliich  his  orphaned  son,  feel- 
ingly alluding  to  the  virtue,  the  services,  and  the  political 
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principles  of  the  deceased,  offered  himself  as  a  candi- 
date for  the  seat  in  Parliament  now  vacant.  Sir  Barnes 
announced  that  he  should  speedily  pay  his  respects  in 
person  to  the  friends  and  supporters  of  his  lamented 
father.  That  he  was  a  staunch  friend  of  our  admirable 
constitution  need  not  be  said.  That  he  was  a  firm,  but 
conscientious  upholder  of  our  Protestant  religion,  all 
who  knew  Barnes  Newcome  must  be  aware.  That  he 
would  do  his  utmost  to  advance  the  interests  of  this  great 
agricultural,  this  great  manufacturing  county  and  bor- 
ough, we  may  be  assured  he  avowed ;  as  that  he  would  be 
(if  returned  to  represent  Newcome  in  Parliament)  the 
advocate  of  every  rational  reform,  the  unhesitating  op- 
ponent of  every  reckless  innovation.  In  fine,  Barnes 
Newcome's  manifesto  to  the  Electors  of  Newcome  was 
as  authentic  a  document,  and  gave  him  credit  for  as 
many  public  virtues,  as  that  slab  over  poor  Sir  Brian's 
bones  in  the  chancel  of  Newcome  church,  which  com- 
memorated the  good  qualities  of  the  defunct,  and  the 
grief  of  his  heir. 

In  spite  of  the  virtues,  personal  and  inherited,  of 
Barnes,  his  seat  for  Newcome  was  not  got  without  a 
contest.  The  Dissenting  interest  and  the  respectable 
Liberals  of  the  borough  wished  to  set  up  Samuel  Higg, 
Esq.,  against  Sir  Barnes  Newcome;  and  now  it  was  that 
Barnes's  civilities  of  the  previous  year,  aided  by  Madame 
de  Montcontour's  influence  over  her  brother,  bore  their 
fruit.  Mr.  Higg  declined  to  stand  against  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome,  although  Higg's  political  principles  were  by 
no  means  those  of  the  honourable  Baronet ;  and  the  can- 
didate from  London,  whom  the  Newcome  extreme  Radi- 
cals set  up  against  Barnes,  was  nowhere  on  the  poll  when 
the  day  of  election  came.     So  Barnes  had  the  desire  of 
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his  heart;  and,  within  two  months  after  his  father's  de- 
cease, he  sat  in  ParHament  as  INIember  for  Newcome. 

The  bulk  of  the  kite  Baronet's  property  descended,  of 
course,  to  his  eldest  son:  who  grumbled,  nevertheless,  at 
the  provision  made  for  his  brothers  and  sisters,  and  that 
the  town-house  should  have  been  left  to  Lady  Ann,  who 
was  too  poor  to  inhabit  it.  But  Park  Lane  is  the  best 
situation  in  London,  and  Lady  Ann's  means  were 
greatly  improved  bj^  the  annual  produce  of  the  house  in 
Park  Lane,  which,  as  we  all  know,  was  occupied  by 
a  foreign  minister  for  several  subsequent  seasons. 
Strange  mutations  of  fortune:  old  places;  new  faces; 
what  Londoner  does  not  see  and  speculate  upon  them 
every  day?  Coelia's  boudoir,  who  is  dead  with  the  daisies 
over  her  at  Kensal  Green,  is  now  the  chamber  where 
Delia  is  consulting  Dr.  Locock,  or  Julia's  children  are 
romping:  Florio's  dining-tables  have  now  Pollio's  wine 
upon  them:  Calista,  being  a  widow,  and  (to  the  surprise 
of  everybody  who  knew  Trimalchio,  and  enjoyed  his 
famous  dinners, )  left  but  very  poorly  off,  lets  the  house 
and  the  rich,  chaste,  and  appropriate  planned  furniture, 
by  Dowbiggin,  and  the  proceeds  go  to  keep  her  little 
boys  at  Eton.  The  next  year,  as  JNIr.  Clive  Newcome 
rode  by  the  once  familiar  mansion  (whence  the  hatch- 
ment had  been  removed,  announcing  that  there  was  in 
Ccclo  Qiiies  for  the  late  Sir  Brian  Newcome,  Bart.,) 
alien  faces  looked  from  over  the  flowers  in  the  balconies. 
He  got  a  card  for  an  entertainment  from  the  occupant 
of  the  mansion,  H.E.  the  Bulgarian  minister;  and  there 
was  the  same  crowd  in  the  reception-room  and  on  the 
stairs,  the  same  grave  men  from  Gunter's  distributing 
the  refreshments  in  the  dining-room,  the  same  old  Smee, 
R.A.,    (always  in  the  room  where  the  edibles  were,) 
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cringing  to  and  flattering  the  new  occupants;  and  the 
same  effigy  of  poor  Sir  Brian,  in  his  deputy-Heutenant's 
uniform,  looking  blankly  down  from  over  the  sideboard, 
at  the  feast  which  his  successors  were  giving.  A  dreamy 
old  ghost  of  a  picture.  Have  you  ever  looked  at  those 
round  George  IV. 's  banqueting  hall  at  Windsor?  Their 
frames  still  hold  them,  but  they  smile  ghostly  smiles,  and 
swagger  in  robes  and  velvets  which  are  quite  faint  and 
faded;  their  crimson  coats  have  a  twilight  tinge;  the 
lustre  of  their  stars  has  twinkled  out ;  they  look  as  if  they 
were  about  to  flicker  off  the  wall  and  retire  to  join  their 
originals  in  limbo. 

Nearly  three  years  had  elapsed  since  the  good  Colo- 
nel's departure  for  India,  and  during  this  time  certain 
changes  had  occurred  in  the  lives  of  the  principal  actors 
and  the  writer  of  this  liistory.  As  regards  the  latter,  it 
must  be  stated  that  the  dear  old  firm  of  Lamb  Court  had 
been  dissolved,  the  junior  member  having  contracted 
another  partnership.  The  chronicler  of  these  memoirs 
was  a  bachelor  no  longer.  My  wife  and  I  had  spent  the 
winter  at  Rome  (favourite  resort  of  young  married 
couples)  ;  and  had  heard  from  the  artists  there  Clive's 
name  affectionately  repeated ;  and  many  accounts  of  his 
sayings  and  doings,  his  merry  supper-parties,  and  the 
talents  of  young  Ridley,  his  friend.  When  we  came  to 
London  in  the  spring,  almost  our  first  visit  was  to  Clive's 
apartments  in  Charlotte  Street,  whither  my  wife  de- 
lightedly went  to  give  her  hand  to  the  young  painter. 

But  Clive  no  longer  inhabited  that  quiet  region.  On 
driving  to  the  house  we  found  a  bright  brass  plate,  with 
the  name  of  JNIr.  J.  J.  Ridley  on  the  door,  and  it  was 
J.  J.'s  hand  which  I  shook  (his  other  being  engaged  with 
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a  great  palette,  and  a  sheaf  of  painting-brushes,)  when 
we  entered  the  well-known  quarters.  C lire's  picture 
hung  over  the  mantel-piece,  where  his  father's  head  used 
to  hang  in  our  time — a  careful  and  beautifully  executed 
portrait  of  the  lad  in  a  velvet  coat,  and  a  Roman  hat, 
witli  tliat  golden  beard  which  was  sacrificed  to  the  exi- 
gencies of  London  fashion.  I  showed  Laura  the  like- 
ness until  slie  could  become  acquainted  with  the  original. 
On  her  expressing  her  delight  at  the  picture,  the  painter 
was  pleased  to  say,  in  his  modest  blushing  way,  that  he 
would  be  glad  to  execute  my  wife's  portrait  too,  nor,  as 
I  think,  could  any  artist  find  a  subject  more  pleasing. 

After  admiring  others  of  jNIr.  Ridlej^'s  works,  our 
talk  naturally  reverted  to  his  predecessor.  Clive  had 
migrated  to  much  more  splendid  quarters.  Had  we  not 
heard?  he  had  become  a  rich  man,  a  man  of  fashion.  "  I 
fear  he  is  very  lazy  about  the  arts,"  J.  J.  said,  with  regret 
on  his  countenance;  "  though  I  begged  and  praj^ed  him 
to  be  faithful  to  his  profession.  He  would  have  done 
very  well  in  it,  in  portrait-painting  especially.  Look 
here,  and  here,  and  here!"  said  Ridley,  producing  fine 
vigorous  sketches  of  Clive's.  "  He  had  the  art  of  seiz- 
ing the  likeness,  and  of  making  all  his  people  look  like 
gentlemen,  too.  He  was  improving  every  daj^  when  this 
abominable  bank  came  in  the  way,  and  stopped  him." 

What  bank?  I  did  not  know  the  new  Indian  bank  of 
which  the  Colonel  was  a  director?  Then,  of  course,  I 
was  aware  that  the  mercantile  affair  in  question  was  the 
Bundlecund  Bank,  about  which  the  Colonel  had  written 
to  me  from  India  more  than  a  year  since,  announcing 
that  fortunes  were  to  be  made  by  it,  and  that  he  had  re- 
serv^ed  shares  for  me  in  the  company.  Laura  admired 
all  Clive's  sketches  which  his  affectionate  brother  artist 
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showed  to  her,  with  the  exception  of  one  representing  the 
reader's  humble  servant;  which  INIrs.  Pendennis  consid- 
ered by  no  means  did  justice  to  the  original. 

Bidding  adieu  to  the  kind  J.  J.,  and  leaving  him  to 
pursue  his  art,  in  that  silent  serious  way  in  which  he 
daily  laboured  at  it,  we  drove  to  Fitzroy  Square  hard  by, 
where  I  was  not  displeased  to  show  the  good  old  hos- 
pitable James  Binnie  the  young  lady  who  bore  my  name. 
But  here,  too,  we  were  disappointed.  Placards  wafered 
in  the  windows  announced  that  the  old  house  was  to  let. 
The  woman  who  kept  it  brought  a  card  in  Mrs.  INIacken- 
zie's  frank  hand-writing,  announcing  Mr.  James  Bin- 
nie's  address  was  "  Poste  restante  Pau  in  the  Pyrenees," 
and  that  his  London  agents  were  INIessrs.  So-and-so. 
The  woman  said  she  believed  the  gentleman  had  been 
unwell.  The  house,  too,  looked  very  pale,  dismal,  and 
disordered.  We  drove  away  from  the  door,  grieving  to 
think  that  ill  health,  or  any  other  misfortunes,  had  be- 
fallen good  old  James. 

Mrs.  Pendennis  drove  back  to  our  lodgings,  Brix- 
ham's,  in  Jermyn  Street,  while  I  sped  to  the  City,  hav- 
ing business  in  that  quarter.  It  has  been  said  that  I  kept 
a  small  account  with  Hobson  Brothers,  to  whose  bank  I 
went,  and  entered  the  parlour  with  that  trepidation 
which  most  poor  men  feel  on  presenting  themselves  be- 
fore City  magnates  and  capitalists.  Mr.  Hobson  New- 
come  shook  hands  most  jovially  and  good-naturedly, 
congratulated  me  on  my  marriage,  and  so  forth,  and 
presently  Sir  Barnes  Newcome  made  his  appearance, 
still  wearing  his  mourning  for  his  deceased  father. 

Nothing  could  be  more  kind,  pleasant,  and  cordial 
than  Sir  Barnes's  manner.  He  seemed  to  know  well 
about  my  affairs;  complimented  me  on  every  kind  of 
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good  fortune;  had  heard  that  I  had  canvassed  the  bor- 
ough in  which  I  lived ;  hoped  sincerely  to  see  me  in  Par- 
liament and  on  the  right  side;  was  most  anxious  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  ^Irs.  Pendennis,  of  whom  Lady 
Rockminster  said  all  sorts  of  kind  things ;  and  asked  for 
our  address,  in  order  that  Lady  Clara  Newcome  might 
have  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  my  wife.  This  ceremony 
was  performed  soon  afterwards;  and  an  invitation  to 
dinner  from  Sir  Barnes  and  Lad}'  Clara  Newcome 
speedily  followed  it. 

Sir  Barnes  Xewcome,  Bart.,  M.P.,  I  need  not  say,  no 
longer  inhabited  the  small  house  which  he  had  occupied 
immediately  after  his  marriage;  but  dwelt  in  a  much 
more  spacious  mansion  in  Belgravia,  where  he  enter- 
tained his  friends.  Xow  that  he  had  come  into  his  king- 
dom, I  must  say  that  Barnes  was  by  no  means  so  insuf- 
ferable as  in  the  days  of  his  bachelorhood.  He  had  sown 
his  wild  oats,  and  spoke  with  regret  and  reserve  of  that 
season  of  his  moral  culture.  He  was  grave,  sarcastic, 
statesmanlike:  did  not  try  to  conceal  his  baldness  (as  he 
used  before  his  father's  death,  by  bringing  lean  wisps  of 
hair  over  his  forehead  from  the  back  of  his  head)  ; 
talked  a  great  deal  about  the  House;  was  assiduous  in 
his  attendance  there  and  in  the  City;  and  conciliating 
with  all  the  wor)d.  It  seemed  as  if  we  were  all  his  constit- 
uents, and  though  his  efforts  to  make  himself  agreeable 
were  rather  apparent,  the  effect  succeeded  pretty  well. 
We  met  JNIr.  and  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome,  and  Clive,  and 
Miss  Ethel  looking  beautiful  in  her  black  robes.  It 
was  a  family  party,  Sir  Barnes  said,  giving  us  to  under- 
stand, with  a  decorous  solemnity  in  face  and  voice,  that 
no  large  parties  as  yet  could  be  received  in  that  house  of 
mourning. 
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To  this  party  was  added,  rather  to  my  surprise,  my 
Lord  Highgate,  who  under  the  sobriquet  of  Jack  Bel- 
size  has  been  presented  to  the  reader  of  this  history. 
Lord  Highgate  gave  Lady  Clara  his  arm  to  dinner,  but 
went  and  took  a  place  next  Miss  Newcome,  on  the  other 
side  of  her;  that  immediately  by  Lady  Clara  being  re- 
served for  a  guest  who  had  not  as  j^et  made  his  appear- 
ance. 

Lord  Highgate's  attentions  to  his  neighbour,  his 
laughing  and  talking,  were  incessant;  so  much  so  that 
Clive,  from  his  end  of  the  table,  scowled  in  wrath  at  Jack 
Belsize's  assiduities :  it  was  evident  that  the  j^outh,  though 
hopeless,  was  still  jealous  and  in  love  with  his  charming 
cousin. 

Barnes  Newcome  was  most  kind  to  all  his  guests :  from 
Aunt  Hobson  to  your  humble  servant  there  was  not  one 
but  the  master  of  the  house  had  an  agreeable  word  for 
him.  Even  for  his  cousin  Samuel  Newcome,  a  gawky 
youtli  with  an  eruptive  countenance,  Barnes  had  ap- 
propriate words  of  conversation,  and  talked  about  King's 
College,  of  which  the  lad  was  an  ornament,  with  the 
utmost  aiFability.  He  complimented  that  institution 
and  young  Samuel,  and  by  that  shot  knocked  over  not 
only  Sam  but  his  mamma  too.  He  talked  to  Uncle 
Hobson  about  his  crops;  to  Clive  about  his  pictures;  to 
me  about  the  great  effect  which  a  certain  article  in  the 
Pall  Mall  Gazette  had  produced  in  the  House,  where  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  was  perfectly  livid  with 
fury,  and  Lord  John  burst  out  laughing  at  the  attack; 
in  fact,  nothing  could  be  more  amiable  than  our  host  on 
this  day.  Lady  Clara  was  very  pretty — grown  a  little 
stouter  since  her  marriage ;  the  change  only  became  her. 
She  was  a  little  silent,  but  then  she  had  Uncle  Hobson 
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on  her  left-hand  side,  between  whom  and  her  ladyship 
there  could  not  be  much  in  common,  and  the  place  at  the 
right  hand  was  still  vacant.  The  person  with  whom  she 
talked  most  freely  was  Clive,  who  had  made  a  beautiful 
drawing  of  her  and  her  little  girl,  for  which  the  mother 
and  the  father  too,  as  it  appeared,  were  very  grateful. 

What  has  caused  this  change  in  Barnes's  behaviour? 
Our  particular  merits  or  his  own  private  reform?  In 
the  two  years  over  which  this  narrative  has  had  to  run 
in  the  course  of  as  many  chapters,  the  writer  had  in- 
herited a  property  so  small  that  it  could  not  occasion  a 
banker's  civility ;  and  I  put  down  Sir  Barnes  Newcome's 
politeness  to  a  sheer  desire  to  be  well  with  me.  But  with 
Lord  Highgate  and  Clive  the  case  was  different,  as  you 
must  now  hear. 

Lord  Highgate,  having  succeeded  to  his  father's  title 
and  fortune,  had  paid  every  shilling  of  his  debts,  and 
had  sowed  his  wild  oats  to  the  very  last  corn.  His  lord- 
ship's account  at  Hobson  Brothers  was  very  large. 
Painful  events  of  three  years'  date,  let  us  hope,  were 
forgotten — gentlemen  cannot  go  on  being  in  love  and 
despairing,  and  quarrelling  for  ever.  When  he  came 
into  his  funds,  Highgate  behaved  with  uncommon  kind- 
ness to  Rooster,  who  was  always  straitened  for  money; 
and  when  the  late  Lord  Dorking  died  and  Rooster  suc- 
ceeded to  him,  there  was  a  meeting  at  Chanticlere  be- 
tween Highgate  and  Barnes  Newcome  and  his  wife, 
which  went  off  very  comfortably.  At  Chanticlere  the 
Dowager  Lady  Kew  and  JNIiss  Newcome  were  also  stay- 
ing, when  Lord  Highgate  announced  his  prodigious  ad- 
miration for  the  young  lady;  and,  it  was  said,  corrected 
Farintosh,  as  a  low-minded  foul-tongued  young  cub  for 
daring  to  speak  disrespectfully  of  her.     Nevertheless, 
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vous  concevez,  when  a  man  of  the  JNIarquis's  rank  was 
supposed  to  look  with  the  eyes  of  admiration  upon  a 
young  lady,  Lord  Highgate  would  not  think  of  spoil- 
ing sport,  and  he  left  Chanticlere  declaring  that  he  was 
always  destined  to  be  unlucky  in  love.  When  old  Lady 
Kew  was  obliged  to  go  to  Vichy  for  her  lumbago,  High- 
gate  said  to  Barnes,  "  Do  ask  your  charming  sister  to 
come  to  you  in  London;  she  will  bore  herself  to  death 
with  the  old  woman  at  Vichy,  or  with  her  mother  at 
Rugby  "  (whither  Lady  Ann  had  gone  to  get  her  boys 
educated),  and  accordingly  Miss  Newcome  came  on  a 
visit  to  her  brother  and  sister,  at  whose  house  we  have 
just  had  the  honour  of  seeing  her. 

When  Rooster  took  his  seat  in  the  House  of  Lords, 
he  was  introduced  by  Highgate  and  Kew,  as  Highgate 
had  been  introduced  by  Kew  previously.  Thus  these 
three  gentlemen  all  rode  in  gold  coaches;  had  all  got 
coronets  on  their  heads ;  as  you  will,  my  respected  young 
friend,  if  you  are  the  eldest  son  of  a  peer  who  dies  be- 
fore you.  And  now  they  were  rich,  they  were  all  going 
to  be  very  good  boys,  let  us  hope.  Kew,  we  know,  mar- 
ried one  of  the  Dorking  family,  that  second  Lady  Hen- 
rietta Pulleyn,  whom  we  described  as  frisking  about  at 
Baden,  and  not  in  the  least  afraid  of  him.  How  little 
the  reader  knew,  to  whom  we  introduced  the  girl  in  that 
chatty  off-hand  way,  that  one  day  the  young  creature 
would  be  a  countess!  But  we  knew  it  all  the  while — 
and  when  she  was  walking  about  with  the  governess,  or 
romping  with  her  sisters;  and  when  she  had  dinner  at 
one  o'clock ;  and  when  she  wore  a  pinafore  verj''  likely — 
we  secretly  respected  her  as  the  future  Countess  of  Kew, 
and  mother  of  the  Viscount  Walham. 

Lord  Kew  was  very  happy  with  his  bride,  and  very 
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good  to  her.  He  took  Lady  Kew  to  Paris,  for  a  mar- 
riage trip ;  but  they  hved  almost  altogether  at  Kevvbury 
afterwards,  where  his  lordship  sowed  tame  oats  now 
after  his  wild  ones,  and  became  one  of  the  most  active 
farmers  of  his  county.  He  and  the  Newcomes  were 
not  very  intimate  friends;  for  Lord  Kew  was  heard  to 
say  that  he  disliked  Barnes  more  after  his  marriage  than 
before.  And  the  two  sisters,  Lady  Clara  and  Lady 
Kew,  had  a  quarrel  on  one  occasion,  when  the  latter  vis- 
ited London  just  before  the  dinner  at  which  we  have 
just  assisted — nay,  at  which  we  are  just  assisting,  took 
place — a  quarrel  about  Highgate's  attentions  to  Ethel 
very  likely.  Kew  was  dragged  into  it,  and  hot  words 
passed  between  him  and  Jack  Belsize ;  and  Jack  did  not 
go  down  to  Kewbury  afterwards,  though  Kew's  little 
boy  was  christened  after  him.  All  these  interesting  de- 
tails about  people  of  the  very  highest  rank  we  are  sup- 
posed to  whisper  in  the  reader's  ear  as  we  are  sitting  at 
a  Belgravian  dinner-table.  My  dear  Barmecide  friend, 
isn't  it  pleasant  to  be  in  such  fine  company? 

And  now  we  must  tell  how  it  is  that  Clive  Newcome, 
Esq.,  whose  eyes  are  flashing  fire  across  the  flowers  of 
the  table  at  Lord  Highgate,  who  is  making  himself  so 
agreeable  to  INIiss  Ethel — now  w^e  must  tell  how  it  is  that 
Clive  and  his  cousin  Barnes  have  grown  to  be  friends 
again. 

The  Bundlecund  Bank,  which  had  been  established 
for  four  years,  had  now  grown  to  be  one  of  the  most 
flourishing  commercial  institutions  in  Bengal.  Founded, 
as  the  prospectus  announced,  at  a  time  when  all  private 
credit  was  shaken  by  the  failure  of  the  great  Agency 
Houses,  of  w^hich  the  downfall  had  carried  disma}^  and 
ruin  throughout  tlie  presidency,  the  B.  B.  had  been  es- 
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tablished  on  the  only  sound  principle  of  commercial 
prosperity— that  of  association.  The  native  capitalists, 
headed  by  the  great  firm  of  Rummun  Loll  &  Co.,  of  Cal- 
cutta, had  largely  embarked  in  the  B.  B.,  and  the  offi- 
cers of  the  two  services  and  the  European  mercantile 
body  of  Calcutta  had  been  invited  to  take  shares  in  an 
institution  which  to  merchants,  native  and  English,  ci- 
vilians and  military  men,  was  alike  advantageous  and 
indispensable.  How  many  young  men  of  the  latter  ser- 
vices had  been  crippled  for  life  by  the  ruinous  cost  of 
agencies,  of  which  the  profits  to  the  agents  themselves 
were  so  enormous!  The  shareholders  of  the  B.  B.  were 
their  own  agents;  and  the  greatest  capitalist  in  India 
as  well  as  the  youngest  ensign  in  the  service  might  invest 
at  the  largest  and  safest  premium,  and  borrow  at  the 
smallest  interest,  by  becoming,  according  to  his  means, 
a  shareholder  in  the  B.  B.  Their  correspondents  were 
established  in  each  presidency  and  in  every  chief  city  of 
India,  as  well  as  at  Sydney,  Singapore,  Canton,  and,  of 
course,  London.  With  China  they  did  an  immense 
opium-trade,  of  which  the  profits  were  so  great,  that  it 
was  only  in  private  sittings  of  the  B.  B.  managing  com- 
mittee that  the  details  and  accounts  of  these  operations 
could  be  brought  forw^ard.  Otherwise  the  books  of  the 
bank  were  open  to  every  shareholder ;  and  the  ensign  or 
the  young  civil  servant  was  at  liberty  at  an}'^  time  to  in- 
spect his  own  private  account  as  well  as  the  common 
ledger.  With  New  South  Wales  they  carried  on  a  vast 
trade  in  wool,  supplying  that  great  colony  with  goods, 
which  their  London  agents  enabled  them  to  purchase  in 
such  a  way  as  to  give  them  the  command  of  the  market. 
As  if  to  add  to  their  prosperity,  copper-mines  were  dis- 
covered on  lands  in  the  occupation  of  the  B.  Banking 
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Company,  which  gave  the  most  astonishing  returns. 
And  throughout  the  vast  territories  of  British  India, 
through  the  great  native  firm  of  Rummun  Loll  &  Co., 
the  Bundlecund  Banking  Company  had  possession  of  the 
native  markets.  The  order  from  Birmingham  for  idols 
alone  (made  with  their  copper,  and  paid  in  their  wool) 
was  enough  to  make  the  Low  Church  party  in  England 
cry  out;  and  a  debate  upon  this  subject  actually  took 
place  in  the  House  of  Commons,  of  which  the  effect  was 
to  send  up  the  shares  of  the  Bundlecund  Banking  Com- 
pany very  considerably  upon  the  London  Exchange. 

The  fifth  half-yearly  dividend  was  announced  at 
twelve  and  a  quarter  per  cent,  of  the  paid-up  capital: 
the  accounts  from  the  copper-mine  sent  the  dividend  up 
to  a  still  greater  height,  and  carried  the  shares  to  an  ex- 
traordinary premium.  In  the  third  year  of  the  concern, 
the  house  of  Hobson  Brothers,  of  London,  became  the 
agents  of  the  Bundlecund  Banking  Company  of  India; 
and  amongst  our  friends,  James  Binnie,  who  had  pru- 
denth^  held  out  for  some  time,  and  Clive  Xewcome, 
Esq.,  l^ecame  shareholders,  Clive's  good  father  having 
paid  the  first  instalments  of  the  lad's  shares  up  in  Cal- 
cutta, and  invested  every  rupee  he  could  himself  com- 
mand in  this  enterprise.  When  Hobson  Brothers  joined 
it,  no  wonder  James  Binnie  was  convinced;  Clive's 
friend,  the  Frenchman,  and  through  that  connection  the 
house  of  Higg,  of  Xewcome  and  INIanchester,  entered 
into  the  affair;  and  amongst  the  minor  contributors  in 
England  we  may  mention  ]Miss  Cann,  who  took  a  little 
fifty-i)ound-note  share,  and  dear  old  ^liss  Honeyman; 
and  J.  J.  and  his  father,  Ridley,  who  brought  a  small 
bag  of  savings— all  knowing  that  their  Colonel,  who 
was  eager  that  his  friends  should  participate  in  his  good 
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fortune,  would  never  lead  them  wrong.  To  Clive's  sur- 
prise, Mrs.  Mackenzie,  between  whom  and  himself  there 
was  a  considerable  coolness,  came  to  his  chambers,  and 
with  a  solemn  injunction  that  the  matter  between  them 
should  be  quite  private,  requested  him  to  purchase  1500Z. 
worth  of  Bundlecund  shares  for  her  and  her  darling 
girls,  which  he  did,  astonished  to  find  the  thrifty  widow 
in  possession  of  so  much  money.  Had  Mr.  Pendennis's 
mind  not  been  bent  at  this  moment  on  quite  other  sub- 
jects, he  might  have  increased  his  own  fortune  by  the 
Bundlecund  Bank  speculation;  but  in  these  two  years 
I  was  engaged  in  matrimonial  affairs  (having  Clive 
Newcome,  Esq.,  as  my  groomsman  on  a  certain  interest- 
ing occasion ) .  When  we  returned  from  our  tour  abroad 
the  India  Bank  shares  were  so  very  high  that  I  did  not 
care  to  purchase,  though  I  found  an  affectionate  letter 
from  our  good  Colonel  (enjoining  me  to  make  my  for- 
tune) awaiting  me  at  the  agent's,  and  my  wife  received 
a  pair  of  beautiful  Cashmere  shawls  from  the  same 
kind  friend. 


CHAPTER   XLIX 


CONTAINS    AT    LEAST    SIX    MORE    COURSES    AND    TWO 

DESSERTS 

HE  banker's  dinner-party 
over,  we  returned  to 
our  apartments,  hav- 
ing dropped  JVIajor 
Pendennis  at  his  lodg- 
ings, and  there,  as  the 
custom  is  amongst 
most  friendl}^  married 
couples,  talked  over  the 
company  and  the  din- 
ner. I  thought  my 
wife  would  natural^ 
have  liked  Sir  Barnes  Newcome,  who  was  very  attentive 
to  her,  took  her  to  dinner  as  the  bride,  and  talked  cease- 
lessly to  her  during  the  whole  entertainment. 

Laura  said  Xo — she  did  not  know  why — could  there 
be  any  better  reason?  There  was  a  tone  about  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome  she  did  not  like — especially  in  his  manner  to 
women. 

I  remarked  that  he  spoke  sharply  and  in  a  sneering 
manner  to  his  wife,  and  treated  one  or  two  remarks  which 
she  made  as  if  she  was  an  idiot. 

Mrs.  Pendennis  flung  up  her  head  as  much  as  to  say, 
'*  And  so  she  is." 

Mr,  Pendennis.    What,  the  wife,  too,  my  dear  Laura! 
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I  should  have  thought  such  a  pretty,  simple,  innocent, 
young  woman,  with  just  enough  good  looks  to  make  her 
pass  muster,  who  is  very  well  bred  and  not  brilliant  at 
all, — I  should  have  thought  such  a  one  might  have  se- 
cured a  sister's  approbation. 

Mrs.  Pendennis.  You  fancy  we  are  all  jealous  of  one 
another.  No  protests  of  ours  can  take  that  notion  out 
of  your  heads.  JNIy  dear  Pen,  I  do  not  intend  to  try. 
We  are  not  jealous  of  mediocrity;  we  are  not  patient 
of  it.  I  dare  say  we  are  angry  because  we  see  men  ad- 
mire it  so.  You  gentlemen,  who  pretend  to  be  our  bet- 
ters, give  yourselves  such  airs  of  protection,  and  pro- 
fess such  a  lofty  superiority  over  us,  prove  it  by  quitting 
the  cleverest  woman  in  the  room  for  the  first  pair  of 
bright  eyes  and  dimpled  cheeks  that  enter.  It  was  those 
charms  which  attracted  you  in  Lady  Clara,  sir. 

Pendennis.  I  think  she  is  very  pretty,  and  very  inno- 
cent, and  artless. 

31?  s.  P.  Not  very  pretty,  and  perhaps  not  so  very 
artless. 

Pendennis.  How  can  you  tell,  you  wicked  woman? 
Are  you  such  a  profound  deceiver  yourself,  that  you  can 
instantly  detect  artifice  in  others?    Oh,  Laura! 

Mrs.  P.  We  can  detect  all  sorts  of  things.  The  in- 
ferior animals  have  instincts,  you  know.  (I  must  say 
my  wife  is  always  very  satirical  upon  this  point  of  the 
relative  rank  of  the  sexes.)  One  thing  I  am  sure  of  is 
that  she  is  not  happy;  and  oh.  Pen!  that  she  does  not 
care  much  for  her  little  girl. 

Pendennis.    How  do  you  know  that,  my  dear? 

3Irs.  P.  We  went  up  stairs  to  see  the  child  after  din- 
ner. It  was  at  mj''  wish.  The  mother  did  not  offer  to 
go.    The  child  was  awake  and  crying.    Lady  Clara  did 
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not  offer  to  take  it.  Ethel— ^liss  Newcome  took  it, 
rather  to  my  surprise,  for  she  seems  very  haughty,  and 
the  nurse,  who  I  suppose  was  at  supper,  came  running 
up  at  the  noise,  and  then  the  poor  httle  thing  was  quiet. 

Pendennis.  I  remember  we  heard  the  music  as  the 
dining-room  door  was  open;  and  Xewcome  said,  "  That 
is  wliat  you  will  have  to  expect,  Pendennis." 

Mrs.  P.  Hush,  sir!  If  my  baby  cries,  I  think  you 
must  expect  me  to  run  out  of  the  room.  I  liked  INIiss 
Xewcome  after  seeing  her  w^ith  the  poor  little  thing. 
She  looked  so  handsome  as  she  walked  with  it !  I  longed 
to  have  it  myself. 

Pendennis.     Tout  vient  a  fin,  a  qui  sait?     .     .     . 

3Irs.  P.  Don't  be  silly.  What  a  dreadful  dreadful 
place  this  great  world  of  yours  is,  Arthur;  where  hus- 
bands do  not  seem  to  care  for  their  wives ;  where  mothers 
do  not  love  their  children;  where  children  love  their 
nurses  best ;  where  men  talk  what  they  call  gallantry  I 

Pendennis.    What? 

Mrs.  P.  Yes,  such  as  that  dreary,  languid,  pale,  bald, 
cadaverous,  leering  man  whispered  to  me.  Oh,  how  I 
dislike  him!  I  am  sure  he  is  unkind  to  his  wife.  I  am 
sure  he  has  a  bad  temper;  and  if  there  is  any  excuse 
for — 

Pendennis.     For  what? 

Mrs.  P.  For  nothing.  But  you  heard  yourself  that 
lie  had  a  bad  temper,  and  spoke  sneeringly  to  his  wife. 
What  could  make  her  marry  him? 

Pendennis.  oSIoney,  and  the  desire  of  papa  and 
mamma.  For  the  same  reason  Clive's  flame,  poor  ]Miss 
Xewcome,  was  brought  out  to-day;  that  vacant  seat 
at  her  side  was  for  Lord  Farintosh,  who  did  not  come. 
And  the  ^larquis  not  being  present,  the  Baron  took  his 
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innings.  Did  you  not  see  how  tender  he  was  to  her,  and 
how  fierce  poor  Clive  looked? 

Mrs.  P.  Lord  Highgate  was  ven-  attentive  to  ]SIiss 
Xewcome,  was  he? 

Pendennis.  And  some  years  ago,  Lord  Highgate  was 
breaking  his  heart  about  whom  do  you  think?  about 
Lady  Clara  Pulle^Ti,  our  hostess  of  last  night.  He  was 
Jack  Belsize  then,  a  younger  son,  plunged  over  head  and 
ears  in  debt;  and  of  course  there  could  be  no  marriage. 
CHve  was  present  at  Baden  when  a  terrible  scene  took 
place,  and  carried  off  poor  Jack  to  Switzerland  and 
Italy,  where  he  remained  till  his  father  died,  and  he 
came  into  the  title  in  which  he  rejoices.  And  now  he  is 
off  with  the  old  love,  Laura,  and  on  ^nth  the  new.  'Why 
do  you  look  at  me  so  ?  Are  you  thinking  that  other  peo- 
ple have  been  in  love  two  or  three  times  too  ? 

Mrs.  P.  I  am  thinking  that  I  should  not  like  to  hve 
in  London,  Arthur. 

And  this  was  all  that  ]SIrs.  Laura  could  be  brought 
to  say.  ^Vhen  this  young  woman  chooses  to  be  silent, 
there  is  no  power  that  can  extract  a  word  from  her.  It 
is  true  that  she  is  generally  in  the  right:  but  that  is  only 
the  more  aggravating.  Indeed,  what  can  be  more  pro- 
voking, after  a  dispute  with  your  wife,  than  to  find  it 
is  you,  and  not  she,  who  has  been  in  the  wrong? 

Sir  Barnes  Xewcome  pohtely  caused  us  to  understand 
that  the  entertainment  of  which  we  had  just  partaken 
was  given  in  honour  of  the  bride.  CHve  must  needs  not 
be  outdone  in  hospitality;  and  invited  us  and  others  to 
a  fine  feast  at  the  "  Star  and  Garter  "  at  Richmond, 
where  Mrs.  Pendennis  was  placed  at  his  right  hand.  I 
smile  as  I  think  how  much  dining  has  been  already  com- 
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memorated  in  these  veracious  pages;  but  the  story  is 
an  everyday  record;  and  does  not  dining  form  a  certain 
part  of  the  pleasure  and  business  of  every  day?  It  is  at 
that  pleasant  hour  that  our  sex  has  the  privilege  of 
meeting  the  other.  The  morning  man  and  woman  alike 
devote  to  business;  or  pass  mainly  in  the  company  of 
their  own  kind.  John  has  his  office;  Jane  her  household, 
her  nursery,  her  milliner,  her  daughters  and  their  mas- 
ters. In  the  country  he  has  his  hunting,  his  fishing,  his 
farming,  his  letters;  she  her  schools,  her  poor,  her  gar- 
den, or  what  not.  Parted  through  the  shining  hours,  and 
improving  them  let  us  trust,  we  come  together  towards 
sunset  only,  we  make  merry  and  amuse  ourselves.  We 
chat  with  our  pretty  neighbour,  or  survey  the  j^oung 
ones  sporting ;  we  make  love  and  are  jealous;  we  dance, 
or  obsequiously  turn  over  the  leaves  of  Cecilia's  music- 
book;  we  play  whist,  or  go  to  sleep  in  the  arm-chair, 
according  to  our  ages  and  conditions.  Snooze  gently  in 
thy  arm-chair,  thou  easy  bald-head!  play  your  whist,  or 
read  your  novel,  or  talk  scandal  over  your  work,  ye  wor- 
thy dowagers  and  fogies!  Meanwhile  the  young  ones 
frisk  about,  or  dance,  or  sing,  or  laugh;  or  whisper  be- 
hind curtains  in  moonlit-windows;  or  shirk  away  into 
the  garden,  and  come  back  smelling  of  cigars;  nature 
having  made  them  so  to  do. 

Nature  at  this  time  irresistibly  impelled  Clive  New- 
come  towards  love-making.  It  was  pairing-season  with 
him.  Mr.  Clive  was  now  some  three-and-twenty  years 
old:  enough  has  been  said  about  his  good  looks,  which 
were  in  truth  sufficient  to  make  him  a  match  for  the 
young  lady  on  whom  he  had  set  his  heart,  and  from 
whom,  during  this  entertainment  which  he  gave  to  my 
wife,  he  could  never  keep  his  eyes  away  for  three  min- 
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utes.  Laura's  did  not  need  to  be  so  keen  as  they  were  in 
order  to  see  what  poor  CHve's  condition  was.  She  did 
not  in  the  least  grudge  the  young  fellow's  inattention  to 
herself;  or  feel  hurt  that  he  did  not  seem  to  listen  when 
she  spoke;  she  conversed  with  J.  J.,  her  neighbour,  who 
was  very  modest  and  agreeable ;  while  her  husband,  not 
so  well  pleased,  had  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome  for  his 
partner  during  the  chief  part  of  the  entertainment. 
Mrs.  Hobson  and  Lady  Clara  were  the  matrons  who 
gave  the  sanction  of  their  presence  to  this  bachelor-party. 
Neither  of  their  husbands  could  come  to  Clive's  little 
fete ;  had  they  not  the  City  and  the  House  of  Commons 
to  attend?  My  uncle,  Major  Pendennis,  was  another 
of  the  guests;  who  for  his  part  found  the  party  was 
what  you  young  fellows  call  very  slow.  Dreading  Mrs. 
Hobson  and  her  powers  of  conversation,  the  old  gentle- 
man nimbly  skipped  out  of  her  neighbourhood,  and  fell 
by  the  side  of  Lord  Highgate,  to  whom  the  Major  was 
inclined  to  make  himself  very  pleasant.  But  Lord  High- 
gate's  broad  back  was  turned  upon  his  neighbour,  who 
was  forced  to  tell  stories  to  Captain  Crackthorpe,  which 
had  amused  dukes  and  marquises  in  former  days,  and 
were  surel}^  quite  good  enough  for  any  baron  in  this 
realm.  "  Lord  Highgate  sweet  upon  la  belle  Newcome, 
is  he?  "  said  the  testy  Major  afterwards.  "  He  seemed 
to  me  to  talk  to  Lady  Clara  the  whole  time.  When  I 
awoke  in  the  garden  after  dinner,  as  Mrs.  Hobson  was 
telling  one  of  her  confounded  long  stories,  I  found  her 
audience  was  diminished  to  one.  Crackthorpe,  Lord 
Highgate,  and  Lady  Clara,  we  had  all  been  sitting  there 
when  the  bankeress  cut  in  (in  the  midst  of  a  very  good 
story  I  was  telling  them,  which  entertained  them  very 
much,)   and  never  ceased  talking  till  I  fell  off  into  a 
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doze.  When  I  roused  myself,  begad,  she  was  still  going 
on.  Crackthorpe  was  off,  smoking  a  cigar  on  the  ter- 
race :  my  Lord  and  Lady  Clara  were  nowhere ;  and  you 
four,  with  the  little  painter,  were  chatting  cozily  in  an- 
other arbour.  Behaved  himself  very  well,  the  little 
painter.  Doosid  good  dinner  Ellis  gave  us.  But  as  for 
Highgate  being  aux  soins  with  la  belle  Banquiere,  trust 
me,  my  boy,  he  is  .  .  .  upon  my  word,  my  dear,  it 
seemed  to  me  his  thoughts  went  quite  another  way.  To 
be  sure,  Lady  Clara  is  a  belle  Banquiere  too  now.  He! 
he!  he!  How  could  he  say  he  had  no  carriage  to  go 
home  in?  He  came  down  in  Crackthorpe's  cab,  who 
passed  us  just  now,  driving  back  young  Whatdyecall 
the  painter." 

Thus  did  the  IMajor  discourse,  as  we  returned  towards 
the  City.  I  could  see  in  the  open  carriage  which  followed 
us  (Lady  Clara  Newcome's)  Lord  Highgate's  white 
hat,  by  Clive's  on  the  back  seat. 

Laura  looked  at  her  husband.  The  same  thought  may 
have  crossed  their  minds,  though  neither  uttered  it ;  but 
although  Sir  Barnes  and  Lady  Clara  Xewcome  offered 
us  other  civilities  during  our  stay  in  London,  no  induce- 
ments could  induce  Laura  to  accept  the  proffered  friend- 
ship of  that  lady.  When  Lady  Clara  called,  my  wife 
was  not  at  home;  when  she  invited  us,  Laura  pleaded 
engagements.  At  first  she  bestowed  on  iSIiss  Xewcome, 
too,  a  share  of  this  haughty  dislike,  and  rejected  the 
advances  which  that  young  lady,  who  professed  to  like 
my  wife  very  much,  made  towards  an  intimacy.  When 
I  appealed  to  her  (for  Xewcome's  house  was  after  all 
a  very  pleasant  one,  and  you  met  the  best  people  there,) 
my  wife  looked  at  me  with  an  expression  of  something 
like  scorn,  and  said:  "  Why  don't  I  like  Miss  Newcome? 
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of  course  because  I  am  jealous  of  her — all  women,  you 
know,  Arthur,  are  jealous  of  such  beauties."  I  could 
get  for  a  long  while  no  better  explanation  than  these 
sneers  for  my  wife's  antipathy  towards  this  branch  of 
the  Newcome  family;  but  an  event  came  presently 
which  silenced  my  remonstrances,  and  showed  to  me  that 
Laura  had  judged  Barnes  and  his  wife  only  too  well. 

Poor  Mrs.  Hobson  Newcome  had  reason  to  be  sulky 
at  the  neglect  which  all  the  Richmond  party  showed  her, 
for  nobody,  not  even  Major  Pendennis,  as  we  have  seen, 
would  listen  to  her  intellectual  conversation;  nobody, 
not  even  Lord  Highgate,  would  drive  back  to  town  in 
her  carriage,  though  the  vehicle  was  large  and  empty, 
and  Lady  Clara's  barouche,  in  which  his  Lordship  chose 
to  take  a  place,  had  already  three  occupants  within  it: — 
but  in  spite  of  these  rebuffs  and  disappointments  the 
virtuous  lady  of  Bryanstone  Square  was  bent  upon  be- 
ing good-natured  and  hospitable ;  and  I  have  to  record, 
in  the  present  chapter,  j^et  one  more  feast  of  which  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Pendennis  partook  at  the  expense  of  the  most 
respectable  Newcome  family. 

Although  Mrs.  Laura  here  also  appeared,  and  had 
the  place  of  honour  in  her  character  of  bride,  I  am  bound 
to  own  my  opinion  that  Mrs.  Hobson  only  made  us  the 
pretext  of  her  party,  and  that  in  reality  it  was  given 
to  persons  of  a  much  more  exalted  rank.  We  were  the 
first  to  arrive,  our  good  old  Major,  the  most  punctual 
of  men,  bearing  us  company.  Our  hostess  was  arrayed 
in  unusual  state  and  splendour;  her  fat  neck  was  orna- 
mented with  jewels,  rich  bracelets  decorated  her  arms, 
and  this  Bryanstone  Square  Cornelia  had  likewise  her 
family  jewels  distributed  round  her,  priceless  male  and 
female  Newcome  gems,  from  the  King's  College  youth, 
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with  whom  we  have  made  a  brief  acquaintance,  and  his 
elder  sister,  now  entering  into  the  world,  down  to  the 
last  little  ornament  of  the  nursery,  in  a  prodigious  new 
sash,  with  ringlets  hot  and  crisp  from  the  tongs  of  a 
JMarylebone  hairdresser.  We  had  seen  the  cherub  faces 
of  some  of  these  darlings  pressed  against  the  drawing- 
room  windows  as  our  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door; 
when,  after  a  few  minutes'  conversation,  another  vehicle 
arrived,  away  they  dashed  to  the  windows  again,  the 
innocent  little  dears  crying  out,  "  Here's  the  INIarquis;  " 
and  in  sadder  tones,  "  No,  it  isn't  the  jNIarquis,"  by  which 
artless  expressions  they  showed  how  eager  they  were  to 
behold  an  expected  guest  of  a  rank  only  inferior  to 
Dukes  in  this  great  empire. 

Putting  two  and  two  together,  as  the  saying  is,  it 
was  not  difficult  for  me  to  guess  who  the  expected  ]Mar- 
quis  was— and,  indeed,  the  King's  College  youth  set  that 
question  at  once  to  rest,  by  wagging  his  head  at  me,  and 
winking  his  eye,  and  saying,  "  We  expect  Farintosh." 

"  Why,  my  dearest  children,"  INIatronly  Virtue  ex- 
claimed, "  this  anxiety  to  behold  the  young  jNIarquis  of 
Farintosh,  whom  we  expect  at  our  modest  table,  Mrs. 
Pendennis,  to-day?  Twice  you  have  been  at  the  window 
in  your  eagerness  to  look  for  him.  Louisa,  you  silly 
child,  do  you  imagine  that  his  lordship  will  appear  in  his 
robes  and  coronet?  Rodolf,  you  absurd  boy,  do  you 
think  that  a  JNIarquis  is  other  than  a  man?  I  have  never 
admired  aught  but  intellect,  INIrs.  Pendennis;  that,  let 
us  be  thankful,  is  the  only  true  title  to  distinction  in  our 
country  now-a-days." 

"  Begad,  sir,"  whispers  the  old  ISIajor  to  me,  "  intel- 
lect may  be  a  doosid  fine  thing,  but  in  my  opinion  a  IMar- 
(juisate   and   eighteen   or   twenty  thousand  a  year — I 
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should  say  the  Farintosh  property,  with  the  Glenlivat 
estate,  and  the  Roy  property  in  England,  must  be  worth 
nineteen  thousand  a  year  at  the  very  lowest  figure;  and 
I  remember  when  this  young  man's  father  was  only  Tom 
Roy  of  the  42nd,  with  no  hope  of  succeeding  to  the  title, 
and  doosidly  out  at  elbows  too  ...  I  saj^  what  does  the 
bankeress  mean  by  chattering  about  intellect?  Hang 
me,  a  Marquis  is  a  Marquis ;  and  Mrs.  Newcome  knows 
it  as  well  as  I  do."  My  good  Major  was  growing  old, 
and  was  not  unnaturally  a  little  testy  at  the  manner  in 
which  his  hostess  received  him.  Truth  to  tell,  she  hardly 
took  any  notice  of  him,  and  cut  down  a  couple  of  the  old 
gentleman's  stories  before  he  had  been  five  minutes  in 
the  room. 

To  our  party  presently  comes  the  host  in  a  flurried 
countenance,  with  a  white  waistcoat,  holding  in  his  hand 
an  open  letter,  towards  which  his  wife  looks  with  some 
alarm.  "How  dy'  doo.  Lady  Clara;  how  dy'  doo, 
Ethel? "  he  says,  saluting  those  ladies  whom  the  second 
carriage  had  brought  to  us.  "  Sir  Barnes  is  not  coming, 
that's  one  place  vacant;  that.  Lady  Clara,  you  won't 
mind,  you  see  him  at  home ;  but  here's  a  disajDpointment 
for  you,  Miss  Newcome:   Lord  Farintosh  can't  come." 

At  this,  two  of  the  children  cry  out  "  Oh!  oh!  "  with 
such  a  melancholy  accent  that  Miss  Newcome  and  Lady 
Clara  burst  out  laughing. 

"Got  a  dreadful  toothache,"  said  Mr.  Hobson;  "here's 
his  letter." 

"  Hang  it,  what  a  bore!  "  cries  artless  young  King's 
College. 

"  Why  a  bore,  Samuel?  A  bore,  as  you  call  it,  for 
Lord  Farintosh,  I  grant;  but  do  you  suppose  that  the 
high  in  station  are  exempt  from  the  ills  of  mortality  ?    I 
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know  nothing  more  painful  than  a  toothache,"  exclaims 
a  virtuous  matron,  using  the  words  of  philosophy,  but 
showing  the  countenance  of  anger. 

"  Hang  it,  why  didn't  he  have  it  out?  "  says  Samuel. 

Miss  Ethel  laughed.  "  Lord  Farintosh  would  not 
have  that  tooth  out  for  the  world,  Samuel,"  she  cried, 
gaily.  "  He  keeps  it  in  on  purpose,  and  it  alwaj^s  aches 
when  he  does  not  want  to  go  out  to  dinner." 

"  I  know  one  humble  family  who  will  never  ask  him 
again,"  Mrs.  Hobson  exclaims,  rustling  in  all  her  silks, 
and  tapping  her  fan  and  her  foot.  The  eclipse,  however, 
passes  off  her  countenance  and  hght  is  restored;  when 
at  this  moment,  a  cab  having  driven  up  during  the  period 
of  darkness,  the  door  is  flung  open,  and  Lord  Highgate 
is  announced  by  a  loud-voiced  butler. 

iNIy  wife,  being  still  the  bride  on  this  occasion,  had 
the  honour  of  being  led  to  the  dinner-table  by  our  banker 
and  host.  Lord  Highgate  was  reserved  for  JNIrs.  Hob- 
son,  who,  in  an  engaging  manner,  requested  poor  Clive 
to  conduct  his  cousin  jNIaria  to  dinner,  handing  over  INIiss 
Ethel  to  another  guest.  Our  INIajor  gave  his  arm  to 
Lady  Clara,  and  I  percei\'ed  that  my  wife  looked  very 
grave  as  he  passed  tlie  place  where  she  sat,  and  seated 
Lady  Clara  in  the  next  chair  to  that  which  I^ord  High- 
gate  chanced  to  occupy.  Feeling  himself  en  veiue,  and 
the  company  being  otherwise  rather  nmm  and  silent,  my 
uncle  told  a  numlier  of  delightful  anecdotes  about  the 
beau-monde  of  his  time,  about  the  Peninsular  ^var,  the 
Regent,  Brummel,  Lord  Steyne,  Pea  Green  Payne,  and 
so  forth.  He  said  the  evening  was  very  pleasant,  though 
some  others  of  the  party,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  scarcely 
seemed  to  think  so.  Clive  had  not  a  word  for  his  cousin 
Maria,  Init  looked  across  the  table  at  Ethel  all  dinner- 
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time.  What  could  Ethel  have  to  say  to  her  partner,  old 
Colonel  Sir  Donald  JM'Craw,  who  gobbled  and  drank  as 
his  wont  is,  and  if  he  had  a  remark  to  make,  imparted 
it  to  JNIrs.  Hobson,  at  whose  right  hand  he  was  sitting, 
and  to  whom,  during  the  whole  course,  or  courses,  of 
the  dinner,  my  Lord  Highgate  scarcety  uttered  one 
single  word. 

His  lordship  was  whispering  all  the  while  into  the 
ringlets  of  Lady  Clara;  they  were  talking  a  jargon 
which  their  hostess  scarcely  understood,  of  people  only 
known  to  her  by  her  study  of  the  Peerage.  When  we 
joined  the  ladies  after  dinner,  Lord  Highgate  again 
made  waj^  towards  Lady  Clara,  and  at  an  order  from 
her,  as  I  thought,  left  her  ladyship,  and  strove  hard  to 
engage  in  a  conversation  with  Mrs.  Newcome.  I  hope 
he  succeeded  in  smooothing  the  frowns  in  that  round 
little  face.  ]Mrs.  Laura,  I  own,  was  as  grave  as  a  judge 
all  the  evening;  very  grave  even  and  reserved  with  my 
uncle,  when  the  hour  for  parting  came,  and  we  took  him 
home. 

"  He,  he!  "  said  the  old  man,  coughing,  and  nodding 
his  old  head  and  laughing  in  his  senile  manner,  when  I 
saw  him  on  the  next  day;  "  that  was  a  pleasant  evening 
we  had  yesterday ;  doosid  pleasant,  and  I  think  my  two 
neighbours  seemed  to  be  uncommonly  pleased  with  each 
other;  not  an  amusing  fellow,  that  young  painter  of 
yours,  though  he  is  good-looking  enough,  but  there's  no 
conversation  in  him.  Do  you  think  of  giving  a  little 
dinner,  Arthur,  in  return  for  these  hospitalities  ?  Green- 
wich, hey,  or  something  of  that  sort?  I'll  go  j^ou  halves, 
sir,  and  we'll  ask  the  young  banker  and  bankeress — not 
yesterday's  Amphitryon  nor  his  wife;  no,  no,  hang  it! 
but  Barnes  Newcome  is  a  devilish  clever,  rising  man,  and 
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moves  in  about  as  good  society  as  any  in  London.  We'll 
ask  him  and  Lady  Clara  and  Highgate,  and  one  or  two 
more,  and  have  a  pleasant  party." 

But  to  this  proposal,  when  the  old  man  communicated 
it  to  her,  in  a  very  quiet,  simple,  artless  way,  Laura  with 
a  flushing  face  said  no  quite  abruptly,  and  quitted  the 
room,  rustling  in  her  silks,  and  showing  at  once  dignity 
and  indignation, 

Xot  many  more  feasts  was  Arthur  Pendennis,  senior, 
to  have  in  this  world.  Xot  many  more  great  men  was 
lie  to  flatter,  nor  schemes  to  wink  at,  nor  earthly  pleasures 
to  enjoy.  His  long  days  were  w'ell  nigh  ended:  on  his 
last  couch,  which  Laura  tended  so  afl'ectionately,  with 
his  last  breatli  almost,  he  faltered  out  to  me,  "  I  had 
other  views  for  you,  my  boy,  and  once  hoped  to  see  you 
in  a  higher  position  in  life;  but  I  begin  to  think  now, 
Arthin-,  that  I  was  wrong;  and  as  for  that  girl,  sir,  I 
am  sure  she  is  an  angel." 

^lay  I  not  inscribe  the  words  with  a  grateful  heart? 
Blessed  he — blessed  though  maybe  undeserving — who 
has  the  love  of  a  good  woman. 


CHAPTER   L 

CLI^^    IN    NEW    QUARTERS 

wife  was  much 
better    pleased 
with         Ch^-e 
than  with 

some  of  his 
relatives  to 
M'^hom  I  had 
presented  her. 
His  face  car- 
ried a  rec- 
ommendation 
with    it    that 

few  honest  people  could  resist.  He  was  always  a  wel- 
come friend  in  our  lodgings,  and  even  our  uncle  the 
Major  signified  his  approval  of  the  lad  as  a  j^oung  fellow 
of  verj^  good  manners  and  feelings,  wlio,  if  he  chose 
to  throw  himself  away  and  be  a  painter,  ma  foi,  was  rich 
enough  no  doubt  to  follow  his  own  caprices.  Clive  exe- 
cuted a  capital  head  of  INIajor  Pendennis,  which  now 
hangs  in  our  drawing-room  at  Fairoaks;  and  reminds 
me  of  that  friend  of  m}^  youth.  Clive  occupied  ancient 
lofty  chambers  in  Hanover  Square  now.  He  had  fur- 
nished them  in  an  antique  manner,  with  hangings,  cab- 
inets, carved  work,  Venice  glasses,  fine  prints,  and  water- 
colour  sketches  of  good  pictures  by  his  own  and  other 
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hands.  He  had  horses  to  ride,  and  a  Hberal  purse  full 
of  paternal  money.  Many  fine  equipages  drew  up  oppo- 
site to  his  ehanibers :  few  artists  had  such  luck  as  young 
JNIr.  Clive.  And  above  his  own  chambers  were  other 
three  which  the  young  gentleman  had  hired,  and  where, 
says  he,  "  I  hope  ere  very  long  my  dear  old  father  will 
be  lodging  with  me.  In  another  year  he  says  he  thinks 
he  will  be  able  to  come  home;  when  the  affairs  of  the 
Bank  are  quite  settled.  You  shake  your  head!  why? 
The  shares  are  worth  four  times  what  we  gave  for  them. 
We  are  men  of  fortune,  Pen,  I  give  you  my  word.  You 
should  see  how  much  they  make  of  me  at  Baines  &  Jol- 
ly's, and  how  civil  they  are  to  me  at  Hobson  Brothers! 
I  go  into  the  City  now  and  then,  and  see  our  manager, 
iVIr.  Blackmore.  He  tells  me  such  stories  about  indigo, 
and  wool,  and  copper,  and  sicca  rupees,  and  Company's 
rupees.  I  don't  know  anything  about  the  business,  but 
my  father  likes  me  to  go  and  see  Mr.  Blackmore.  Dear 
Cousin  Barnes  is  for  ever  asking  me  to  dinner;  I  might 
call  I^ady  Clara  Clara  if  I  liked,  as  Sam  Newcome  does 
in  Bryanstone  Square.  You  can't  think  how  kind  they 
are  to  me  there.  My  aunt  reproaches  me  tenderly  for 
not  going  there  oftener— it's  not  very  good  fun  dining 
in  Bryanstone  Square,  is  it?  And  she  praises  my  cousin 
Maria  to  me— you  should  hear  my  aunt  praise  her!  I 
have  to  take  Maria  down  to  dinner;  to  sit  by  the  piano 
and  listen  to  her  songs  in  all  languages.  Do  you  know 
Maria  can  sing  Hungarian  and  Polish  besides  your  com- 
mon German,  Spanish,  and  Italian?  Those  I  have  at 
our  other  agents,  Baines  &  Jolly's— Baines's  that  is  in 
the  Regent's  Park,  where  the  girls  are  prettier  and  just 
as  civil  to  me  as  at  Aunt  Hobson's."  And  here  Clive 
would  amuse  us  by  the  accounts  which  he  gave  us  of  the 
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snares  which  the  Misses  Baines,  those  j^oung  sirens  of 
Regent's  Park,  set  for  him;  of  the  songs  which  they 
sang  to  enchant  him,  the  albums  in  which  they  besought 
him  to  draw;  the  thousand  winning  ways  which  they 
employed  to  bring  him  into  their  cave  in  York  Terrace. 
But  neither  Circe's  smiles  nor  Calypso's  blandishments 
had  any  effect  on  him;  his  ears  were  stopped  to  their 
music,  and  his  eyes  rendered  dull  to  their  charms  by 
those  of  the  flighty  young  enchantress  with  whom  my 
wife  had  of  late  made  acquaintance. 

Capitalist  though  he  was,  our  young  fellow  was  still 
very  affable.  He  forgot  no  old  friends  in  his  prosper- 
ity; and  the  lofty  antique  chambers  would  not  unfre- 
quently  be  lighted  up  at  nights  to  receive  F.  B.  and  some 
of  the  old  cronies  of  the  "  Haunt,"  and  some  of  the 
Gandishites,  who,  if  Clive  had  been  of  a  nature  that  was 
to  be  spoiled  by  flattery,  had  certainly  done  mischief  to 
the  young  man.  Gandish  himself,  when  Clive  paid  a 
visit  to  that  illustrious  artist's  Academy,  received  his 
former  pupil  as  if  the  young  fellow  had  been  a  sovereign 
prince  almost,  accompanied  him  to  his  horse,  and  would 
have  held  his  stirrup  as  he  mounted,  whilst  the  beauti- 
ful daughters  of  the  house  waved  adieux  to  him  from  the 
parlour-window.  To  the  young  men  assembled  in  his 
studio,  Gandish  was  never  tired  of  talking  about  Clive. 
The  Professor  would  take  occasion  to  inform  them  that 
he  had  been  to  visit  his  distinguished  young  friend,  Mr. 
Newcome,  son  of  Colonel  Newcome;  that  last  evening 
he  had  been  present  at  an  elegant  entertainment  at  Mr. 
Newcome's  new  apartments.  Clive's  drawings  were 
hung  up  in  Gandish's  gallery,  and  pointed  out  to  visi- 
tors by  the  worthy  Professor.  On  one  or  two  occasions 
I  was  allowed  to  become  a  bachelor  again,  and  partici- 
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pate  in  these  jovial  meetings.  How  guilty  my  coat  was 
on  my  return  home;  how  haughty  the  looks  of  the  mis- 
tress of  my  house,  as  she  bade  Martha  carry  away  the 
obnoxious  garment!     How  grand  F.  B.  used  to  be  as 


president  of  Clive's  smoking-party,  where  he  laid  down 
tlie  law,  talked  the  most  talk,  sang  the  j  oiliest  song,  and 
consumed  the  most  drink  of  all  the  jolly  talkers  and 
drinkers!  Clive's  popularity  rose  prodigiously;  not  only 
youngsters,  but  old  practitioners  of  the  fine  arts,  lauded 
his  talents.  What  a  shame  that  his  pictures  were  all  re- 
fused this  year  at  the  Academy!    Mr.  Smee,  R.A.,  was 
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indignant  at  their  rejection,  but  J.  J.  confessed  with  a 
sigh,  and  CHve  owned  good-naturedly,  that  he  had  been 
neglecting  his  business,  and  that  his  pictures  were  not  so 
good  as  those  of  two  years  before.  I  am  afraid  Mr. 
Clive  went  to  too  many  balls  and  parties,  to  clubs  and 
jovial  entertainments,  besides  losing  yet  more  time  in 
that  other  pursuit  we  wot  of.  Meanwhile  J.  J.  went 
steadily  on  with  his  work,  no  day  passed  without  a  line; 
and  Fame  was  not  very  far  oiF,  though  this  he  heeded 
but  little;  and  Art,  his  sole  mistress,  rewarded  him  for 
his  steady  and  fond  pursuit  of  her. 

"  Look  at  him,"  Clive  would  say  with  a  sigh.  "  Isn't 
he  the  mortal  of  all  others  the  most  to  be  envied?  He  is 
so  fond  of  his  art  that  in  all  the  world  there  is  no  attrac- 
tion like  it  for  him.  He  runs  to  his  easel  at  sunrise,  and 
sits  before  it  caressing  his  picture  all  day  till  nightfall. 
He  takes  leave  of  it  sadly  when  dark  comes,  spends  the 
night  in  a  Life  Academy,  and  begins  next  morning  da 
capo.  Of  all  the  pieces  of  good  fortune  which  can  befall 
a  man,  is  not  this  the  greatest :  to  have  your  desire,  and 
then  never  tire  of  it?  I  have  been  in  such  a  rage  with 
my  own  shortcomings  that  I  have  dashed  my  foot 
through  the  canvases,  and  vowed  I  would  smash  my 
palette  and  easel.  Sometimes  I  succeed  a  little  better  in 
my  work,  and  then  it  will  happen  for  half  an  hour  that 
I  am  pleased,  but  pleased  at  what?  pleased  at  drawing 
Mr.  Muggins's  head  rather  like  Mr.  Muggins.  Why, 
a  thousand  fellows  can  do  better;  and  when  one  day  I 
reach  my  very  best,  thousands  will  be  able  to  do  better 
still.  Ours  is  a  trade  for  which  now-a-days  there  is  no 
excuse  unless  one  can  be  great  in  it:  and  I  feel  I  have 
not  the  stuff  for  that.  No.  666.  Portrait  of  Joseph  Mug- 
gins, Esq.,  Newcome,  George  Street.    No.  979.  Portrait 


ISF 
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of  ^Irs.  ^Muggins,  on  her  grey  pony,  Xewcome.  Xo. 
579.  Portrait  of  Joseph  JMuggins,  Esq.'s  dog  Toby, 
Newcome — this  is  what  I'm  fit  for.  These  are  the  vic- 
tories I  have  set  myself  on  achieving.  Oh,  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis!  isn't  it  liumihating^  Why  isn't  there  a  war? 
WHiy  can't  I  go  and  distinguish  myself  somewhere  and 
be  a  general?  Why  haven't  I  a  genius?  I  say.  Pen,  sir, 
why  haven't  I  a  genius?  There  is  a  painter  who  lives 
hard  by,  and  who  sends  sometimes  to  beg  me  to  come 
and  look  at  his  work.  He  is  in  the  INIuggins  line  too. 
He  gets  his  canvases  with  a  good  light  upon  them;  ex- 
cludes the  contemplation  of  all  other  objects,  stands  be- 
side his  pictures  in  an  attitude  himself,  and  thinks  that 
he  and  they  are  masterpieces.  jNIasterpieces !  Oh,  me, 
what  drivelling  wretches  we  are!  Fame!— except  that 
of  just  the  one  or  two — what's  the  use  of  it?  I  say.  Pen, 
would  you  feel  particularly  proud  now  if  you  had  written 
Hay  ley's  poems?  And  as  for  a  second  place  in  painting, 
who  would  care  to  be  Caravaggio  or  Caracci?  I  wouldn't 
give  a  straw  to  be  Caracci  or  Caravaggio.  I  would  just 
as  soon  be  yonder  artist  who  is  painting  up  Foker's  En- 
tire over  the  public-house  at  the  corner.  He  will  have 
his  payment  afterwards,  five  shillings  a  day,  and  a  pot 
of  beer.  Your  head  a  little  more  to  the  light,  Mrs.  Pen- 
dennis,  if  you  please.  I  am  tiring  you,  I  dare  say,  but 
then,  oh,  I  am  doing  it  so  badly!  " 

I,  for  my  part,  thought  Clive  was  making  a  very 
pretty  drawing  of  my  wife,  and  having  affairs  of  my 
own  to  attend  to,  would  often  leave  her  at  his  chambers 
as  a  sitter,  or  find  him  at  our  lodgings  visiting  her.  They 
became  the  very  greatest  friends.  I  knew  the  young 
fellow  could  have  no  better  friend  than  Laura ;  and  not 
being  ignorant  of  the  malady  under  which  he  was  labour- 
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ing,  concluded  naturally  and  justly  that  Clive  grew  so 
fond  of  my  wife,  not  for  her  sake  entirely,  but  for  his 
own,  because  he  could  pour  his  heart  out  to  her,  and  her 
sweet  kindness  and  compassion  would  soothe  him  in  his 
unhappy  condition. 

Miss  Ethel,  I  have  said,  also  professed  a  great  fond- 
ness for  Mrs.  Pendennis;  and  there  was  that  charm  in 
the  young  lady's  manner  which  speedily  could  overcome 
even  female  jealousy.  Perhaps  Laura  determined  mag- 
nanimously to  conquer  it;  perhaps  she  hid  it  so  as  to 
vex  me  and  prove  the  injustice  of  my  suspicions;  per- 
haps, honestly,  she  was  conquered  by  the  young  beauty, 
and  gave  her  a  regard  and  admiration  which  the  other 
knew  she  could  inspire  whenever  she  had  the  will.  My 
wife  was  fairly  captivated  by  her  at  length.  The  un- 
tameable  young  creature  was  docile  and  gentle  in 
Laura's  presence;  modest,  natural,  amiable,  full  of 
laughter  and  spirits,  delightful  to  see  and  to  hear;  her 
presence  cheered  our  quiet  little  household;  her  charm 
fascinated  my  wife  as  it  had  subjugated  poor  Clive. 
Even  the  reluctant  Farintosh  was  compelled  to  own  her 
power,  and  confidentially  told  his  male  friends,  that, 
hang  it,  she  was  so  handsome,  and  so  clever,  and  so  con- 
foundedly pleasant  and  fascinating,  and  that— that  he 
had  been  on  the  point  of  popping  the  fatal  question  ever 
so  many  times,  by  Jove.  "  And  hang  it,  you  know," 
his  lordship  would  say,  "  I  don't  want  to  marrj^  until  I 
have  had  my  fling,  you  know."  As  for  Clive,  Ethel 
treated  him  like  a  boy,  like  a  big  brother.  She  was 
jocular,  kind,  pert,  pleasant  with  him,  ordered  him  on 
her  errands,  accepted  his  bouquets  and  compliments,  ad- 
mired his  drawings,  liked  to  hear  him  praised,  and  took 
his  part  in  all  companies;    laughed  at  his  sighs,  and 
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frankly  owned  to  Laura  her  liking  for  him  and  her  plea- 
sure in  seeing  him.  "  Why,"  said  she,  "  should  not  I  be 
happy  as  long  as  the  sunshine  lasts?  To-morrow,  I 
know,  will  be  glimi  and  dreary  enough.  When  grand- 
mamma comes  back  I  shall  scarcely  be  able  to  come  and 
see  you.  AVhen  I  am  settled  in  life— eh!  I  shall  be 
settled  in  life!  Do  not  grudge  me  my  holiday,  Laura. 
Oh,  if  you  knew  how  stupid  it  is  to  be  in  the  world,  and 
how  much  pleasanter  to  come  and  talk,  and  laugh,  and 
sing,  and  be  happy  with  you,  than  to  sit  in  that  dreary 
Eaton  Place  with  poor  Clara!  " 

"  Why  do  you  stay  in  Eaton  Place?  "  asks  Laura. 

"  Why?  because  I  must  go  out  with  somebody.  What 
an  unsophisticated  little  country  creature  you  are! 
Grandmamma  is  away,  and  I  cannot  go  about  to  parties 
by  myself." 

"  But  why  should  you  go  to  parties,  and  why  not  go 
back  to  your  mother?  "  says  ISIrs.  Pendennis,  gently. 

''  To  the  nursery,  and  my  little  sisters  and  ]Miss  Cann? 
I  like  being  in  London  best,  thank  you.  You  look 
grave?  You  think  a  girl  should  like  to  be  with  her 
mother  and  sisters  best?  ]My  dear,  mamma  wishes  me 
to  be  here,  and  I  staj"  with  Barnes  and  Clara  by  grand- 
mamma's orders.  Don't  you  know  that  I  have  been 
made  over  to  Lady  Kew,  who  has  adopted  me?  Do  you 
think  a  young  lady  of  my  pretensions  can  stop  at  home 
in  a  damp  house  in  Warwickshire  and  cut  bread-and-but- 
ter for  little  boys  at  school?  Don't  look  so  very  grave 
and  shake  your  head  so,  Mrs.  Pendennis!  If  you  had 
])een  bred  as  I  have,  you  would  be  as  I  am.  I  know  what 
you  are  thinking,  madam." 

"  I  am  thinking,"  said  T^aura,  blushing  and  bowing 
her  head — "  I  am  thinking,  if  it  pleases  God  to  give  me 
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children,  I  should  like  to  live  at  home  at  Fairoaks."  My 
wife's  thoughts,  though  she  did  not  utter  them,  and  a 
certain  modesty  and  habitual  awe  kept  her  silent  upon 
subjects  so  very  sacred,  went  deeper  yet.  She  had  been 
bred  to  measure  her  actions  by  a  standard,  which  the 
world  may  nominally  admit,  but  which  it  leaves  for  the 
most  part  unheeded.  Worship,  love,  duty,  as  taught 
her  by  the  devout  study  of  the  Sacred  Law  which  inter- 
prets and  defines  it — if  these  formed  the  outward  prac- 
tice of  her  life,  they  were  also  its  constant  and  secret  en- 
deavours and  occupation.  She  spoke  but  very  seldom 
of  her  religion,  though  it  filled  her  heart  and  influenced 
all  her  behaviour.  Whenever  she  came  to  that  sacred 
subject,  her  demeanour  appeared  to  her  husband  so 
awful  that  he  scarcely  dared  to  approach  it  in  her  com- 
pany, and  stood  without  as  this  pure  creature  entered 
into  the  Holy  of  Holies.  What  must  the  world  appear 
to  such  a  person?  Its  ambitious  rewards,  disappoint- 
ments, pleasures,  worth  how  much?  Compared  to  the 
possession  of  that  priceless  treasure  and  happiness  un- 
speakable, a  perfect  faith,  what  has  Life  to  off'er?  I 
see  before  me  now  her  sweet  grave  face  as  she  looks  out 
from  the  balcony  of  the  little  Richmond  villa  we  occu- 
pied during  the  first  happy  year  after  our  marriage, 
following  Ethel  Newcome,  who  rides  away,  with  a  staid 
groom  behind  her,  to  her  brother's  summer  residence,  not 
far  distant.  Clive  had  been  with  us  in  the  morning,  and 
had  brought  us  stirring  news.  The  good  Colonel  was  by 
this  time  on  his  way  home.  "  If  Clive  could  tear  him- 
self away  from  London,"  the  good  man  wrote  (and  we 
thus  saw  he  was  acquainted  with  the  state  of  the  young 
man's  mind) ,  "  why  should  not  Clive  go  and  meet  his 
father  at  Malta?"    He  was  feverish  and  eager  to  go; 
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and  his  two  friends  strongly  counselled  him  to  take  the 
journey.  In  the  midst  of  our  talk  Miss  Ethel  came 
among  us.  She  arrived  flushed  and  in  high  spirits ;  she 
rallied  Clive  upon  his  gloomy  looks;  she  turned  rather 
pale,  as  it  seemed  to  us,  when  she  heard  the  news.  Then 
she  coldly  told  him  she  thought  the  voyage  must  be  a 
pleasant  one  and  would  do  him  good :  it  was  pleasanter 
than  that  journey  she  was  going  to  take  herself  with  her 
grandmother  to  those  dreary  German  springs  which 
the  old  Countess  frequented  year  after  year.  Mr.  Pen- 
dennis,  having  business,  retired  to  his  study,  whither 
presently  Mrs.  Laura  followed,  having  to  look  for  her 
scissors,  or  a  book  she  wanted,  or  upon  some  pretext  or 
other.  She  sat  down  in  the  conjugal  study;  not  one 
word  did  either  of  us  say  for  a  while  about  the  young 
people  left  alone  in  the  drawing-room  yonder.  Laura 
talked  about  our  own  home  at  Fairoaks,  which  our  ten- 
ants were  about  to  vacate.  She  vowed  and  declared  that 
we  must  live  at  Fairoaks;  that  Clavering,  with  all  its 
tittle-tattle  and  stupid  inhabitants,  was  better  than  this 
wicked  London.  Besides,  there  were  some  new  and  very 
pleasant  families  settled  in  the  neighbourhood.  Claver- 
ing Park  was  taken  by  some  delightful  people — "  and 
you  know.  Pen,  you  were  always  very  fond  of  fly-fishing, 
and  may  fish  the  Brawl,  as  you  used  in  old  days,  when — " 
The  lips  of  the  pretty  satirist  who  alluded  to  these  un- 
pleasant bygones  were  silenced  as  they  deserved  to  be 
by  ISIr.  Pendennis.  "  Do  you  think,  sir,  I  did  not  know," 
says  the  sweetest  voice  in  the  world,  "  when  you  went  out 
on  your  fishing  excursions  with  Miss  Amory?  "  Again 
the  flow  of  words  is  checked  by  the  styptic  previously 
applied. 

"  I  wonder,"  says  Mr.  Pendennis,  archly  bending  over 
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his  wife's  fair  hand — "  I  wonder  whether  this  kind  of 
thing  is  taking  place  in  the  drawing-room?  " 

"  Nonsense,  Arthur.  It  is  time  to  go  back  to  them. 
Why,  I  declare  I  have  been  three-quarters  of  an  hour 
away! 

"  I  don't  think  they  will  much  miss  you,  my  dear," 
says  the  gentleman. 

"  She  is  certainly  very  fond  of  him.  She  is  always 
coming  here.  I  am  sure  it  is  not  to  hear  you  read  Shak- 
speare,  Arthur;  or  your  new  novel,  though  it  is  very 
pretty.  I  wish  Lady  Kew  and  her  sixty  thousand 
pounds  were  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

"  But  she  says  she  is  going  to  portion  her  younger 
brothers  with  a  part  of  it;  she  told  Clive  so,"  remarks 
Mr.  Pendennis. 

"  For  shame!  Why  does  not  Barnes  Newcome  por- 
tion his  younger  brothers?  I  have  no  patience  with 
that —  Why!  goodness!  There  is  Clive  going  away, 
actually!  Clive!  Mr.  Newcome! "  But  though  my 
wife  ran  to  the  study-window  and  beckoned  our  friend, 
he  only  shook  his  head,  jumped  on  his  horse,  and  rode 
away  gloomily. 

"  Ethel  had  been  crying  when  I  went  into  the  room," 
Laura  afterwards  told  me.  "  I  knew  she  had;  but  she 
looked  up  from  some  flowers  over  which  she  was  bend- 
ing, began  to  laugh  and  rattle,  would  talk  about  nothing 
but  Lady  Hautbois'  great  breakfast  the  day  before,  and 
the  most  insufferable  Ma}^  Fair  jargon;  and  then  de- 
clared it  was  time  to  go  home  to  dress  for  Mrs.  Booth's 
dejeuner,  which  was  to  take  place  that  afternoon." 

And  so  Miss  Newcome  rode  away — back  amongst  the 
roses  and  the  rouges — back  amongst  the  fiddling,  flirt- 
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ing,  flattery,  falseness— and  Laura's  sweet  serene  face 
looked  after  her  departing.  JNlrs.  Booth's  was  a  very 
grand  dejeuner.  We  read  in  the  newspapers  a  hst  of 
the  greatest  names  there:  a  Royal  Duke  and  Duchess, 
a  German  Highness,  a  Hindoo  Nabob,  &c. ;  and  amongst 
the  Marquises,  Farintosh;  and  amongst  the  Lords, 
Highgate;  and  Lady  Clara  Newcome,  and  Miss  New- 
come,  who  looked  killing,  our  acquaintance  Captain 
Crackthorpe  informs  us,  and  who  was  in  perfectly  stun- 
ning spirits.  "  His  Imperial  Highness  the  Grand  Duke 
of  Farintosh  is  wild  about  her,"  the  Captain  said,  "  and 
our  poor  young  friend  Clive  may  just  go  and  hang  him- 
self. Dine  with  us  at  the  '  Gar  and  Starter? '  Jolly 
party.  Oh,  I  forgot!  married  man  how!  "  So  saying, 
the  Captain  entered  the  hostelry  near  which  I  met  him, 
leaving  this  present  chronicler  to  return  to  his  own  home. 


